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PREFACE. 


The  chief  object  which  the  Author  strove  to 
attain^  in  writing  the  following  pages,  was  to 
present  to  the  reader  an  account  of  the  wonderful 
discoveries  which  have  been  made  in  the  gold 
regions  on  the  west  coast  of  North  America: 
discoveries  which  have  absorbed  the  attention 
of  the-  age,  and  which,  in  combination  with 
others  still  more  recent,  portend  changes  as 
startling  as  they  were  unexpected. 

While  describiug  the  country  in  which  the 
events  narrated  take  place,  and  depicting  the  man- 
ners and  customs  of  its  inhabitants,  the  Author 
has   endeavoured  to  att^  to  his   account    an 
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extraneous  interest  beyond  detail  of  adventures, 
operations,  and  places. 

He  has  ventured  to  take  some  liberties  with 
the  topography  of  the  Ruined  Cities  of  Central 
America,  and  with  the  chronology  of  some  events 
connected  with  the  Mexican  War  of  Indepen- 
dence ;  these,  he  trusts,  will  not  be  deemed 
imwarrantable. 

LoBDOv,  Fdruairy,  1853. 
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PART      L 

CHAPTER  I. 

THX  &ACE8— €AT1STB0PHS~BXTAL  BBOtBSBS. 

The  town  of  W was  fiill  to  overflowing; 

the  races^  with  their  usual  festivities,  had  peopled 
its  quiet  drowsy  streets  with  noisy  throngs  of 
pleasure-seeking  loungers.  The  fine  sunshiny 
weather^  too^  enticed  people  abroad,  and  almost 
from  earliest  dawn  streams  of  country  folk  and 
town  folk,  on  foot,  on  horseback,  or  borne  in 
veludes  of  every  hue  and  shape,  might  have  been 
seen  convei^ging  from  every  point  of  the  compass 

towards  the  great  centre  of  attraction,  the  W 

race-course. 

It  was  ffltuated  in  an  open  and  level  plain, 
which  lay  just  outside  the  town.  A  week  pre- 
viously, its  smooth  luxuriant  turf  looked  as  soft 
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and  green  as  the  velvet  mantle  of  that  fair  young 
girl  leaning  back  in  the  aristocratic  barouche 
which  those  four  spanking  greys  bear  undulating 
along  the  dusty  high-road,  rolling  over  the  billows 
of  white  dust,  like  some  noble  ship  floating  over 
the  heaving  waves. 

But  a  few  short  hours  had  changed  the  scene 
from  rural  quietude  to  the  noise  and  bustle  of  a 
town's  fair ;  the  trampling  of  tens  of  thousands 
of  human  feet,  the  crushing  of  wheels,  the  iron- 
shod  hoofs  of  galloping  horses,  soon  marred  the 
beauty  of  that  verdant  plain.  The  dose  of  the 
first  day's  races — for  there  were  three  of  them — 
saw  nothing  but  a  dry,  brown,  dusty  surface, 
dotted  over  with  gay  flaunting  booths,  seesaws, 
and  roundabouts,  and  peopled  with  an  ever- 
moving  crowd  of  men, '  horses,  and  carriages, 
mingled  up  in  seemingly  inextricable  confusion. 

But  somehow  or  other,  the  crowd  did  manage 
to  unravel  and  sort  itself,  each  going  on  his  own 
way  back  into  separate  individualities. 

The  declining  rays  of  the  bright  autumn  sun 
were  fended  off  from  many  a  fair  face  by  the 
shielding  parasols  of  every  rainbow  hue,  which 
baflled  the  efforts  of  the  jolly  sun-god  to  dart 
under  their  fringes,  and  obtain  a  parting  kiss  from 
the  laughing  lips  they  protected.  Only  a  tulip 
parterre  could  rival  the  pinks,  and  blues,  and 
greens,  and  yellows,  that  marked  the  abundant 
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presence  of  the  gentler  sex  upon  the  plain  at 

W ,  reversing  the  poet's  dictum,  by  lending 

enchantment  to  the  view,  rather  as  the  distance 
lessened  than  as  it  increased. 

So  that  dark-eyed  handsome  young  gentleman 
with  the  black  whiskers  and  pale  face  thinks,  as 
he  peeps  under  the  bonnet  of  his  fair  companion, 
tlie  young  girl  in  the  green  velvet  mantle  before 
alluded  to,  and  who  is  now  sitting  by  his  side. 
Little  thought  has  the  stout  florid-faced  gentle- 
man, sitting  high  on  the  driving-box,  for  ought 
else  but  the  performance  of  his  four  gallant  greys, 
while  he  guides  them  skilfully  through  the  press 
— all  but  running  over  yon  spangled  harlequin, 
loet  in  his  vehement  occupation  of  belabouring 
his  prostrate  mercy-imploring  foe,  Vhose  loud 
yells  give  the  lie  to  his  painted  grin. 

Once  on  the  clear  and  open  road,  the  four 
greys  tear  furiously  along,  raising  more  billowy 
doads  of  dust,  rocking  and  swinging  the  dark 
blue  carriage  just  as  they  did  when  they  dashed 
on  to  the  race-course  in  the  morning. 

The  horses  seemed  as  glad  to  get  free  from  the 
liot  steaming  crowd  as  the  fat  florid- faced  gentle- 
man on  the  box,  and  the  gold-laced  cockaded 
groom,  as  he  sat  beside  his  master  with  folded 
arms,  grinned  with  pleasure  in  answer  to  some- 
thing he  had  just  told  him,  with  a  nudge  of  the 
elbow.  The  gentleman  had  betted  and  won,  and 
b2     . 
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the  gentleman's  gentleman  had  not,  if  one  might 
judge  from  appearances,  lost;  and  so,  with  a 
merry  crack  of  the  long  whip,  and  a  plunge  of  the 
fiery  leaders,  on  they  dashed. 

And  the  dark-eyed  young  gentleman,  too, 
looked  pleased ;  for,  leaning  back  in  the  carriage, 
his  bending  head  came  very  close  to  the  listening 
ear  of  his  fair  companion.  But  the  noise  of  the 
wheels,  and  the  clang  of  the  church  bells,  as  they 
passed  under  the  shade  of  the  spreading  chestnuts 
that  overhung  the  churchyard  wall,  made  him, 
perhaps,  press  closer  to  whisper  what  he  had  to 
tell,  and  what,  perhaps,  was  not  very  disagreeable 
to  hear,  although  the  white-lace  bonnet  was 
turned  away  so  sharply  from  him,  and  the  round 
white  neck  mantled  with  a  delicate  blush.  It  might 
have  been  that  she  was  anxious  about  the  fate  of 
the  poor  man  whose  hand-cart  had  been  nearly 
trampled  down  by  the  furious  greys,  and  all  but 
crushed  beneath  the  wheels  of  their  carriage. 

The  florid -faced  gentlemati  was  too  busy  in 
jerking  in  his  team,  and  jerking  out  a  curse  or 
two  upon  the  obstructing  equipage  and  its  owner, 
to  notice  what  took  place  behind  him;  so  the 
young  gentleman,  without  interference  or  notice, 
supported  the  graceful  form,  enveloped  in  its  green 
velvet  mantle,  trimmed  with  white  ermine,  as  the 
fair  wearer  leaned  over  the  side  of  the  carriage ; 
and  when  she  resumed  her  seat,  he  carefully  drew 
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together  the  ermine  edges,  to  protect  the  young 
prl  from  the  cold,  without  any  one  noticing,  and 
wondering  what  there  was  to  fear^from  the  warm 
air  of  that  delidoua  autumn  evening.  There  was 
one,  though,  whose  anger,  and,  perhaps,  jealousy, 
would  have  been  raised,  and  that  soon  and  hotly, 
had  he  been  there;  but,  luckily,  he  was  some 
distance  behind.  He  did  his  best  to  catch  them, 
•a  the  unfortunate  man  who  had  barely  escaped 
being  trampled  down  by  the  greys,  soon  found  out 
to  his  sorrow*  The  man  in  question  was  pushing 
before  him  a  battered  old  hand-cart,  which  served 
as  a  low  gaming-table ;  it  carried  a  painted  board, 
on  which  were  daubed  various  figures,  as  anchors, 
hearts,  pots,  clubs,  spades,  &c.  The  man's  line  of 
business  was  peculiar,  and  consisted  in  doing  his 
utmost,  by  cheating  and  juggling,  bullying  and 
lying,  to  inveigle  the  young  and  inexperienced 
into  risking,  and  of  course  losing,  their  all,  upon 
the  chances  of  his  game.  Once  let  Black  Steenie 
(hia  proper  name,  he  said,  was  Stephen  Black)  get 
his  hands  into  their  pockets,  and,  like  a  vampire, 
he  sucked  away  by  hook  or  crook,  by  flattery  or 
bullying,  until  he  got  all  that  was  to  be  had 
firom  them. 

Black  Steenie  was  just  then  congratulating 
himself  upon  having  escaped  being  run  over  by 
the  barouche,  and  w^s  revolving  in  his  mind  how 
he  should  manage  to  reappear  on  the  course  the 
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next  day;  for  he  had  been  expelled  from  the 
grounds  for  foul  play.  He  pushed  his  old  cart  on 
one  side  to  allow  a  substantial  farmer^s  vehicle  to 
jog  past  him,  when  he  heard  the  sound  of  tramp- 
ling feet  behind.  The  road  was  narrow ;  on  his 
right  lay  the  churchyard  wall;  on  his  left  jogged 
along  the  farmer's  cart,  for,  lost  in  his  reflections, 
he  had  pushed  to  the  wrong  side  of  the  road. 

One  glance  over  his  shoulder  told  him  that  the 
driver  of  the  tandem  that  came  rattling  up  behind 
him,  did  not  mean  to  pull  in  his  horses,  which  had 
attained  a  full  swinging  trot^  He  himself  made 
no  attempt,  as  the  driver  of  the  tandem  probably 
expected  he  would,  to  draw  aside  his  hand-cart ; 
but,  abandoning  it  to  its  fate,  he  pressed  close  to 
the  churchyard  wall,  and  shrunk  behind  a  kind  of 
straight  buttress  of  brick*work,  which  had  been 
built  to  strengthen  the  wall  of  unhewn  stone. 

In  a  moment,  the  leading  horse  made  a  plunge, 
which  carried  him  right  over  the  cart,  and  he  fell 
heavily  on  the  other  side ;  the  wheeler  swerved, 
and  one  wheel  of  the  dog-cart  caught  the  buttress 
behind  which  Black  Steenie  was  crouching.  The 
driver  was  pitched  forward  by  the  shock,  over  the 
low  wall  of  the  churchyard,  where  he  fell  into  a 
ditch,  half-full  of  sedgy  mud  and  decayed  leaves. 
His  servant,  who  was  sitting  by  his  side,  was 
thrown  forward  upon  the  horse,  Bjxd,  clinging  to 
the  reins  and  his  neck,  managed,  at  the  expense  of 
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a  few  severe  bruises  and  torn  clothes^  to  arrest 
the  career  of  the  frightened  animal,  which  other- 
wise would  have  sprung  over  the  cart  and  the 
fallen  leader^  and  completed  the  catastrophe  by 
dashing  eYerjihuig,  himself  included,  to  pieces. 

The  efforts  of  the  groom  were  soon  seconded  by 
his  master,  who  had  escaped  without  other  injury 
than  the  concussion  of  the  fall^  and  a  soiled  paletot ; 
he  jumped  back  over  the  wall,  and  seized  the 
wheeler's  head  on  the  other  side.  With  a  power- 
Ibl  hand  he  backed  the  animal  a  few  yards,  and 
in  a  rough,  hoarse  voice,  cried, — "  Hold  on  to  his 
head,  Laurence.  Are  you  hurt,  man?  Only 
braised?  Oh!  that  is  nothing.  I  will  just  give 
a  look  at  the  leader, — curse  the  brute  I  how  he 
bleeds  and  quivers ! — and  then  I  will  settle  with 
our  fidend  behind  the  wall  there.^ 

The  stout,  burly  farmer^  pulled  up  as  soon  as 
he  heard  the  crash  of  the  accident  behind  him, 
and  now  stood  holding  the  leader,  from  whose  cut 
flank  and  broken  knees  the  blood  streamed  fast; 
while  every  now  and  then  the  terrified  creature 
gave  a  snort,  and  shook  its  trembling  sides,  as 
it  threw  a  wild  look  of  terror  around,  to  see  from 
what  quarter  the  danger  would  next  appear. 

'*  A  very  sad  business  this,  Sir  Martin,"  said 
the  farmer. 

That  gentleman  made  no  reply,  but  gave  a  look 
round  the  noble  animal,  felt  it  here  and  there,  and 
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then  turned  on  his  heel,  muttering  as  he  went, — 
**  Good  for  dogs'  meat,  that  is  all  now." 

^^  Humph!  Sir  Martin  Bannerford  might  ha' 
given  one  a  good-day  or  a  thankee,  I  should  ha* 
thought,"  said  the  farmer  to  himself;  '*  he  scowled 
at  one  as  if  one  had  done  the  job ;  but  he  is  going 
to  speak  to  that  there  black-looking  chap,  and 
I'se  warrant  hell  raddle  his  bones  for  him.  Ecod, 
he's  nabbed  him,  as  he  made  a  bolt  over  the  walL" 

As  the  farmer  said,  the  owner  of  the  hand-cart 
that  had  caused  so  much  mischief  no  sooner  saw 
the  baronet  (for  such  was  his  i*ank)  coming  towards 
him,  than  he  seemed  to  recover  his  presence  of 
mind,  and  turned  round  to  make  his  escape  over 
the  wall,  on  to  the  other  side  of  which  Sir  Martin 
had  been  so  unceremoniously  pitched.  Before, 
however,  he  had  scaled  its  top,  the  powerful  hand 
of  the  baronet  was  upon  his  collar,  and  he  was 
pulled  backwards.  His  captor  held  him  at  arm*s 
length,  and  the  two  men  stood  a  moment  eyeing 
one  another.  There  was  a  great  contrast  between 
them.  The  baronet  was  a  man  of  about  eight- 
and-twenty  years  of  age,  of  the  middle  height, 
with  vast  broad  shoulders,  deep  chest,  and  strong 
muscular  limbs,  his  legs  rather  curved,  as  if  from 
habitual  exercise  on  horseback.  His  face  was  fat 
and  fresh-coloured,  and  had  a  look  of  dissipation 
about  it,  that  told  of  early  excesses;  it  was 
garnished  with  bushy  whiskers  of  a  light  sandy 
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cal0iir>  as  were  also  the  scanty  eyebrows,  which 
were  scarcely  visible,  so  that  there  was  no  break 
between  a  low  retreating  forehead  and  a  pair  of 
prominent  blue  eyes,  whose  expression,  except 
when  blazing  with  passion,  was  dull  and  meaning- 
leoB.  His  nose  was  the  only  good  feature  of  his 
face;  it  was  finely  shaped,  and  gave  an  aristocratic, 
and  at  times  even  a  handsome  appearance,  to  his 
iace;  his  mouth  was  large,  sensual,  and  indicative 
of  bad  temper,  and  its  expression  was  not  improved 
by  the  shape  of  his  square,  massive^  obstinate* 
looking  chin. 

Black  Steenie  was  a  tall,  thin,  dark-skinned 
man,  some  ten  or  twelve  years  older  than  the 
baronet;  he  looked  more,  with  his  stooping 
shoulders,  small,  dark,  deep-set  eyes,  and  thin 
hatchet  face ;  his  beard  and  whiskers  clipped,  not 
shorn,  so  as  to  leave  a  dirty,  bristly  stubble ;  he 
had  a  cringing,  cowardly  gait,  and  a  mean  sullen 
countenance,  that  set  one  against  him  at  first 
sight.  He  struggled  a  moment  in  the  powerful 
grasp  of  the  baronet,  but  he  soon  saw  that  his 
e£Fbrts  to  free  himself  were  vain. 

'^  And  who,  in  the  fiend's  name,  are  you  ?  "  asked 
Sir  Martin,  "  and  why  did  you  not  keep  out  of 
my  road  ? "  added  he,  with  a  violent  oath  and  no 
less  violent  shake. 

The  man  put  on  a  dogged  look,  and  replied, 
making  at  the  same  time  another  effort  to  shake 
loose  the  baronet's  hold, — 
b3 
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'*  I  know  youy  Sir  Maxim,  and  we  have  met 
before  now,  when  I  was  as  good  as  you,  for  all 
your  fine  feathers  now." 

Sir  Martin  looked  at  him  earnestly  a  moment. 

'*  Aye,"  continued  the  man,  with  a  glance  of 
malignant  hatred,  **  Mr.  Martin,  as  you  were 
pleased  to  be  called*  has  met  me  before,  as  he  may 
remember,  if  he  has  not  quite  forgotten  Kick's 
Court." 

Sir  Martin  turned  somewhat  pale,  it  might  have 
been  with  passion,  for  he  gave  the  man  a  violent 
shake  that  made  his  teeth  chatter  again,  while  he 
shouted,  ''The  whip,  Laurence!  give  me  the 
whip ;  111  teach  the  dog  to  break  my  horse's  knees, 
and  then  pour  out  his  foul  impudence  on  me." 

The  groom,  still  holding  the  horse's  head,  was 
examining  the  dog-cart,  which,  however,  was  very 
little  injured,  and  the  horse  not  at  all.  At  the 
sound  of  his  master's  voice,  and  perhaps  quickened 
by  the  volley  of  oaths  which  he  poured  out,  the 
groom  handed  him  the  stock  of  a  heavy  tandem 
whip ;  the  lash  had  been  broken  short  ofi^,  but 
the  stock  was  of  stout  holly,  leaded,  and  silver^ 
mounted. 

There  was  a  short  struggle,  the  baronet  applied 
the  heavy  holly  stock  furiously,  and  broke  it  over 
his  adversary's  head,  then  with  his  full  force  he 
caught  him  by  the  throat,  and  dashed  him  against 
the  wall,  where  he  lay  motionless,  and  perhaps 
senseless. 
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"  He's  got  enongli,  Pae  warranty"  said  the  fanner^ 
who  had  been  looking  on  quietly  and  curiously ; 
^  here,  groom,  take  your  horse,  I  must  be  jog- 
ging on." 

The  groom  took  the  broken-kneed  leader,  while 
the  farmer  mounted  his  cart  unconcernedly,  and 
touching  his  hat,  trotted  qn  his  way. 

Sr  Martin  meanwhile  settled  his  neckcloth, 
took  off  his  soiled  paletot,  and  brushed  round  his 
hat.  ^  Unhook  those  broken  traces,  Laurence," 
he  said  in  a  tone  of  voice  very  different  from  that 
in  which  he  had  last  spoken,  "  and  dust  the  cart  a 
bit.  Here,  take  this  paletot,  I  will  drive  on ;  I 
must  overtake  the  barouche  now  before  it  gets  to 
the .  lodge.  You  follow  after  with  Lightmng, 
lus  broken  knees  must  be  looked  to  at  once  when 
you  get '  in.  Thunder  will  take  me  along  fast 
enough  I  will  warrant  him."  So  saying,  the 
baronet  stepped  into  his  dog-cart,  and  drove  off  at 
a  furious  pace,  while  the  groom  picked  up  the 
broken  pieces  of  the  whip,  wiped  poor  Lightning's 
knees  with  his  red  cotton  handkerchief,  and 
applied  some  of  the  nap  torn  from  his  hat  to 
staunch  the  bleeding.  He  then  at  a  leisurely  pace 
followed  his  master.  Had  he  looked  behind  he 
might  have  seen  Black  Steenie  raise  himself  slowly, 
wipe  the  blood  from  a  deep  cut  on  his  cheek,  and 
dench  his  hand  menacingly  at  the  baronet,  as  the 
dog-cart  disappeared  over  a  distant  hill.  **  Twice," 
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he  muttered  between  his  clenched  teeth^  ^'  but  now 
I  will  be  revenged;  both  for  me  and  for  her  I " 

Sir  Martin  Bannerford  drove  on,  and  muttered 
to  himself, ''  The  villain  knew  me  it  was  evident. 
Pooh!  what  if  he  did?  all  that  is  past  now." — 
Then,  as  if  to  leave  all  thought  and  reflection 
behind  him,  he  gave  his  horse  rein,  and  flew  over 
the  ground  at  a  speed  which  brought  them  in 
sight  of  the  barouche  and  four  greys,  just  as  it 
Was  turning  in  at  the  lodge  of  Lonsmore  Park.  A 
broad  carriage-drive  of  half  a  mile  in  length, 
shaded  hj  fine  old  trees,  led  up  to  the  Hall;  but 
before  the  carriage  had  gone  two  hundred  yards 
from  the  lodge  gate,  Sir  Martin  was  at  its  side. 

General  Lonsmore,  the  florid-faced  gentleman  on 
the  box,  turned  on  his  seat  as  he  heard  him  coming. 

^'  Ah,  Sir  Martin,  we  are  first,  you  see,  in  spite 
of  Thunder  and  Lightning  too;  but  hallo!  where 
have  you  left  Lightning  behind?" 

As  the  General  spoke,  the  two  young  people  in 
the  carriage,  instinctively  as  it  were,  drew  further 
apart,  the  pale  handsome  face  of  the  gentleman 
coloured,  while  a  light  green  parasol  was  held 
steadily  before  the  white-lace  bonnet,  with  an  air 
that  seemed  to  say,  ^^  You  shall  not  see  me,  at  least 
until  I  have  recovered  firom  my  blushes." 

"  Lightning  has  stumbled  over  some  cursed 
vagabond's  cart,  and  ruined  himself,"  said  Sir 
Martin,  reining  in. 
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the  ooetermoDger,  or  whatever  he  is. 

aost  got  under  my  greys  too.  Don't  you 
ve  might  pull  him  up,  Bannerford?  he  may 
>een  poachingj  or  going  to  poach,  or  some- 
ind  once  in  limbo,  we  can  keep  him  there 
fie  races,  at  least,  are  oyer." 
Martin  made  no  reply,  for  the  dog-cart  was 
>reast  of  the  barouche,  and  at  the  sight  of 
'Ung  man  sitting  by  the  side  of  the  green 
*  and  parasol,  which  was  all  of  feminine 
is  eyes  could  get  a  glimpse  of,  his  face  grew 
,  and  his  words  seemed  almost  to  choke 
.  ith  difficulty  got  out» "  You  there,  Walter  ?" 
Iter  Bannerford,  for  it  was  the  younger 
r  of  the  Baronet,  was  as  much  discomposed 
elder  brother,  and  could  only  stammer  out, 
3ral  LfOnsmore  was  good  enough  to  take  me 
irtin,  and — " 

id  Miss  Lonsmore  too,"  interrupted  the 
t,  with  a  sneer,  ^'joined  in  the  invitation, 
3se." 

.he  sound  of  that  name,  the  parasol  was 
1  for  one  instant,  and  a  very,  very  pretty 
13  exhibited,  a  low  bow  was  made,  and  the 
again  interposed  as  obstinately  as  before. 
*h !  eh !"  cried  the  old  General.    "  Just  drive 
bit,  Bannerford.     I  can't  hold  in  these  four 
^  lis  if  I  have  to  turn  round  to  you,  and  I  could 
^it  hear  what  you  said  about  poaching." 
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Both  young  men  i^ain  ooloured  at  the  last 
word,  and  without  saying  another  syllahle  to  his 
brother.  Sir  Martin  drove  on,  crying  out,  *•  I  will 
tell  you  all  about  my  misadventure  at  dinner. 
General  Lonsmore.** 

"  Ah,  Walter  I  so  your  brother  has  been  before 
hand  with  us,  you  see ;  I  did  not  mean  to  tell  him 
that  you  were  here  until  you  met  at  dinner,  since, 
as  you  told  me,  you  have  not  yet  been  up  to 
Bannerford  House.  You  are  just  in  time,  too,  for 
saucy  Edith  there  persuaded  her  old  aunt  to 
prevail  on  me  to  give  a  ball  during  our  races." 

Down  went  the  parasol,  and  the  white-lace 
bonnet  was  turned  boldly  up  at  the  old  gentle- 
man.    She  was  not  afnud  of  him. 

"  Fie,  papa  I  how  can  you  say  I  persuaded 
aunty?" 

"  Well,  you  were  glad  of  the  fim,  Edith,  were 
you  not?  But  hold  your  tongue  now,  or  I  shall 
upset  you  round  this  turn;  I  am  sorry,  Mr. 
Bannerford,  to  leave  you  to  Edith's  ally  talk,  but 
these  greys  pull  my  old  arms  off.  I'll  make  out 
at  dinner — I'll  make  out  at  dinner." 

Little  knew  the  General  how  much  better  pleased 
Jiis  guest  was  to  be  left  to  entertain  himself,  and 
how  swiftly  those  delicious  moments  passed  by, 
when  the  parasol  was  raised  so  as  to  screen  both 
white  bonnet  and  black  hat,  so  close  were  they 
together.    How  was  it  then,  that  after  all,  Walter 
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Bannerford's  hce  was  so  constrained,  and  even 
gad,  as  he  handed  Miss  Lonsmore  from  the 
carriage,  when  with  a  dash  the  four  greys  pulled 
up  short  at  the  portico  of  Lonsmore  ?  Why  did  the 
green  yelyet  mantle  trip  up  the  steps  without  the 
white  bonnet  turning  for  a  moment  to  give  him 
one  look?  Had  Walter  offended  her?  They 
were  old  fxiends,  and  she  might  have  given  him 
one  sonny  smile  to  feed  upon — but  she  did  not, 
fiir  she  aooepted  Sir  Martin's  arm,  who  happened 
to  be  jnst  then  taking  off  his  hat  and  gloves  at 
the  hall  table.  He  led  her  along  the  corridor,  and 
resigned  her  to  her  aunt,  who  came  to  meet  thenu 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


16  BANI^mFOED;  0&^ 


CHAPTER  11. 

LONSXOBB  HALL  AVB  ITS  IKICATES. 

General  Lonsmore  had  assembled  his  guests 
in  the  great  dining-hall  at  Lonsmore.  Aunt 
Margaret,  or  Mistress  Margaret  Lonsmore,  the 
General's  sister,  had  withdrawn  from  the  table, 
over  which  she  had  presided,  and  with  her  lady 
guests  was  discussing  the  preparations  for  the 
ball  in  the  evening,  while  her  brother  entertained 
the  gentlemen  who  remained  at  table. 

The  hall  Was  of  vast  size,  lighted  by  two  huge 
oriel  windows,  whose  carved  stone  shafts  were 
filled  with  diamond-shaped  panes,  reaching  from 
the  sculptured  and  vaulted  roof  down  to  the 
benches  that  lined  the  recess.  Armorial  blazonry 
dotted  the  windows,  and  threw  brilliant  shadows 
down  the  hall,  lighting  up  the  carving  of  the  dark 
old  oak  that  wainscotted  the  walls.  Heavy  buffets 
and  sideboards,  black,  like  the  fretted  beams  in 
the  ceiling,  with  the  age  of  centuries,  lined  the 
walls,  and  supported  a  glittering  show. 

Weighty  and  antique-shaped  pieces  of  plate, 
covered  with  quaint  inscriptions,  were  thereon 
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displayed^  mingled  with  more  modem  and  more 
elegant  patterns,  supplied,  it  was  shrewdly  guessed, 
by  melting  up  the  yellow  ingots  which  the  6ene« 
ral*s  father  had  brought  back  with  him  firom  the 
banks  of  the  Ganges,  and  which  had  renovated 
most  opportunely  the  fortunes  of  the  Lonsmore 
famOy. 

The  oaken  panels  of  the  wainscot  sustained 
each  a  portrait,  a  real  Lonsmore  portrait,  and  not 
even  the  most  cynical  of  parvenus  would  have 
ventured  on  a  sneer  at  their  faded  antiquity,  or 
musty  worm-eaten  frames,  when  the  fine  old 
soldier  would  push  back  the  snow-white  hairs 
from  hb  well-shaped  forehead,  then  place  Ids  left 
hand  in  the  breast  of  his  white  waistcoat,  care* 
fiilly  smoothing  his  plaited  frill  of  unblemished 
purity,  while  with  his  right  he  pointed  out  the 
long  series  of  portraits  of  his  ancient  line.  There 
they  hung,  the  warriors  in  their  plated  armour, 
and  steel  helmet,  with  the  cross  handle  of  a  huge 
two-handed  sword  peeping  over  their  shoulders; 
the  series  continued  by  the  befiilled  and  bepuffed 
courtiers, — by  easy  gallant  looking  cavaliers  with 
long  locks,  broad  hats,  and  flowery  plumes, — by 
stiff  broad-skirted  soldiers,  with  short  bob  wigs  of 
undeniable  respectability,  and  three-cornered  hats 
stuck  under  their  arms, — a  striking  resemblance 
of  feature  being  traceable  throughout  the  line, 
down  to  the  well-known  scarlet  and  gold  of  our 
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own  time.  For  the  portrait  of  the  old  General 
himself  closed  the  series,  and  he  had  fought  at 
Takvera,  Salamanca,  and  Waterloo. 

General  Lonsmore  was  proud,  there  is  no  de- 
nying it ;  but  no  one  could  have  been  offended  at 
the  way  in  which  he  manifested  it;  indeed,  to  hear 
him  speak  of  his  forefathers  and  their  doings  was 
enough  to  make  the  listener  share  in  the  feelings 
of  the  old  gentleman— as  if  he  too,  through  his 
friend  and  host,  had  part  and  lot  in  them.  At 
such  times,  the  spirit  and  bearing  of  the  soldier 
resumed  its  sway  over  his  feelings,  for  he  had  not 
played  the  peaceful  country  gentleman  so  long  as 
quite  to  forget  the  old  days  and  old  associations. 

*^  Every  Lonsmore  has  been  a  soldier,  from  one- 
eyed  Sir  Roger  that  fought  at  Hastings,  down- 
wards," said  the  old  General  as  he  sat  at  the  head  of 
his  table,  after  dinner,  on  the  evening  of  the  races  at 
W *  "  And  every  one,  Bannerford,"  he  con- 
tinued, addressing  the  Baronet,  who  sat  at  his 
right  hand,  *'  every  man  has  served  his  king. 
Some  on  the  wrong  side,  you  knowj  in  '45,  but 
bygones  must  be  bygones,  and  nowadays  I 
would  not  have  back  the  baronetcy  if  they  would 
give  it  me.  Not  that  I  mean  disrespect.  Sir 
Martin — God  wot  the  Bannerfords  have  nought 
to  do  with  the  new  lot.  Many  a  one  of  those 
old  fellows,  hanging  up  on  the  walls  there,  has  in 
time  reckoned  a  Bannerford — ^now  his  staunchest 
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friend,  now  bis  deadliest  foe,  espedally  when  the 
oolour  of  a  rose  was  called  in  qtiestion." 

''  Ahy  General  I "  aiiswered  Sir  Martin  with  a 
loud  laugh,  "  you  beat  us  all  in  history  and  pedi- 
grees; I  never  dine  with  you  without  learning 
something  of  the  old  times :  but  I  am  a  soldier 
too^  you  know,  and  so  am  glad  to  repair  my  igno- 
rance." There  was  in  the  bearing  of  the  Baronet 
an  evident  desire  to  please  the  old  gentleman. 
He  had  led  him  on  to  his  favourite  subjects, 
listened  with  interest  to  his  old  stories,  but  ever 
his  lai^e  eyes  were  turned  with  some  anxiety 
towards  the  lower  end  of  the  table,  where  his 
brother  Walter  sat,  iliough  now  and  then  an  ex* 
premon  of  triumph  came  over  him,  especially  when 
Us  host  replied, — 

**  Grad,  I  wish  we  had  an  amazon  regiment 
like  his  majesty  of  Tongataboo,  or  Dahomey,  or 
KMne  such  place.  1*11  be  hanged  if  Edith  should 
not  put  on  the  epaulets.  At  all  events  the  girl 
most  have  a  soldier  for  a  husband,  come  what 
will'' 

Poor  Walter  saw  his  brother's  look,  and  heard 
the  concluding  sentence  of  the  General's  reply,  for 
he  paid  but  little  attention  to  the  whispered  con- 
teisation  of  a  tall  portly  gentleman  who  sat  by 
his  nde.  He  was  dressed  in  all  the  aping  finery 
of  a  would-be  fop,  and  his  elaborately  worked 
diirt  front  and  glittering  studs,  his  laced  neckcloth, 
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his  heavy  gold  watch-chain  and  bunches  of  charmsy 
his  divers  jewelled  rings  and  perfumed  kerchief^ 
ill  assorted  with  his  personal  appearance. 

He  had  a  would-be  mild  sanctimonious-looking 
countenance,  a  high  pale  forehead,  from  which 
the  lank  hair  of  iron  grey  was  parted  with  straight 
precision.  His  quick  piercing  grey  eyes  that 
would  not  be  kept  under  the  mask's  stiff  control, 
caught  the  look  of  the  elder  brother  as  he  glanced 
down  the  table,  and,  to  the  Baronet's  evident 
discomposure,  he  redoubled  his  efforts  to  engage 
Walter  Bannerford  in  a  conversation,  whose  low 
tones  failed  to  reach  the  listening  ears  of  the  elder 
brother. 

Walter's  replies  showed  that  he  scarcely  heard 
what  was  said  to  him;  his  pale  handsome  face 
leaned  on  his  hand — for  one  moment  he  raised 
his  dark  sad-looking  eyes  at  the  words  of  the 
General,  but  he  instantly  depressed  them,  and 
again  seemed  lost  in  contemplating  the  structure 
of  a  date-stone  on  the  plate  before  him.  Walter 
was  no  soldier.  His  uncle,  under  whose  care  he 
himself  and  brother,  left  orphans  in  childhood, 
had  been  brought  up,  had  contracted  a  violent 
antipathy  to  the  military  profession.  **  No,"  he 
said,  ^*  never,  Walter,  shall  you  enter  the  cursed 
service !  Your  father  threw  away  his  life  in  the 
prime  of  his  days,  and  broke  your  poor  mother's 
heart  with  grief— its   temptations  completed  the 
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ruin  and  disgrace  of  your  elder  brother^  and  caused 
me  to  disown  my  own  flesh  and  blood."  It  was 
strange  then  that  old  Sir  Martin  had  made  no 
provision  for  Walter  by  wiU,  but  had  allowed  his 
large  estates,  though  unentailed,  to  pass  by  the 
law  of  the  land  to  his  heir — ^his  disowned,  cas^off^ 
and  it  mast  be  confessed  disgraced  nephew  Martin 
—while  Walter,  excepting  the  slender  provision 
coming  to  him  on  his  mother's  side,  had  only  the 
profession  of  a  barrister,  for  which  he  was  now 
preparing  himself  at  Cambridge,  to  look  to  for  his 
future  support  It  was  a  different  prospect  from 
that  to  which  he  had  been  accustomed  to  look 
forward,  and  which,  besides,  his  uncle,  Sir  Martin, 
had  led  him  to  anticipate. 

Mr.  Placet,  the  tall  demure-looking  personage 
who  sat  by  his  side,  was  at  that  -time  acting,  and 
had  for  some  time  past  acted,  as  family  lawyer  to 
both  the  Bannerfords  and  the  Lonsmores;  his 
former  master  and  late  partner  Mr.  Quitam  had 
done  so  long  before. 

He  had  on  more  than  one  occasion  taken  upon 
himself  the  task  of  condoling  with  Walter,,  and  he 
it  was  who  suggested  to  him  the  probability  that 
his  undo  had  in  his  last  moments  doubted  the 
justice  of  separating  the  lands  from  the  title,  and 
had  therefore  destroyed  the  will  which  Mr.  Placet 
owned  had  been  made  in  Walter's  favour. 

Mr.  Placet's  explanations  and  condolences  were 
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always  peculiarly  painful  to  Walter,  though  he 
believed  that  the  lawyer  was  sincere  in  his  endea- 
vours to  establish  a  good  undierstanding  between 
himself  and  "particularly  fortunate  elder  brother,'* 
as  Mr.  Placet  called  him.  An  outward  appear- 
ance of  a  good  tmderstanding  was  thus  kept  up, 
which  their  different  habits  and  tastes  did  not 
tend  to  establish  on  a  firmer  footing. 

Walter  Bannerford  was  just  thinking,  when  he 
raised  his  eyes  from  the  date-stone,  how  great  a 
change  his  own  prospects  made  in  the  relation  in 
which  he  stood  with  the  heiress  of  Lonsmore. 
The  old  General  was  as  kind,  as  frank,  as  hearty  in 
his  welcome  as  before.  He  had  seen  him  alight  at 
the  Lonsmore  Arms  from  a  post-chaise,  and  had 
insisted  on  his  accompanying  them  to  the  race- 
course, with  as  friendly  a  sincerity  as  ever.  Sir 
Martin  was,  during  the  day,  so  busy  with  his 
betting-book  and  his  races  that  they  had  not  met 
on  the  course,  especially  as  the  General,  who 
(unfortunately  for  his  pocket)  was  as  keen  and 
eager  in  the  pleasures  of  the  turf  as  the  Baronet 
himself,  lefl  his  carriage  and  walked  arm-in-arm 
with  Sir  Martin  round  the  betting-ring.  No 
wonder  then  that  the  casual  expression  of  Edith 
Lonsmore's  father  struck  a  cold  chill  to  the  heart 
of  Walter  as  he  listened. 

The  General  did  not  notice,  or  think  of  the 
matter;  full  of  his  idea  about  the  amazou  regi- 
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ment,  and  perhaps  carrying  out  the  jest  by 
imagming  to  himself  his  beautiful  and  high- 
spirited  daughter  marching  along  with  epaulets 
vid  cap,  he  said  to  Sir  Martin,  '^  You  must  get 
your  friend  Mr,  Placet,  now  that  they  have  put 
him  into  parliament  for  your  borough,  to  propose 
the  enrolment  of  a  lady  militia." 

Glad  of  an  excuse  to  break  in  upon  what  seemed 
to  him  a  tfte  d  tite  between  the  lawyer  and  his 
brother,  the  Baronet  burst  into  a  loud  laugh, 
"  Gad,  111  get  him  to  do  it — What  say  you,  Mr. 
Placet,"  he  cried,  "  to  our  host's  proposal  ?  *' 

"  Why,  I  am  afraid  that  you  would  be  too 
ready  to  get  them  brigaded  with  your  own  regi- 
ment. Sir  Martin;  and  so,  to  use  your  own 
expression,  which  I  protest  against,  the  service 
would  go  to  his  infernal  Majesty." 

Sir  IVIartin  did  not  relish  the  reply,  and  General 
Lonsmore  seemed  much  annoyed.  The  smooth- 
tongued lawyer  saw  that  in  trying  to  step  out  of 
his  usual  course,  and  play  the  wit,  he  had  failed, 
though  he  thought  to  suit  his  observation  to  the 
temper  of  those  present.  Mr.  Placet  was  not  yet 
quite  at  ease  in  his  raised  position,  and  new 
dignities  sat  uneasily  upon  him.  He  knew  that 
there  were  many  who  remembered  when  he  was 
only  an  errand-boy  in  the  office  of  the  late  Mr. 
Quitam, — a  drcumstance  which  he  did  his  best 
to  forget. 
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There  was  an  awkward  pause.  Greneral  Lons- 
more  broke  it  hy  pushing  bis  chair  round  so  as  to 
look  through  the  great  oriel  window,  to  which  bis 
back  had  been  turned  previously.  The  yiew  from 
tbe  window  was  as  beautiful  as  any  the  county 
could  conunand.  Lonsmore  Hall  was  a  fine  old 
castellated  mansion,  extending  with  a  long  em- 
battled front;  in  the  centre  was  an  octagon 
tower,  forming  the  principal  entrance,  and  a 
flight  of  steps  under  a  lofty  portico  led  up  to  the 
huge  massive  hall-door.  Short  square  towers 
flanked  the  comers,  and  from  these  two  wings 
stretched  back  at  right  angles  to  the  front,  forming 
the  two  end  sides  of  the  oblong  court-yard,  round 
which  the  mansion  was  built.  The  fourth  side, 
which  ran  behind  parallel  to  the  front,  was  formed 
by  an  ample  range  of  stabling,  coach-houses,  &c., 
in  which  the  General  took  great  interest. 

Along  one  of  the  side  wings,  the  most  ancient 
part  of  the  building,  ran  the  old  dining-hall, 
terminating  in  one  of  the  square  towers  containing 
the  oriel  window.  The  Hall  was  built  on  the  side 
of  a  hill,  and  its  rear  seemed  completely  embedded 
in  the  fine  old  trees,  witoe  the  rooks  kept  up  their 
continual  cawing.  From  the  front  of  the  mansion 
the  hill  gently  sloped  down  to  the  banks  of  a 
river,  which  glittered  like  a  thread  of  gold  in  the 
rays  of  the  autumn  sun  as  it  set  amidst  a  flood  of 
purple  light 
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The  slope  was  covered  with  soft  green  grass — 
a  dump  of  trees  grew  here  and  there,  under  which 
the  spotted  deer  gathered  in  herds,  and  now  and 
then  one  would  bound  off  in  agile  and  graceful 
fiolic,  and  join  some  distant  group. 

On  the  other  ude  of  the  river  was  a  level  plain 
of  some  extent,  and  then  the  ground  again  rose 
somewhat  abruptlj,  covered  with  thick  woods, 
embedded  among  which  the  square  mansion  of 
the  Bannerfords  was  just  visible.  The  river, 
which  served  as  a  boundary  to  the  two  estates, 
was  crossed  by  a  small  but  handsome  bridge,  and 
a  carriage-drive  connected  as  it  were  the  doors  of 
Lonsmore  Hall  and  Bannerford  House. 

'^  Is  not  this  fortunate  weather  for  our  races  to- 
morrow. Sir  Martin  ?  "  asked  the  Grenend,  as  they 
rose  rimultaneously,  and  moved  to  the  window ; 
"and  by  the  bye,  how  is  the  Comet  to-day?  we 
have  both  too  heavy  sums  on  him  to-morrow,  not 
to  feel  anxious  as  to  his  condition."  The  old 
gentleman's  face  assumed  a  more  serious  expres- 
sion than  it  had  hitherto  worn,  for  '*  the  Comet " 
was  a  racer  belonging  to  Sir  Martin,  and  the 
favourite  for  the  great  race  on  the  next  day. 
Very  heavy  were  the  sums  for  which  both  gentle- 
men had  backed  him,  so  confident  were  they  that 
he  would  win. 

''  Never  fear  for  him,  Lonsmore,"  said  Sir 
Martin;   ''he  is  a  sure  horse — ^he  took  a  trial 
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gallop  this  morning,  out  on  the  flat  there,  on  the 
other  side  of  the  river,  and  little  Sam  says  he  will 
win  in  a  canter.  Gad,  I  should  like  to  double  all 
my  bets  if  any  one  likes  to  take  them/' 

*^  Hum  I  I  should  be  sorry  to  lose  half  as  much  as 
I  have  backed  him  for.f  I  should  like  to  have  seen 
his  trial  this  morning,  for  I  hear  that  an  outsider 
is  spoken  of  as  coming  out  wonderfully.'' 

"  You  mean  the  Epsom  Pet  Oh,  never  fear,'' 
answered  Sir  Martin,  with  an  oath — the  first  he  had 
let  escape  him.  "  But  I  think  I  have  taken  in  our 
friend  Placet  there.  I  persuaded  him  to  take  odds 
against  my  horse.  I  fancied,  though,  once  or  twice, 
that  while  I  was  trying  to  mystify  him  there  was 
a  mischievous  twinkle  in  his  eye.  However,  he 
took  my  bet  on  Comet  against  the  field.'* 

"1  am  sorry  to  hear  you  say  so,  Bannerford — 
uncommonly  sorry,  I  would  ten  times  rather 
Placet  were  interested  for  us  tlian  against  us. 
Had  I  known,  hang  me  if  I  would  have  gone  so 
deeply." 

**Pooh!  now,  Lonsraorc,  you  are  more  frightened 
at  Placet  than  at  a  platoon.  But  if  you  like  to 
hedge,  my  book  is  open,"  ♦. 

The  old  soldier  looked  at  Sir  Martin  a  minute 
with  a  puzzled  air,  then  shook  his  head :  ^*  Noj^ 
I  will  stand  as  I  am.'' 

*^Well,  then,   to   convince   you,   I  v' 
Comet  out  for  a  trial  gallop  to-nisb^ 
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have  an  hour's  light  yet ;  and  here  is  the  key 
of  hia  stable;  you  see,  I  do  not  trust  any 
one.* 

So  saying,  the  Baronet  pulled  out  a  bright  small 
key  which  he  carried  fastened  round  his  neck. 
Then,  with  a  loud  laugh,  he  turned  and  left  the 
ro<nn. 

Meanwhile,  two  or  three  more  gentlemen 
lounged  to  the  window,  among  whom  were 
Mr.  Placet  and  young  Walter  Bannerford.  The 
attention  of  all  was  directed  to  Sir  Martin's  dog- 
cart, as  he  dashed  along  the  drive  in  front  of  the 
hoose  at  full  speed,  glad  of  the  opportunity  of 
cEsplaying  his  own  address,  and  his  horse's  powers. 

"My  brother!"  ejaculated  Walter,  with  some 
surprise.     *'  Does  he  not  stay  for  the ?  " 

He  stopped,  hesitated,  and  coloured  up  to  the 
temples. 

"  The  dance,  di  I  or  the  ball?  as  Aunt  Margaret 
will  have  me  call  it  Nay,  Walter,  my  boy,  don't 
blush  over  it,"  said  the  General,  good-naturedly 
putting  his  arm  through  that  of  Walter,  and  turn- 
ing to  the  window  again ;  '*  why,  when  £  was  your 
age,  my  boy,  I  thought  as  much  about  those 
things — ^nay  more  than  I  am  sure  you  ever  do, 
irith  your  pale,  thoughtful,  but  not  bad-looking 
ftcceh!" 

The  General  looked  at  him,  and  a  sudden  and 
not  pleasant  thought  seemed  to  cross  him :  then, 
c2 
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appearing  to  recollect  himself  and  Walter's  ques- 
tion^  he  said» — 

'*  Oh  I  not  come  back  ?  I  warrant  he  does ;  he 
has  only  gone  to  the  House,  to  let  Comet  have  a 
trial  gallop  to-night,  to  reassure  me.  Perhaps  it 
is  not  wise — ^though  it  is  not  so  very  late.  What 
say  you,  Walter,  to  a  stroll  to  the  flats,  to  see 
Comet  ?    Who  comes  with  us  ?" 

Of  all  present  Walter  seemed  the  only  one  re- 
luctant to  accompany  him,  but  the  General  kept 
his  arm  within  his  own — ''  Pooh !  come  along ;  the 
gravel  is  as  dry  as  this  floor  aU  the  way  to  the 
bridge,  so  none  need  fear  to  soil  their  boots." 

The  gentlemen  strolled  in  a  body  to  the  bridge, 
and  they  had  not  waited  there  long,  before  they 
saw  the  Baronet  drive  out  from  the  woods  below 
Bannerford  House,  and  come  towards  them  at  a 
gentle  pace,  followed  by  a  short  thin  little  man 
leading  a  horse  carefully  covered  up. 

There  was  yet  light  enough  left  to  see  dis- 
tinctly Sir  Martin  turn  and  speak  to  the  little 
man,  who  quietly  began,  with  the  aid  of  another 
groom,  to  remove  some  of  the  cloths.  He  then 
climbed  up  into  the  saddle,  and  in  the  mean  time 
the  Baronet  had  driven  down  to  the  bridge. 

''Little  Sam  has  been  grumbling,  Lonsmore; 
but  I  was  determined  to  show  you  proof  positive. 
Ah,  Placet,  are  you  there  too?  Get  your  pieces  of 
paper  ready.  There  he  goes,  light  and  swift  as  a  roe.*' 
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Meanwhile  the  horse,  whose  capabilities  thej 
had  come  out  to  witness,  bounded  lightly  and 
easily  over  the  springing  turf,  on  which  Sir  Martin 
was  accustomed  to  have  his  horses  trained,  for  he 
did  not  choose  that  all  the  world  should  witness 
their  performances  on  the  public  course. 

•*  He  will  do — ^will  he  not.  General  ?"  cried  Sir 
Martin,  as  the  horse  passed  them  swift  as  the 
wind,  with  an  action  as  easy  and  light  as  that  of 
the  deer  they  had  disturbed  in  coming  along  the 
paric. 

The  beautiful  animal  was  brought  up  before 
them,  and  stood  with  arched  neck  and  bright 
eye,  his  red  nostrils  distended  more  by  the  excite- 
ment than  the  exertion,  in  aU  the  perfection  of  his 
faultless  symmetry.  His  glossy  coat,  of  dark 
brown,  shone  like  so  much  silk  Telvet,  and  his 
jet-black  limbs  looked  as  sound  and  supple  as  a 
whip- stock. 

''  He  is  indeed  a  beauty,"  cried  the  old  General, 
in  enthusiastic  admiration. 

''  What  say  you  to  hedging  now,  Lonsmore  ? " 
whispered  Sir  Martin,  as  he  alighted  from  his 
cart. 

The  General  shook  his  head.    "  Humph,  you 
have  been  adorning  yourself,  Baonerford!   you, 
mean  to  day  Aunt  Meggy.** 

The  Baronet  had  made  some  additions  to  his 
toilet,  which  had  not  escaped  the  eye  of  the  old 
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General^  who  wished  to  have  no  more  allusions  to 
hedging,  lest  his  guests  should  overhear;  and  at 
the  same  time  he  indulged  a  little  in  bantering,  a 
task  always  pleasant  to  the  old  gentleman. 

"  Why,  yes ;  I  do  not  mean  to  go  back  to  the 
House  again — but  I  forgot,  I  must  not  trust  this 
key ;  though  little  Sam  is  as  honest  a  little  man  as 
any  on  the  turf." 

As  he  spoke,  the  Baronet's  eye  fell  again  upon 
his  brother,  with  whom  once  more  Mr.  Placet 
seemed  to  be  eagerly  conversing  in  an  under  tone* 
Walter's  sudden  return  from  Cambridge,  and 
these  whisperings,  disconcerted  Sir  Martin  Ban- 
nerford  more  than  he  cared  to  confess,  but  throw- 
ing into  his  manner  an  air  of  open  frankness  which^ 
in  spite  of  every  effort,  sat  uneasily  upon  him,  he 
addressed  his  brother,  passing  his  arm  through  his 
at  the  same  time : — 

"  Walter,  I  wish  you  would  drive  to  the  House 
for  me,  and  see  Comet  safely  put  up ;  you  know 
how  the  padlock  opens ;  it  was  on  the  iron  safe  in 
our  old  uncle's  room." 

Walter  took  the  key,  though  the  associations 
it  called  up  jarred  upon  his  feelings  as  harshly  as 
the  tones  and  words  of  his  brother  grated  upon 
his  ears. 

'^  I  am  glad  to  be  of  service,  brother ;  and  I  beg 
you  to  excuse  me  to  our  host,  if  I  do  not  return 
again  to-night  to  share  in  his  hospitality." 
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"Yes,  yes,  I  will  do  it,  Walter,"  replied  the 
Baronet,  eagerly. 

"Eh I  what  18  thatr  said  the  old  General,  turn- 
ing round  sharply,  as  his  ears  caught  the  words 
"  hospitality — return,**  and  then  the  elder  brother's 
reply. 

Sir  Martin  fell  back  with  a  disconcerted  look, 
and  Walter  gathered  up  the  reins,  for  the  fiery 
hofse  was  already  fretting  to  start,  so  that  he  only 
said — "  My  brother.  General,  will  explain  to  you ; 
make  my  adieux  for  me  at  the  Hall.'* 

But  the  old  soldier  was  not  so  easily  put  off: 
he  bud  his  hands  on  the  reins,  and  said, — 

"  No,  tell  me  yourself,  Walter ;  what  did  you 
say  about  returning?" 

"  I  thought,  Sir,  that  I  should  not  be  able  to 
return  to-night,  as  I  really  do  not  feel  well." 

"  A  little  gaiety  will  soon  revive  his  spirits,"  put 
in  the  soft  voice  of  Mr.  Placet. 

The  Baronet  darted  a  fierce  look  at  the  oflicious 
mediator,  while  the  old  General  replied, — 

"You  must  promise  to  return,  Walter.  Why, 
I  carried  you  off  in  triumph  to-day,  first,  because 
I  saw  Edith  wanted  an  extra  beau ;  secondly,  be- 
cause sister  Meg  says  that  you  are  her  best  waltzer, 
and  she  means  to  show  off,  man.  You  must  never 
prove  recreant  knight,  so  come  back." 

A  smile  of  pleasure  lit  up  Walter's  features  at 
the  mention  of  Edith's  name,  while  a  frown  dark- 
ned  those  of  his  brother. 
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''I  will  obey  you^  General,  and  promise,  too, 
never  to  prove  a  recreant  knight  when  any  of  the 
inmates  of  Lonsmore  claim  my  allegiance,"  an- 
swered Walter,  in  a  gay  tone,  as  if  the  simple  words 
of  the  old  man  had  taken  a  load  from  his  breast. 

Mr.  Placet  did  not  fail  to  remark  the  cloud  that 
settled  upon  Sir  Martin's  sullen  brow;  and  as  they 
returned  to  the  Hall,  he  took  his  arm,  and  they 
walked  somewhat  behind  the  rest  in  close  and 
earnest  conversation. 
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CHAPTER  in. 

YAtnE  mmiBIOBD  AMD  IDITH  LOHSMOBB— tBl  WIDOW  AHD 


Walter  Bankebford  hardly  dared  to  probe 
deeply  the  recesses  of  his  own  heart.  He  scarcely 
ventured  to  analyze  the  feelings  which  had  rooted 
themselves  so  deeply  in  his  breast,  and  which 
eveij  interview  with  Edith  Lonsmore  seemed  to 
twine  more  firmly  round  the  very  fibres  of  his 
heart. 

His  position  was  precarious,  his  success  was 
uncertain,  and  though  he  strove  with  might  and 
main  to  fit  himself  for  the  world's  contest,  there  • 
were  times  when  he  could  not  help  desponding. 
It  was  then  that  his  high  sense  of  honour 
wakened  up  conscience; — was  he  right  in  seek- 
ing to  engage  Edith's  love,  when  he  was  not  in 
a  position  to  daim  her  hand?  Over  and  over 
again  he  resolved  to  absent  himself  altogether 
from  her  presence,  but  his  resolutions  were  feeble 
against  the  strong  impulse  of  his  love,  and  again 
he  found  himself  by  her  side,  living  on  her  bright 
sunny  smile. 

Edith  always  reproached  him  for   what    she 
C8 
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termed  his  weakness — she  had  no  fears ;  she  had 
no  doubts  of  his  success ;  she  was  confident  of  hM 
powers ;  she  could  trust  to  his  firmness  and  deter- 
mination in  fiu^ing  the  difficulties  to  be  surmounted 
in  hb  arduous  profession.  In  her  perfect  sim- 
plicity, and  it  must  be  confessed  profound  but 
secret  admiration  of  Walter^s  talents, — ^for  she 
never  expressed  it  openly, — she  believed  that  he 
was  capable  of  succeeding  in  everything  which  he 
undertook.  How  pleasantly  and  soothingly  did 
Edith's  words  of  encouragement  Ml  on  Walter 
Bannerford's  ear  I  How  they  seemed  to  brace  his 
courage,  and  endow  him  with  new  vigour !  What 
sweet  motives  for  exertion  did  there  constantly 
arise  before  his  vision !  How  gratefully  her  soft 
encouragement  seemed  to  dispel  the  clouds  that 
darkened  his  future  I  How  firmly  her  faith  in  him 
seemed  to  engender  confidence  in  himself  I 

His  books  appeared  illuminated  with  the  light 
of  her  love ;  as  he  passed  the  silent  hours  of  night 
in  their  deep  perusal,  it  was  her  image  that  smiled 
the  smile  of  hope  and  faith,  and  bade  him  strive  on. 

Walter  had  never  ventured  to  make  such  a 
frank  avowal  of  his  feelings  as  would  call  for 
a  reciprocal  acknowledgment  of  what  he  could 
not  help  being  sure  Edith  felt.  There  were  times 
when  he  was  sorely  tempted,  but  he  shrank  back 
from  a  course  which  honour  seemed  at  present 
to  forbid. 
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"  No,  let  me  render  myself  worthy  of  her,**  he 
would  Bay,  **  let  me  show  that  Walter  Bannerford 
can  raise  himself  again  to  the. level  from  which 
strange  hazard,  or  perhaps  secret  wrong,  has  cast 
him  down.  Edith  tells  me  she  can  trust  me. 
I  will  deserve  the  trust." 

And  so,  Walter's  resolution  supported  him  in 
his  prolonged  absence  from  Bannerford.  He  even 
remained  at  Cambridge  during  the  long  vacation, 
and  began  to  believe  that  he  had  obtained  a  vie* 
tory  over  himself.  He  frequently  heard  of  Lous- 
more  and  its  inmates,  for  he  regularly  received 
crude  stiffly  written  epistles,  that  were  full  of  all 
he  wished  to  know.  His  foster-mother.  Widow 
Banger,  was  not  a  first-rate  correspondent,  but 
she  could  at  least  answer  all  his  multifarious 
questions.  Edith  too,  knew  of  the  correspond- 
ence which  the  widow  kept  up  with  her  foster- 
son,  for  whom  she  entertained  a  devoted  affection, 
that  almost  surpassed  a  mother's  love  for  her  own 
offspring.  Certain  events  which  will  be  alluded  to 
hereafter,  had  increased  this  affection  to  a  pitch 
that  almost  amounted  to  fanaticism,  for  the  widow 
felt  that  she  had  been  the  unwilling  cause  of  the 
fool  wrong  which  she  imhesitatingly  used  to  assert 
had  been  done  to  Walter,  in  depriving  him  of  the 
estates  which  his  tmde  had  ever  declared  should 
be  his. 

He  never  would  let  her  dilate  on  the  subject, 
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for  it  only  called  up  the  memoiy  of  the  injuries 
which  she  had  suffered  herself.  Her  husband  had 
been  old  Sir  Martin's  favourite  gamekeeper,  but 
at  his  death  his  attachment  to  the  young  master 
was  too  great  an  offence  to  be  passed  over  by  the 
new  lord  of  Bannerford,  and  he  was  deprived  of 
his  office.  Whtft  was  still  worse,  he  had  caught 
a  cold  and  fever,  probably  ensuing  from  his  excite- 
ment and  exertions  on  the  sad  occasion  of  his  old 
master's  death ;  and  while  he  lay  upon  his  bed  of 
sickness  the  new  Sir  Martin  cruelly  ordered  him 
to  be  turned  out  of  the  house  where  he  had  lived 
for  nearly  half  a  century.  He  grew  worse,  and 
died,  and  his  widow  bdd  his  death  at  the  door  of 
his  harsh  landlord. 

He  had  had  several  children,  but  only  one  was 
alive,  and  it  was  some  consolation  to  him  and 
his  wife  when  General  Lonsmore  acceded  to  his 
daughter's  wish,  and  gave  them  a  home  on  his 
own  estate,  and  took  the  young  boy  into  his  own 
household. 

Mrs.  Banger  had  not  long  to  tend  her  sick 
husband  in  the  new  abode ;  he  never  rallied,  and 
on  his  death-bed  joined  with  his  heart-broken  wife 
in  a  prayer  for  their  young  and  rightful  master, 
that  he  might  recover  his  own,  and  live  to  repair 
the  wrongs  that  had  been  done  him. 

Having  thus  explained  the  circumstances  in 
rhich  the  widow  stood  with  regard  to  Edith 
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Lonsmore^  it  will  be  easily  understood  that  she 
was  no  unfreqnent  visitor  at  the  HalL  As  has 
been  stated,  Edith  knew  of  the  correspondence 
between  the  widow  and  her  foster-son,  and  when 
she  came  to  Lonsmore  to  see  her  orphan  boy, 
something  very  like  a  message  would  occasionally 
be  transmitted  through  her  to  Cambridge.  It  had 
-a&ver  entered  into  Walter's  imagination,  that 
while  he  magnanimously,  as  he  thought,  banished 
himself  from  Edith*s  presence,  some  other  suitor 
finr  her  hatid.  might  put  in  his  claim.  Edith  cer- 
tainly never  contemplated  such  an  event,  and 
Walter  felt  sure  in  his  heart  that  his  own  aU- 
absorbing  love  was  not  altogether  unretumed. 

But  there  were  schemers  at  work,  and  in  spite 
of  9r  Martin's  ill  name,  and  past  misdeeds,  Mr. 
Placet  took  several  occasions  to  insinuate  that 
Lonsmore  and  Bannerford  would  both  benefit  by 
an  union.  Sir  Martin  was  ready  enough;  few 
men  could  have  resisted  such  attractions,  mental 
and  personal,  as  Edith  possessed.  She  herself 
could  not  help  manifesting  a  decided  repugnance 
to  the  young  baronet's  society,  and  her  father  on 
Us  part  was  too  anmus  for  her  happiness,  and 
too  well  aware  of  Sir  Martin's  bad  character,  to 
seriously  think  of  him  in  connexion  with  his 
idolized  EditL 

But  Mr.  Placet  gradually  began  to  involve  all 
parties  in  his  combinations,  and  Widow  Banger's 
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replies  to  some  of  Walter's  numerous  questions 
became  so  unsatisfactory,  that  he  suddenly  re* 
solved  to  return  to  Bannerford,  which  he  did,  in 
the  manner  we  have  seen. 

Of  all  men  Sir  Martin  Bannerford  was  the  last 
who  would  have  occurred  to  Walter  as  a  suitor  for 
the  hand  of  Edith  Lonsmore.  She  so  pure,  spot- 
less and  guileless !  he 1  Walter  did  not  allow 

his  thoughts  to  dwell  upon  the  infamy  which  he 
knew  could  be  attached  to  his  brother's  name.  It 
seemed  to  him  to  be  a  desecration  of  something 
hallowed,  to  unite  the  two  even  in  thought. 

The  evidence  he  had  received  of  his  brother's 
feelings  and  intentions  gave  him  a  painful  shock : 
and  as  he  walked  down  the  chestnut  avenue  that 
led  from  Bannerford  to  Lonsmore,  his  thoughts 
reverted  to  all  the  occurrences  of  the  day»  to  past 
events,  to  future  possibilities,  and  he  shuddered 
within  himself  at  the  train  of  reflections  into  which 
he  had  fallen. 

He  was  aroused  from  his  deep  reverie  by  the 
voice  of  a  woman  who  was  sitting  by  a  fountun 
at  the  end  of  the  avenue,  apparently  awaiting  his 
coming,  for  at  his  approach  she  arose,  though  he 
did  not  see  her  until  she  addressed  him. 

She  was  dressed  in  deep  widow's  mourning,  and 
appeared  to  be  about  forty  years  of  age,  perhaps 
not  so  much :  she  was  strong  and  robust  in  frame, 
but  there  was  an  air  of  gentle  mildness  in  her  eye. 
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and  a  soft  kind  expression  in  her  fresh-coloured 
faee,  whidi,  added  to  the  sadness  of  her  deep 
mourning,  could  hardly  fail  to  excite  an  interest 
in  her  faTOur. 

*'  Ahil  Banger^is  that  you?**  exclaimed  Walter, 
raising  his  eyes  from  the  ground  at  the  sound  of 
her  Toice,  and  offering  his  hand 

^  Tesy  Master  Walter ;  and  I  have  been  waitmg 
to  see  you  as  you  went  back  to  the  Hall." 

^  How  did  you  know  that  I  was  going. 
Banger?" 

**  I  saw  you  drive  up  to  Bannerford ;  and  I 
guessed.  Master  Walter,  that  you  would  not  be 
away  from  Lonsmore  to-night.  Had  you  stopped 
away,  there  would  have  been  more  than  one  heart 
that  would  have  been  heavy." 

**  Ah,  Banger  1  I  wish — =1  wish  I  could  be  cer- 
tain of  that  I" 

**  You  may,  dear  Master  Walter.  Oh  I  I  wish 
that  you  would  believe  me  always  in  this,  and 
everything  else — ^in  those  things,  too,  which  might, 
if  all  were  brought  to  light,  give  you  back  your 
own  again.'^ 

"  Hush,  Banger ;  we  will  not  talk  t)f  that  now. 
Your  cottage  is  not  far  from  here,  on  the  Lons- 
more ride  of  the  river ;  let  us  go  there,  for  I  want 
to  hear  more  from  you  about— about — " 

**  Ah,  Master  Walter,  I  know :  but  come  with 
me  and  I  will  tell  you  everything." 
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They  were  not  long  in  reaching  a  low  ivy- 
covered  cottage,  which  stood  behind  a  copse  on 
the  bank  of  the  stream. 

Thej  entered  a  room,  plainly,  but  very  com- 
fortably furnished ;  and  though  the  widow  affected 
to  wipe  the  chair  she  offered  to  her  young  master, 
there  was  not  a  speck  of  dust'  to  be  seen  on  its 
bright-polished  surface,  or  that  of  the  oaken  table 
that  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  snow-white  floor. 

The  widow  stirred  up  a  bright  blaze  from  the 
fire  that  burned  cheerfully  in  the  grate,  to  obtain 
light  rather  than  warmth,  for  the  shades  of  night 
were  setting  in  fast. 

Many  were  the  questions  which  Walter  asked 
relative  to  the  footing  on  which  his  brother  stood 
at  Lonsmore.  Every  minute  particular  had  its 
interest  for  him.  He  asked  about  the  old  Greneral 
— about  Edith  herself— and  sighed  heavily  as  he 
reflected  on  his  own  portion. 

"  You  must  not  be  downcast,  my  dear  young 
master,"  said  the  widow,  while  a  tear  trembled  in 
her  grey  eye. 

''  No,  Ranger ;  we  have  both  had  much  to  bear, 
and  I  will  try  to  copy  your  patience,  for  your 
trials  are  greater  than  mine.'* 

**  May  the  Lord  give  you  strength  to  bear 
them.  Master  Walter.  You  are  right ; — mine  are 
heavier  than  yours.  And  why  ? — ^I  lost  my  children. 
The  Lord  took  them  away.    Cruelty  did  my  poor 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YALLET  OP  GOLD.  41 

husband  to  death ;  and  his  death  lies  at  the  doors 
of  those  who  will  have  to  answer  for  it :  but  these 
are  not  ail  my  trials.  Master  Walter.  Oh,  do 
hear  me,  my  dear  young  master,  for  this  once 
only !  Believe  me,  thatihe  villain  who  has  urged 
Sir  Martin  to  persecute  poor  Miss  Edith,  and  who 
is  doing  his  best  to  deceive  and  cheat  the  old 
General — ^I  mean  Mr.  Placet — oh !  believe  me,  that 
man  is  at  the  bottom  of  aU  the  wrong  you  have 
siifEered*** 

^  How,  Banger?  he  told  me  this  very  day  how 
much  he  opposed  Sir  Martin's  pretensions.'' 

**  Ha  I  he  is  a  double-faced  traitor,  and  for  his 
own  purposes  he  is  again  contriving  some  deep 
plan.  Oh  I  that  my  eyes  had  dropped  from  my 
head  before  they  were  closed  in  sleep  on  that  fatal 
night  1—" 

"  Banger — ^hush !  that  is  not  well  said/' 

"  May  the  Lord  forgive  me,  Master  Walter," 
replied  the  widow,  bursting  into  tears,  ''  but  it 
wrings  my  heart  to  think  that  my  neglect,  my 
drowsy  selfishness,  has  been  the  cause  of  so  much 
mischief  to  you.  Oh  I  if  my  blood,  if  my  whole 
life  could  atone — " 

"  Now,  I  will  not  listen.  Banger,"  interrupted 
Walter ;  ''  I  do  not  blame  you — no  one  blames 
you;  and  it  is  sinful  to  blame  yourself." 

"  Stay,  Master  Walter,  I  have  never  told  you 
exactly  how  aU  occurred.    Oh  I  if  you  will  listen. 
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and  then  tell  me  I  am  not  to  be  blamed,  I  think 
it  would  comfort  me." 

''  I  will.  Banger,  I  will  listen  patiently.** 
''  You  remember  the  night  when  mj  poor  dear 
old  master  sent  for  Placet  to  make  his  will,  or, 
pei^ps,  it  was  to  alter  it  in  some  way;  you 
remained  below  in  the  library.  I  watched,  or 
ought  to  have  watched,  by  his  bed-side.  Alas  t 
you  will  see  how  I  ftuled  in  my  duty.  Mr.  Placet 
came,  and  with  him  his  clerk,  Mr.  File.  Oh ! 
they  are  both  villains ;  would  that  I  could  openly 
prove  them  so !  They  sat  writing  by  my  dear 
old  master's  bed-side,  while  he,  in  a  weak  and 
feeble  voice,  told  them  what  to  put  down.  I 
heard  it.  Master  Walter ;  it  was  all,  all  for  you — 
all — ^I  could  swear  it,  excepting  some  remem- 
brances for  us  followers,  an  annuity  for  your  bro- 
ther Martin,  and  the  charities.  I  signed,  and  so 
did  Pierce,  the  butler;  if  he  were  living,  he 
would  tell  you  so.  I  saw  the  will  placed  in  the 
iron  box.  Sir  Martin  took  the  key  himself  from 
Mr.  Placet's  hand  when  he  had  locked  the  box. 
He  held  that  key  in  his  own  hand,  and  we  found  it 
there  when  he  was  gone.  The  Lord  rest  his  soul ! 
^'  As  soon  as  Mr.  Placet  had  pushed  back  the 
box  under  the  bed,  he  came  to  me  by  the  fire, 
and  told  me  that  my  dear  master  was  going  fast. 
I  mistrusted  him.  Master  Walter,  then,  though 
he  bid  me  watch.    I  sat  down  by  the  bed-side. 
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and  drank  some  of  the  strongeet  tea  to  keep  me 
awake;  it  tasted  bitter:  I  thought  then  it  was 
the  strength ;  I  do  not  think  eo  now.  I  placed 
Sir  Martin's  medicine  ready  on  the  table,  and 
may  God  forgive  me  I  for  I  remember  no  more, 
except  that  I  awoke  some  hours  after  from  a 
deep  sleep,  and  found  him  gone  from  us  for  ever* 

*»  Oh !  Master  Walter,  never  shall  I  forget  my 
misery.  I  rushed  screaming  to  fetch  you;  you 
were  still  in  the  library,  reading ;  for  your  uncle 
had  promised  to  send  for  you,  and  you  waited  for 
his  summons.  You  know  all  the  rest ;  how  we 
found  the  key  in  his  hand  firmly  clenched ;  how 
you  sealed  it  up,  and  sealed  the  box  too,  how 
night  and  day  some  one  was  in  the  room;  and 
how,  on  opening  the  box,  the  will  was  gone  I*' 

The  widow  sobbed  aloud,  while  Walter  tried 
to  comfort  her  by  saying, — 

"  There,  I  have  heard  you.  Banger,  and  sin- 
cerely do  I  say,  that  in  no  respect  do  I  blame  you." 

''  Then  I  will  try  not  to  blame  myself:  for,  as 
I  am  a  living  woman,  I  believe  my  tea  was 
draped." 

"  How ?  —  when?  —  by  whom?  —  for  what, 
Banger?" 

^  Oh !  Master  Walter,  I  get  confused,  and  do 
not  know  what  to  think.  Pierce,  the  butler, 
saw  them  both  go  out,  and  declared  that  neither 
returned ;  yet,  how  was  that  will  taken  away  ?  " 
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*'  Mr.  Placet  told  me  that  he  believed  my  dear 
nnde  got  up  from  his  bed  while  you— that  is — *' 

*<  While  I  slept  at  my  watch  like  a  faithless 
wretch.  Master  Walter,"  sobbed  out  the  widow. 

"  And  that  he  burned  the  will  himself,"  con- 
tinued Walter,  hastily.  "  If  he  did  so,  my  dear 
uncle  had  a  perfect  right  to  do  what  he  chose 
with  his  own«  and  I  do  not  complain." 

'*  Oh  I  Master  Walter,  I  hear  something  whis- 
per to  me  when  I  lie  down  at  night  that 
Placet  is  the  villain  who  is  at  the  bottom  of  the 
whole,  and  it  will  be  found  out  some  day.  Oh  t 
I  will  watch  him  I" 

"  Do  so.  Banger,"  replied  Walter,  now  feeling 
rather  anxious  to  be  returning  to  Lonsmore,  and 
rising  to  take  his  leave,  "  and  watch  well,  too, 
over — over  every  thing,  and  every  one  else.'^ 

*'  I  will  watch  over  one  in  particular,  dear 
Master  Walter,  and  may  the  Lord  prosper  and 
protect  you." 

Walter  Bannerford  could  not  help  reflecting 
upon  the  mystery  that  enveloped  Banger's  account, 
but  unconsciously  his  thoughts  reverted  to  Edith 
Lonsmore,  before  whom  he  should  appear  in  a  far 
different  position  had  his  uncle's  intentions  been 
carried  out.  He  tried  to  believe  that  it  was  only 
on  her  account  that  he  regretted  the  loss;  and 
now  that  there  appeared  a  threatened  possibility 
of  another  person  being  more  fiivourably  received 
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than  faimselfs  his  scniples  aboat  engaging  Edith 
in'  a  promise  seemed  to  be  giving  way.  At  all 
events,  he  resolved,  on  the  first  opportunity,  to 
say  enongh  to  indicate  his  own  feelings. 

'^  I  can  bind  myself,"  he  reflected,  "  and  I  will 
have  strength  of  purpose  enough,  even  if  Edith 
should  wish  to  give  me  a  promise,  not  to  receive 
it.  No,  she  shall  be  as  free  as  before ;  but  it  will 
^ve  me  strength  to  support  all,  if  I  am  sure  that 
die  knows  how  truly  the  poor  student  has  dared 
to  love  her." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

AUHT  XABOABET— TBI  FAMILY  LAWTEB — THB  BAIL  AT  LOKSHOBS — 
A  FATAL  MISUVDIBSTAFDIHG. 

Aunt  Margaret  was  a  spinster  of  some  unknown 
age,  in  the  regions  beyond  thirty.  She  was  a  tall, 
diin,  aristocratic-looking  lady,  somewhat  resem- 
bling a  pinched-up  yet  softened  portrait  of  her 
brother.  She  was  very  good-natured,  but  the 
word  matrimony  infused  a  drop  of  vinegar  into 
her  composition  when  it  was  mentioned,  that 
spread  like  water  through  a  lump  of  sugar. 
Strange,  that  those  women  who,  in  their  youth, 
make  light  of,  and  even  sport  with,  the  sacred 
state — those  who  coquet  and  trifle  the  most — 
those  who  disdain  most  correct  opportunities, — 
arc  often  the  ve\y  people  who,  whfen  they  wake 
from  the  giddy  dream,  and  have  the  mortification 
to  find  that  those,  to  whom  they  would  pipe,  will 
no  longer  dance,  are  the  most  sensitive  at  any 
allusions  to  their  virgin  state,  considered  hopeless 
beyond  remedy. 

Some  of  the  old  ladies  make  a  good  fight  of  it ; 
industriously  filling  up  the  breaches  of  time  with 
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great  assidaity  and  art,  they  conceal  as  best  they 
may  the  flaws  by  reparation* 

Some  of  them  try  weapons  which,  in  their 
yonng  days,  they  would  have  been  afraid  of 
handling  for  fear  of  self-injury.  By  forward 
display  of  accomplishments,  by  attempts  at  bril- 
liancy of  conversation,  or  witty  satire,  they  try  to 
win  at  the  point  of  the  sword  the  notice,  the 
admiration  on  which  they  live. 

Others  take  Diana  Vernon  for  a  model,  and 
sometimes  outdo  the  original.  Some  seek  refuge 
b  affected  juvenility;  more  shy  and  abashed  than 
the  most  newly-long-robed  schoolgirl,  with  a  full 
round  of  flowing  ringlets  whipping  shoulders  ^^  trop 
Um  decolUs^  they  innocently  offer  their  hearts  to 
the  first  proper  parti  who  may  surrender  at  dis- 
cretion to  their  victorious  arms.  Be  warned, 
old  gentlemen  at  bathing-places  on  the  look-out 
for  young,  either  first  or  second,  partners  of  your 
better  or  worse. 

But  there  is  yet  one  other  class,  who  are  not 
ashamed  to  own  their  colours,  and  who,  having 
no  direct  ties  or  calls  upon  them,  are  claimed  as 
members  of  the  great  family  of  the  world  at 
huge;  and  deeply  is  the  world,  in  many  cases, 
indebted  to  them.  The  circle  of  their  benefits, 
their  good  actions,  thdr  gentle  humanizing  influ- 
ence, is  often,  though  secretly,  far  and  widely 
extended ;    descending  like  a  cone  through  the 
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ranks  of  sodetj  lower  than  themselves,  it  spreads 
in  proportion  to  the  depth  of  its  descent 

Aunt  Margaret  could  hardly  be  classed  among 
any  of  these.  She,  perhaps,  in  her  own  heart, 
might  be  perfectly  reconciled  to  her  single  state 
of  blessedness^  but  there  was  no  need  for  other 
people  to  teU  her  of  it ;  and  who  knew,  after  all  ? 

As  she  retired  from  the  dinner-table  Mr. 
Placet's  eye  met  hers,  and  Aunt  Margaret  did 
her  best  to  call  up  a  blush;  for  though  Mr. 
Placet  was  once  nobody,  he  was  now  a  member 
of  parliament,  thought  very  rich,  dined  with 
those  who  were  somebodies,  and  therefore  be- 
came somebody  himself. 

Though  Aunt  Margaret  had  represented  to  her 
brother,  the  General,  that  it  was  Edith  who  was 
anxious  that  the  doors  of  the  long  drawing-room, 
converted  into  a  salle  de  bait  should  be  thrown 
open,  and  the  old  gentleman  had  himself,  in  con- 
sequence, fixed  upon  the  night  of  the  races  as  the 
most  suitable  time,  still,  she  could  not  quite  con- 
ceal that  she  was  not  ill«pleased  herself,  at  the 
opportunity  of  displaying  her  own  accomplish- 
ments. 

Aunt  Margaret  prided  herself  upon  her  skill  in 
dancing.  Her  thin,  active,  and  not  inelegant 
figure,  was,  in  effect,  not  very  ill  adapted  to  the 
exercise.  Walter  Bannerford  had  often  had  the 
honour    of  being   her  cavalier,  and  he  was  a 
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&youred  one  once,  butj  for  some  reason  or  other, 
he  was  gone  out  of  favour,  if  the  general  tone  of 
MifiB  Margaret's  observations  respecting  him  be 
taken  as  evidence. 

And  who  was  to  supply  Walter's  place  as 
Auntie's  partner?  For  whatever  Auntie  may 
say  or  do  now,  Edith  is  sure  that  there  was  once 
a  time  when  she  did  not,  as  now,  take  every 
Importunity  to  depreciate  poor  Walter  in  her 
eyes.  Perhaps  Auntie  meant  to  find  a  substitute 
both  for  self  and  niece.  The  tall,  half-starved* 
lookmg  man  who  always  wore  green  spectacles 
to  hide  the  unmitigated  obliquity  of  his  green- 
gooseberry  eyes,  and  whose  shrunk,  threadbare, 
waxy  nether  garments,  clung  about  his  calves  so 
tightly,  and  who,  ycleped  Jonas  File,  acted  as 
Mr.  Placet's  confidential  derk,  might  have  told 
how  industriously  the  portly,  stately  Mr.  Placet 
bounded  and  twirled  while  practising  for  the  great 
event  at  Lonsmore,  under  the  guidance  of  Mr. 
Doubleaault,  the  celebrated  dancing-master  of 
W .  ,  Auntie,  Auntie,  take  care  of  yourself  I 

Jonas  File  might  have  told  this,  and  many 
more  secrets  beside,  for  he  was  the  confidential — 
be  it  remembered.  Mr.  File  spoke  of  his  un- 
reqmted  services,,  though  he  never  stated  what 
those  services  were,  and  hinted  at  his  trying  other 
and  wider  fields  for  his  exertion — ^a  larger,  or  at 
least  a  more  transparent  bushel,  for  his  light. 

VCMLL  D 
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Yet  he  was  very  glad  to  be  in  the  dark  while  he 
was  busy  in  doing  his  master's  bidding,  at  the 
very  time  that  Mr.  Placet  was  exUbiting  himself 
in  all  the  glare  of  the  hundreds  of  wax  candles 
and  lamps  that  glittered  in  the  gay  ball-room  at 
Lonsmore. 

Mr.  Placet  did  not  feel  quite  at  home  in  a  ball- 
room. He  had  managed,  at  staid  and  serious  din- 
ner parties,  to  acquit  himself  to  his  own  satisfac- 
tion on  many  occasions  y  and  he  gradually  accus- 
tomed himself  to  feel  more  at  ease  when  in  the 
society  of  those  above  him  in  rank  and  position, 
as  were  the  guests  with  whom  he  was  brought 
into  contact  at  Lonsmore  and  Bannerford.  But 
he  had  lately  taken  his  seat  as  member  of  par- 
liament for  Bannerford  borough ;  and  though  Sir 
Martinis  influence  had  of  course  brought  it  about, 
for  some  reason  or  other  that  gentleman  always 
seemed  ashamed  or  annoyed  at  the  circumstance, 
and  shunned  any  allusion  to  it  with  an  impatience 
he  did  not  attempt  to  conceal.  Mr.  Jonas  File 
might  have  enlightened  the  public  on  that  point 
too,  for  he  was  at  his  old  post,  behind  the 
green  baize  door  of  Mr.  Placet^s  inner  sanctuary, 
during  the  whole  of  the  interview  that  preceded 
this  election.  His  master  had  carefully  looked 
behind  it,  and  closed  and  bolted  it  with  calm  dig- 
nity, while  Sir  Martin  sat  on  one  of  the  polished 
leather  chairs,  his  spurred  heel  on  the  fender. 
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fuming  and  biting  the  steel  hammer  of  his  hunt- 
ing-whip. 

Whatever  took  place  on  that  occasion,  the  result 
was,  that  Mr.  Placet  attained  the  height  of  his 
ambition,  and  felt  more  the  equal  of  those  whom 
he  had  so  long  worshipped  afar  off. 

EBs  new  dignities  sat  uneasily  upon  him  at 
first;  he  made  slips,  and  every  now  and  then 
egrepoualj  he  failed  in  his  attempts  at  affecting 
an  easy  nonchalance,  in  perpetrating  some  joke, 
or  trying  on  inopportiyie  occasions  to  ape  the 
manners  of  those  whom  he  copied  too  servilely. 
Had  he  always  kept  to  his  own  character,  and 
maintained  the  serious  solemn  deportment  that 
seemed  natural  to  him,  he  would  have  passed 
muster  fairly.  He  did  not  know  that  the  ease 
he  so  much  admired  in  his  models,  was  merely 
the  result  of  a  self-possession  arising  from  a  con- 
sdonsness  that  they  were,  what  they  seemed,  and 
wished  to  seem.  He  was  particularly  miserable 
at  fiulures  in  trifles ;  his  filling  Aunt  Margaret's 
glass  too  full,  or  treading  on  her  lace  flounce, 
made  him  uneasy  for  a  whole  night 

One  thing  Mr.  Placet  possessed  that  was  in  his 
favour,  and  that  was,  a  tall  and  rather  command- 
ing figure.  His  intellect  was  subtle  and  cunning, 
but  nothing  more;  his  courage,  moral  and  phy- 
mcal,  was  questionable ;  his  sense  of  honour  was 
never  keen  enough  to  make  him  hesitate  at  any 
1)2 
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means  to  gain  his  end^  provided  his  personal 
safety  was  provided  for. 

In  his  office>  among  his  deeds,  Mr.  Placet  was 
conscious  of  his  own  resources ;  he  was  at  home, 
the  wires  of  the  machinery  were  under  his  own 
practised  control,  and  skilfully  he  worked  them 
to  his  own  profit. 

It  was  not  without  some  misgivings  that,  arm- 
in-arm  with  Sir  Martin,  he  entered  the  ball-room 
at  Lonsmore,  notwithstanding  Doublesault's  drill. 

From  the  orchestra  gallery  at  the  end  of  the 
room,  the  lively  spirit-stirring  notes  of  a  brilliant 
band  were  pouring  down  shock  upon  shock  of  a 
musical  electricity  that  set  in  motion  the  ever- 
changing  throng ;  now  mingling  them  up  in 
seeming  wild  disorder,  now  causing  them  to  fall 
back  into  a  kind  of  kaleidoscopical  regularity  of 
grouping. 

Dark-eyed  beauties,  with  rich  clear  skins  and 
glossy  braids  of  hair,  were  entwining  in  graceful 
chains  with  blue-eyed  laughing  blondes,  upon 
whose  satiny  shoulders  floated  their  waving 
ringlets,  while  light  robes  were  streaming,  and 
ribbons,  feathers,  and  laces  dancing  on  the  per- 
fumed breeze,  agitated  by  their  fairy  forms. 
Then  dark,  sombre,  masculine  habits,  interspersed 
with  glittering  uniforms,  rushed  off  hither  and 
thither  with  their  willing  beauties,  like  the 
Romans  of  old ;  though,  unlike  them,  they  never 
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failed,  perhaps  reluctantly,  to  relinquish  their  fair 
prej  to  their  careful  and  argus-ejed  chaperones. 

The  whole  formed  a  scene  of  excitement  that 
appeared  to  quicken  the  pulsation  of  juvenile 
actors  in  it»  as  well  as  of  senile  spectators;  it 
even  seemed  to  affect  those  who  partook  of  the 
enjoyment  too  freely,  and  who  gave  themselves 
up  without  restraint  to  its  exciting  influence  with 
a  species  of  intoxication. 

Ask  that  fair  young  girl,  whose  cheeks,  but  now 
white  and  clear  as  alabaster,  have  flushed  with  a 
round  red  spot,  while  her  deep  blue  eyes  are 
flashing  with  the  brilliancy  of  fever,  and  her  full, 
perfectly-shaped  figure  rises  and  falls  with  the 
quickened  eagerness  of  a  racer  in  the  games  of 
old ; — ask  her,  or  the  vigorous  young  gentleman 
who  so  actively  and  skilfully  seconded  her  efforts, 
and  now  is  so  full  of  the  wonderful  information  he 
has  to  disclose,  that  he  does  not  stop  the  delicate 
fingers  from  dislocating  the  petals  of  the  waxy 
camellia  he  has  just  presented  to  her; — ask  them 
if  there  is  not  something  more  in  the  worship  of 
Terpsichore  than  old  gentlemen,  with  stiffened 
limbs,  and  thick-skinned  ears,  dream  of  in  their 
simple  disdain. 

Sir  Martin  Bannerford  had,  on  that  evening, 
decorated  his  person  with  assiduous  care ;  he  had 
been  careiully  abstemious  at  the  dinner-table ;  he 
had  been  successful  during  the  day  in  his  specu- 
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lations,  and  the  morrow  (seemed  to  promise  fair. 
His  brother  had  not  yet  returned,  and  the  baronet 
was  now  hoping  that  he  had  so  arranged,  that  the 
commission,  with  which  he  had  entrusted  him, 
would  remove  him  altogether,  at  least  for  that 
evening,  irom  competing  with  him  for  the  fair 
hand  of  Edith  Lonsmore,  whom  he  was  leading 
with  gentlemanly  ease  through  the  dance. 

Among  all  the  fair  ones  in  that  brilliant  throng 

— and  there  were  many  there,  for  shire  is 

famed  for  the  beauty  of  its  belles — none  could 
compare  with  Edith  Lonsmore.  Her  figure  was 
slightly  above  the  medium  stature  of  English- 
women, but  it  was  perfect  as  an  antique  statue 
in  proportion  and  contour.  Her  complexion  was 
almost  dazzling  in  its  purity ;  and  when  the  deli- 
cate rose  that  mantled  in  her  cheeks  deepened 
with  excitement,  it  only  seemed  the  better  to  set 
off  the  increased  brilliancy  of  her  dark  violet  eyes, 
whose  shade  it  would  then  have  been  difficult 
exactly  to  distinguish,  so  lustrous  did  they  be* 
come.  Her  soft  silky  tresses  were  plainly  and 
simply  banded  back  irom  off  her  countenance, 
leaving  fully  to  be  admired  the  beauty  of  its 
oval  perfection.  The  regularity  of  the  featui*es 
was  relieved  by  the  expresrion  of  bright  intel- 
ligence, and  deep  feeling,  that  beamed  from  her 
eyes,  softened,  at  the  same  time,  by  the  long 
eyelashes  that  fringed  their  liquid  lustre. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


-rSE  YALISY  0?  GOLD.  55 

Still  there  was  something  in  the  arch  of  her 
eyebrows,  and  in  her  merry  smile,  that  told  that 
Edith  had  more  of  the  allegro  than  the  penseroso 
in  her  diepontion ;  and  her  cherry  lips  parted  with 
unrestrained  mirth,  as  Sir  Martin  somewhat  mali- 
ciously pointed  oat  to  her  Mr.  Placet's  evident 
discomfiture  at  the  confusion  he  had  unwittingly 
produced  in  the  set  behind  them,  by  a  slight 
blander  he  had  made,  and  which  seemed  to  drive 
him  to  despair. 

**  Poor  man  I"  she  exclaimed ;  ''  I  am  so  sorry 
for  him ;  he  worked  so  hard  to  do  it  properly ; 
counting  the  time  positively,  and  beating  the 
measure  with  his  heavy  leaden  feet.  Annie 
Qogglethorpe  vowed  that  she  saw  M.  Double- 
sault  sneak  out  of  his  back  door  and  hurry  down 
to  the  comer  of  the  street,  where  the  blind  white 
pony  and  never-failing  brown  phaeton  were  wait- 
ing out  of  sight  and  ken.  Do  you  believe  it.  Sir 
Martin  Bannerford  ?  " 

**  Indeed,  it  is  very  likely.  Miss  Lonsmore ; 
and  the  next  time  I  come  across  Mr.  File  I  will 
make  full  inquiry.  You  know  Mr.  File,  with  the 
green  spectacles?** 

**"  Of  course  I  do.  He  puts  me  in  mind  of  a 
wolf  reared  on  his  hind  legs,  and  tied  in  a  black 
bag  too  short  to  hide  his  daws.  But  you  will  get 
nothing  irom  him,  if  you  ask  him  twenty  times. 
But  see,  poor  Mr.  Placet  is  looking  this  way ; 
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don*t  laugh  any  more.     Auntie,  too,  is  looking 
spiteful." 

The  glance  that  Mr.  Placet  darted  at  the 
Baronet  was  neither  respectfiil  nor  friendly,  and 
yet  the  blind  world  considered  Sir  Martin  Ban- 
nerford  as  the  patron  and  friend  of  the  rising 
lawyer.  Many  would  have  changed  their  opinion 
though,  had  they  seen  how  the  Baronet  tried  to 
repress  his  smile  of  mocking  contempt,  under  the 
glance  of  wrath  which  darted  from  Mr.  Placet's 
small  grey  ferret-like  eyes — ^for  a  pinky  hue  came 
over  them  at  the  moment — so  great  and  so  con- 
centrated seemed  his  anger.  Sir  Martin's  eyes 
sank  beneath  it  instead  of  retorting ;  but  perhaps 
it  was  at  the  intercession  of  his  fair  companion, 
and  from  a  wish  not  to  offend  Aunt  Margaret,  who 
looked  as  if  she  were  quite  ready  to  take  up  the 
cudgels  in  defence  of  her  partner.  The  Baronet 
turned  round  to  address  Miss  Lonsmore,  but  she 
seemed  to  have  forgotten  what  had  taken  place,  and 
to  be  far  more  occupied  with  a  figure  which  had  just 
entered  the  crowded  room,  and  disappeared  behind 
a  group  of  spectators,  than  with  the  scene  which 
had  caused  her  for  a  minute  such  amusement 

The  Baronet  saw  that  something  had  taken  her 
attention,  and  followed  the  direction  in  which  her 
eyes  were  fixed,  but  he  saw  nothing  but  good 
Lady  Qogglethorpe  with  a  daughter  on  each  arm, 
one  of  which  she  seemed  to  be  trying  to  persuade 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  VALLEY  OP  GOLD.  57 

Squire  Widelands  to  take  charge  of;  where  she 
could  have  put  the  eldest  Mies  Gogglethorpe,  if 
little  Mr.  Serjeant  Plea  had  not  relieved  her  em- 
barrassment, heaven  only  knows,  for  with  her  two 
laige  daughters,  and  her  own  ample  self,  and  her 
big  turban  of  scarlet  and  marabout,  she  seemed  to 
have  more  than  hands  and  arms  full,  and  so  had 
to  throw  her  head  far  back,  and  puff  and  fan,  to 
find  room  to  breathe.  No  wonder  that  such  a 
for^ound  hid  all  behind  it ;  but  a  rush  of  the 
dancers  caused  the  nodcUng  turban  to  fall  back, 
and  slj  Squire  Widelands  glided  away,  though 
the  turban  avenged  itself  by  making,  in  the  course 
of  the  night,  more  than  one  furious  onslaught  on 
the  quiet  retirement  of  the  whist  table,  where  the 
old  bachelor  had  snugly  ensconced  himself. 

As  the  group  fell  back.  Sir  Martin  had  leisure 
during  the  intervals  of  the  dance  to  mark  that 
the  glance  of  his  partner  fell  upon  the  tall  hand- 
some figure  of  his  brother  Walter,  who  leaned  in 
silence  against  the  recess  of  the  window,  and 
scarcely  seemed  to  take  notice  of  what  was  passing 
around,  so  profound  was  his  abstraction.  The 
Baronet's  countenance  lost  all  that  it  had  of  good 
looks  or  satisfaction,  as  he  marked  how  Edith's 
colour  heightened,  and  how  silent  she  became, 
until  she  had  to  withdraw  her  hand  almost  with  a 
ery,  from  the  fierce  gripe  with  which  the  Baronet 
unconsciously  seized  it,  when  their  turn  came  to 
join  in  the  figure. 

d8 
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"  I  beg  ten  thousand  pardons.  Miss  Lonsmore,'* 
stammered  out  Sir  Martin,  as  Edith  turned  on 
him  a  look  of  surprise,  which  the  almost  demoniacal 
expression  of  his  face  increased  tenfold;  ''I  thought 
you  had  forgotten  that  it  was  our  turn.  I  really 
did  not  mean — I  could  not  help  it." 

Right  glad  was  the  Baronet  that  the  changes  of 
the  dance  obviated  the  necessity  of  finishing  his 
excuse,  and  when  the  quadriUe  was  concluded, 
Edith  saved  him  from  the  trouble  of  Bgein  recur- 
ring to  the  subject,  by  proposing  to  be  conducted 
to  her  aunt,  and  talking  with  great  volubility 
about  the  dance,  the  music,  the  heat  of  the  room, 
and  twenty  other  different  things,  without  again 
looking  up  in  her  partner's  face,  or  listening  to  a 
word  of  his,  it  must  be  confessed,  incoherent 
replies. 

Aunt  Margaret  was  busily  occupied  in  her  own 
afiairs,  and  took  no  thought  of  her  niece :  hanging 
on  the  arm  of  her  beau,  as  Placet  now[seemed  to  be 
recognised,  she  made  a  tour  of  the  room.  Anxious 
to  efiace  the  awkward  remembrance  of  what  he 
was  the  only  person  to  think  of  the  slightest  con- 
sequence— namely,  his  blunder  in  the  dance, — 
Mr.  Placet  assumed  an  extra  air  of  importance  as 
he  stalked  round  the  room,  and,  encouraged  by  the 
smirking  complacence  of  Auntie,  he  ventured  upon 
higher  flights  of  gallant  compliment,  and  as  much 
astonished  himself  at  his  own  success,  as  he  did 
poor  simple  Auntie,  at  meeting  with  one  at  last. 
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wix)  appreciated  her  personal  merits  as  she  herself 
had  long  thought  they  ought  to  be  appreciated. 

Auntie  used  to  giggle,  and  call  her  brother^  the 
old  General,  a  naughty  tell-tale,  when  he  would  say 
that  she  had  been  a  wicked  flirting  coquette,  but 
her  indignation  was  really  aroused,  when  he  said 
that  it  was  no  wonder  Auntie  denied  it,  as  it  was 
BO  long  ago  that  she  had  forgotten  all  about  it. 

Howeyer,  the  days  seemed  to  come  back  again, 
at  least  Aunt  Margaret  thought  so,  and  appeared 
determined  to  make  the  best  of  them.  Already, 
in  a  vain  attempt  to  take  refuge  under  Auntie's 
wing,  Edith  had  made  a  whole  turn  once  round 
the  room,  making  the  same  reply  to  the  numerous 
beaux  that  stopped  her  path,  that  she  must  be  ex- 
cused, as  she  was  engaged.  The  first  time  that 
they  passed  the  window  where  Walter  Banner- 
ford  was  standing,  she  kept  her  eyes  fixed  m  an 
opposite  direction,  and  did  not,  or  would  not  see 
the  searching  glance  he  fixed  upon  her. 

Sir  Martin  saw  it  though,  and  strove  to  meet 
it  It  was  well  that  he  did  not  succeed,  for 
Walter  had  a  spirit  which  it  was  not  safe  to 
aroose,  gentle  and  quiet  as  he  seemed,  and  a 
fire  slept  in  those  dark  sad-looking  eyes,  which  it 
would  not,  particularly  at  that  moment,  have  re- 
quired much  to  quicken  into  a  flame. 

As  for  Edith,  she  had  not  gone  past  him  three 
steps,  before  she  would  have  given  anything  to 
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have  had  once  more  the  opportunity  of  giving  him 
a  kindly  nod* 

Walter  looked  after  her,  bit  his  lip,  made  one 
step  forward  as  if  to  follow  her,  and  then  imme- 
diately checked  himself,  and  resumed  his  position, 
silent,  but  not  unobservant  as  before. 

^'  Ah  I  ^  cried  Edith  in  an  agitated  tone  as  they 
passed  by  a  small  side  room,  where  card-tables 
were  set  out,  and  round  which  several  groups 
were  gathered.  ^'  Ah  I  there  is  Papa,  who  has 
just  left  a  table ;  let  us  go  to  him.  We  shall  not 
be  able  to  find  Aunt  Margaret,  I'm  sure." 

The  General  saw  them  coming  towards  him, 
and  with  a  smile  of  proud  affection,  as  he  gazed 
upon  his  beautiful  daughter,  he  took  her  hand  and 
tucked  it  under  his  arm,  giving  it  a  squeeze  of 
paternal  welcome. 

'^  Just  in  time.  Sir  Martin,  to  take  my  place," 
he  said,  pointing  to  the  vacant  chfur.  ''  Wide- 
lands  will  rejoice  at  the  change  of  partners,  I  am 
sure,  and  your  skill  must  make  up  for  my  stupidity 
and  bad  play.  Edith,  love,  where  is  Auntie  ?  I 
will  swear  I  saw  her  solar  system  shawl  flash  by 
here  a  minute  ago,  in  all  its  grandeur." 

'^  Fie,  Pa,  to  laugh  at  Auntie's  shawl,  and  make 
fun  of  what  poor  dear  Grandpapa,  I  dare  say,  re- 
ceived for  some  brave  action ;  besides,  you  know, 
I  have  one  like  it,  and  you  make  fun  of  me  too." 

'^Fu^,  Edyl  you  don't  come  out  like  a 
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Phoenix;  but  never  mind,  I  won't  plague  Auntie 
about  it  Come  along,  Edith.  I  wish  you  good 
lock.  Sir  Martin,"  cried  the  hearty  old  General  as 
be  tamed  away. 

The  Baronet  was  vexed — ^first,  at  the  eager- 
ness with  which  Edith  left  him ;  then  again  at 
being  set  down  to  cards,  which,  for  that  night  at 
least,  he  had  abjured,  in  order  to  have  more  oppor- 
tonity  of  doing  his  devoir  as  a  young  knight  in 
Ae  sight  of  Edith,  who  had  not  long  before  been 
expressing  her  dislike  of  cards  and  card-players. 
He  tried  to  make  an  excuse,  and  pleaded  an 
engagement. 

"  With  whom  now,  Sir  Martin  ? "  cried  the 
Squire,  who  knew  that  with  Sir  Martin  for  a 
partner  he  had  a  good  chance  of  retrieving  his 
iU-Iuck. 

"  Aye,  with  whom  ?  Name,  name,  as  we  used 
to  say  in  the  House,  ^h,  Widelands?"  echoed 
General  Lonsmore. 

Sir  Martin  thought  a  moment,  and  in  despe- 
ration muttered  "  Gogglethorpe." 

"Not  number  one  then,  Fll  swear,  for  poor 
brother  Plea  is  tied  and  bound  there,**  replied 
Widelands,  with  a  laugh. 

"  Well,  if  it  is  number  two  or  three  I  will  find 
substitutes.  Sir  Martin,  and  so  sit  down  and  help 
Widelands." 

With  a  very  ill  grace  Sir  Martin  consented. 
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and  his  discontent  was  visibly  increased  by  a  long 
glance  over  his  shoulder ;  for  as  General  Lonsmore 
entered  the  ball-room,  Walter  Bannerford  advanced 
to  meet  them.  The  father  welcomed  him  with 
his  nsual  hearty  cordiality,  and  this  time  his  beau- 
tiful daughter  did  not  reply  that  she  was  engaged, 
but  accepted  the  offered  arm. 

*^  It  was,  then,  for  him  that  she  reserved  her- 
self," muttered  the  Baronet  between  his  clenched 
teeth.    *^  We  shall  see,  though,  what  comes  of  it." 

Squire  Widelands  did  not  find  Sir  Martin  Ban- 
nerford so  fortunate  a  partner  as  he  had  expected, 
— perhaps  he  had  too  frequent  recourse  to  the 
wine-salver  so  often  supplied  to  the  card-players, 
and  was  thereby  prevented  from  playing  with  hie 
usual  judgment.  If  it  were  so,  the  same  stimulant 
after  a  time  seemed  to  operate  to  clear  it;  for, 
piqued  with  his  unusual  losses,  the  Baronet  seemed 
to  set  to  work  in  earnest,  and  at  length  won  back 
his  reputation  and  stakes  at  the  same  time.  After 
remaining  a  much  longer  time  than  he  had  at  first 
intended  at  the  card-table,  the  soft  measured  voice 
of  Mr.  Placet,  who,  unobserved,  had  taken  his 
position  behind  his  chair,  asked  him  "  if  he  meant 
to  yield  up  the  field  without  further  struggle  ?" 

The  Baronet  turned  fiercely  upon  him,  his  face 
inflamed  with  wine  and  excitement,  and,  in  a 
whisper  loud  enough  to  be  heard  by  those  near, 
asked  what  he  meant  by  his  observation. 
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^  Oh  I  nothing,'*  replied  Mr.  Placet,  and  saun- 
tered out  of  the  room  with  as  much  pompous  ease 
as  he  had  learned  to  assume. 

Sir  Martin  threw  down  his  cards,  and  as  the 
rubber  was  then  decided,  abruptly  declared  that 
he  could  no  longer  play.  His  opponents  and 
partner  stared  in  surprise,  but  made  no  observations 
on  his  ill-breeding,  as  he  rose  and  hastily  followed 
after  Mr.  Placet.  At  the  door  of  the  ball-room 
he  almost  ran  agmnst  Aunt  Margaret,  who  looked 
aiotmd  the  room  in  search,  as  it  would  seem,  of 
dome  one  who  was  not  there.  Sir  Martin  drew 
aa  one  side,  and,  full  of  his  own  thoughts,  asked 
hastily, — "  Is  it  your  niece.  Miss  Lonsmore,  whom 
you  are  seeking?" 

"  No— that  is — yes,  of  course ;  bless  me,  I  have 
not  seen  her  for  this  hour,"  replied  Auntie,  sud- 
denly recollecting  herself,  with  some  confusion. 

"  Oh !  you  will  find  Miss  Edith  Lonsmore  in 
the  conservatory,'''  said  Mr.  Placet,  coming  up  at 
that  moment. 

Sir  Martin,  with  a  low  bow,  offered  his  arm, 
saying, — "Permit  me  to  conduct  you  thither, 
madam.'' 

Auntie  looked  for  a  moment  as  if  she  would 
rather  remain  where  she  was  then;  but  seeing 
that  Mr.  Placet  seemed  upcm  the  point  of  accom- 
]mnying  them,  she  accepted  the  Bareness  offer. 

The  conservatory  was  nothmg  more  than  a 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


64  BANNERFOBJ);  OB, 

narrow  kind  of  greenhouse,  furnished  with  stained 
glass,  and  erected  over  the  long  colonnade  that 
ran  along  one  of  the  sides  of  the  house,  commu- 
nicating between  the  door  of  the  library  beIow> 
and  a  billiard-room  which  lay  some  distance  in 
the  rear. 

Many  couples  were  walking  up  and  down  among 
the  orange  and  myrtle-trees,  the  hanging  yines, 
and  prickly  cactus,  refreshing  themselves  with  the 
purer  and  cooler  air  admitted  through  the  open 
slides. 

At  first  their  search  was  vain,  but  a  glance  from 
Mr.  Placet  told  them  to  turn  to  their  left,  and 
they  did  so. 

There  was  nothing  wrong  in  taking  in  the  fresh 
air,  or  inhaling  the  delicious  perfume  of  Edith's 
own  choice  pets.  The  conservatory  was  lighted 
up  for  a  promenade,  and  dozens  besides  Edith  and 
Walter  were  availing  themselves  gladly  of  this 
cool  withdrawing-room.  Yet  for  all  that,  both 
Walter  and  Edith  were  much  confused  as,  turning 
round  from  admiring  a  choice  collection  of  orchids, 
they  met  Auntie  and  Sir  Martin  coming  towards 
them,  evidently  with  the  desire  to  address  them. 
Mr.  Placet  kept  behind,  out  of  sight. 

*'  Edith,  my  dear,  I  have  lost  sight  of  you  for 
this  hour  or  more,"  Aunt  Margaret  ezchdmed,  in 
tones  of  feigned  surprise. 

Edith   blushed  still  deeper.    This   time    the 
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glances  of  the  brothers  met,  and  they  crossed^  too, 
like  opposing  sword-blades,  and  fire  flashed  from 
both ;  for  Walter's  was  not  a  spirit  to  be  frowned 
down,  and  he  was  the  more  angry  as  he  saw  that 
Edith  was  vexed.  Luckily,  Aunt  Margaret  was 
too  much  occupied  in  her  own  plans,  and  too  glad 
to  get  rid  of  her  duties  of  chaperone,  to  notice  too 
minutely  what  was  taking  place. 

"  Come,  Edith, — ^here  has  Sir  Martin  been 
looking  for  yon,  for  I  know  not  how  long,  to 
waltz  with  him." 

Edith  hesitated  an  instant ;  but  there  was  some^ 
thmg  in  the  look  of  the  infuriated  Baronet  that 
terrified  her,  and,  hardly  reflecting,  she  placed  her 
trembling  hand  in  his  arm  without  saying  a  word ; 
but  they  had  scarcely  turned  round  before  she 
seemed  to  recollect  herself,  and  withdrew  it  hastily 
again. 

**  Ha !"  said  the  Baronet,  in  a  low,  hissing  voice, 
"  is  Miss  Lonsmore  again  engaged?" 

Edith  caught  a  glance  that  passed  between  the 
brothers,  and  stealing  a  look  ahnost  imploring  at 
Walter,  she  seemed  at  once  firmly  to  make  up  her 
mind,  and  said,  in  a  tone  of  forced  gaiety,  *'  Oh ! 
it  was  only  to  put  on  my  glove.  Sir  Martin  Ban- 
nerford ;  you  see  it  was  only  half  on  before." 

While  Edith  replaced  the  glove.  Sir  Martin 
darted  a  look  of  insulting  triumph  at  his  brother. 
Aunt    Margaret   glided    past    them,    took    the 
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proffered  arm  of  Mr.  Placet,  and  Walter  was  left 
standing  alone. 

"  Who  would  have  believed  It  ?  "  he  said  bitterly 
to  himself.  ^'  How  few  the  minutes  that  have 
.passed  since  she  promised  never  more  to  waltz 
with  another  but  myself  I  But  what  could  she  do? 
No,  Edith,  I  blame  you  not.  Why  did  I,  the 
poor,  prospectless,  fortuneless  student,  dare  to 
bind  you  with  a  promise?  Curses  on  my  evil 
fate! — why  were  we  ever  thrown  together? 
Martin,  Martin,  my  brother !  little  did  I  think, 
when  I  pleaded  your  cause  with  my  dear  uncle, 
that  we  should  ever  have  lived  to  stand  face  to 
face  as  we  have  done  this  night ;  still  less  thought 
I  that  she  would  be  the  cause.  And  yet  I  blame 
you  not.  No ; — make  the  most  of  your  splendid 
position  and  ample  fortunes,  but  beware  that  she 
is  made  happy  I — beware  of  that!  Walter  shall 
be  no  bar,  but  he  will  know  how  to  watch.** 

The  young  man  walked  rapidly  up  and  down 
the  now  deserted  conservatory ;  he  heard  not  the 
lively  strains  of  the  waltz, — he  had  no  part  or  lot 
now  in  the  thoughtless  throng.  One  minute,  one 
little  incident  seemed  to  have  opened  his  eyes. 

"  I  meant,**  he  murmured,  "  to  have  my  fate 
decided.  I  was  wretched.  Every  page  of  my 
books,  every  sheet  of  paper,  was  full  of  her  image. 
But  an  hour  ago,  I  thought  to  return  to  them, 
borne  up  on  the  wings  of  hope,  sustained  by  the 
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thought  of  the  prize  I  was  to  win.  I  hardly  knew 
that  Martin  was  my  rival ;  I  would  not  believe  the 
soft  insinuations  of  his  tool,  or  master, — I  hardly 
know  which  he  is.  How  coldly  her  aunt  looked 
upon  me,  while  warmly  pressing  on  her  notice  my 
fiivoured  elder  brother  I  No;  I  am  blind  no 
longer.  I  might,  nay,  I  believe  I  could,  win  her; 
or  why  did  she  but  now  promise?  But  away 
with  the  thought  I — ^I  must  not  drag  her  down  to 
myself.  I  will  nerve  myself  for  one  more  trial ; — 
nay,  this  night  it  shall  be  decided ;  but  not  yet ; 
no,  I  will  wait  and  cool  my  fevered  brow  upon 
this  bench." 

Long  Walter  stopped  there ;  he  noticed  not  that 
the  music  had  stopped,  that  the  ball-room  was  all 
bat  deserted,  while  the  noise  of  joyous  merriment 
resounded  from  the  supper^room  below.  His 
absence  was  not  remarked,  except,  perhaps,  by  one 
who  had  expected  that  he  would  have  been  her 
cavalier  on  the  occasion.  Her  soft  dark  eyes 
roved  up  and  down  the  glittering  table,  but  their 
expression  of  sad  disappointment  changed  to  one 
of  injured  pride,  and  she  forced  herself  to  smile 
complacently  at  the  remarks  of  Sir  Martin,  who 
sat  by  her  side,  paying  her  triumphant  attention. 

General  Lonsmore,  too,  seemed  satisfied  and 
pleased,  as  he  regarded  them  with  a  look  of  com- 
placence while  listening  to  Mr.  Placet's  remarks 
upon  the  contiguity  of  Bannerford  and  Lonsmore, 
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and  other  topics  connected  therewith,  pledsbglj 
put  forward,  and  ingeniously  enlarged  upon. 

The  return  of  the  laughing,  shattering  crowd 
to  the  ball-room  aroused  Walter  from  his  long  and 
painful  reverie;  he  hurried  into  the  room,  and 
turning  to  the  first  sideboard  at  hand,  he  hastily 
filled  a  goblet  with  wine,  and,  perhaps  without 
knowing  what  its  contents  really  were,  drank  it 
off  with  a  wild,  abrupt  gesture. 

Miss  Lonsmore  entered  the  room  at  this  mom^it 
leaning  on  her  father's  arm ;  for  he  had  drawn  it 
within  his  own  while  Sir  Martin  was  despatched 
to  fetch  one  of  her  gloves  which  had  been  left 
below.  Both  Edith  and  her  father  noticed  with 
some  surprise  Walter's  strange  bearing. 

''Young  Bannerford  will  upset  himself  if  he 
continues  to  visit  the  decanters  in  that  way," 
remarked  the  General. 

Edith  said  nothing.  Little  did  they  know  how 
much  it  had  cost  the  unhappy  young  man  to  steel 
himself  ns  he  thought  and  believed  he  had  ruc- 
ceeded  in  doing. 

With  a  light  and  frivolous  demeanour,  as  un* 
natural  as  it  was  strange  to  him,  Walter  now 
came  towards  them. 

Many  reasons  operated  with  General  Lonsmore 
at  that  moment;  the  recent  train  of  thought  in 
which  he  had  indulged  at  the  suggestion  of  Mr. 
Placet,  joined  with    the   extraordinary  bearing 
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which  Walter  had  constrained  himself  to  put  on, 
threw  a  doud  over  his  frank  and  open  counte- 
nanoe,  and  his  usual  cordial  welcome  was  replaced 
with  a  look  of  cold  displeasure. 

'^  It  is  as  I  expected,"  groaned  Walter  to  him- 
self inwardly,  "but  I  will  play  my  part  firmly,*' 
Unknowingly  he  outdid  it,  for  Walter  was  unused 
to  deception. 

He  asked  for  the  honour  of  Miss  Lonsmore's 
hind  for  the  next  dance  in  a  light  off*hand  tone 
is  unusual  as  it  was  disagreeable.  Edith  looked 
Muprised,  and  much  hurt,  but  made  no  reply  to 
his  question. 

Her  father  hastened,  however,  to  answer  for 
her.  "  I  believe  Edith  is  engaged  to  Sir  Martin, 
Mr.  Bannerford." 

How  Walter^s  ears  jarred  as,  quick  as  thought, 
he  noticed  the  unwonted  style  in  which  the  old 
General  addressed  himself  I  It  used  to  be  *^my 
boy,'*  or  «*  Walter,**  at  the  least. 

His  evil  star  at  that  moment  predominated. 
Had  he  but  resumed  for  one  half-minute  his  own 
natural  character,  all  might  have  been  well.  Edith 
timed  her  head  away  to  conceal  a  tear,  which  in 
spite  of  herself  would  rise,  and  to  dear  her  throat, 
in  which  something  swelled  to  choaking.  *  Walter 
thought  the  head  was  turned  away  in  disdain,  that 
Ae  cough  was  assumed  to  mark  indifference  or 
displeasure.     He  was  hurt  at  the  reflection  that 
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his  absence  had  beea  unnotioed  or  unheeded :  who 
was,  however,  to  come  to  seek  him?  Under  any 
circumstances  it  was  more  than  could  be  expected ; 
and  he,  God  help  him,  was  of  too  little  import- 
ance even  to  have  a  word  addressed  to  him,  to 
show  that  his  absence  had  been  remarked.  All 
this  passed  through  his  mmd  in  an  instant,  and 
more'  obstinately  bent  upon  what  he  thought  his 
self-sacrifice,  he  continued,  ''Oh I  the  second  or 
the  third,  or  any  one  will  do  for  my  purpose. 
Miss  Lonsmore,  I  shall  not  forget  to  claim  the 
fulfilment  of  this  promise,  at  least." 

Edith  felt  the  allusion,  and  was  hurt  beyond 
measure  at  the  light  manner  in  which  Walter 
alluded  to  what  at  the  same  time  really  wrung 
his  heart.  Her  face  crimsoned,  and  her  eyes 
fiashed  with  indignation  as  she  replied  with  forced 
coldness, — 

"  I  would  rather  not  promise  at  all,  Mr.  Banner- 
ford." 

''Come,  then,  Edith,"  continued  her  father; 
"  since  that  reply,  I  presume,  is  conclusive,  let  us 
move  forward ;"  and  without  turning  his  head,  he 
led  his  daughter  onwards. 

Walter  followed  them  a  step,  and  for  a  moment 
foigot  the  part  which  he  had  hardened  himself  to 
play,  and  so  unfortunately  overacted :  in  his  own 
deep  voice,  and  rich,  low  tones,  he  whispered, 
*'  Edith !  I  only  want  to  have  one  last  word." 
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Had  ehe  been  alone,  all  might  even  then  have 
been  understood;  and  in  after  days,  amidst  bitter 
remorse  and  sorrowful  upbraiding,  poor  Edith 
often  wished  to  have  that  second's  opportunity 
once  more.  Her  father,  however,  indistinctly 
heard  the  request,  and  his  pride  and  anger  had 
been  roused,  though  he  had  been  unwilling  to 
show  it.  He,  however,  now  stopped  short,  and 
with  military  stiffness  begged  to  know  '^what  Mr. 
Bannerford  had  to  communicate  to  his  daughter?^ 

Walter  stammered,  and  coloured,  and  taking 
refuge  again  in  his  assumed  part  of  a  light,  indif- 
ferent, ball-room  dangler,  he  replied,  ''It  was 
only  to  convey  a  message  from  Widow  Sanger  to 
Miss  Lonsmore,  with  regard  to  her  son :  the  poor 
w<»Dan  is  very  grateful  for  your  having  taken 
liim  as  your  page,  and  I  was  neglectful  to  have 
forgotten  her  so  long.** 

Walter's  reply  produced  a  very  different  effect 
upon  the  father,  to  that  which  it  caused  in  the 
softened  heart  of  poor  Edith,  General  Lonsmore 
looked  upon  it  as  a  shallow  impertinent  excuse. 
%Qorant  of  the  facts  of  the  case,  he  only  felt  more 
irritated,  and  at  the  moment,  though  his  warm 
honeat  heart  would  have  been  ashamed  to  confess 
it,  he  was  not  sorry  to  have  what  seemed  a  lawful 
cause  of  offence.  Placet's  sly  inuendoes  had 
taken  effidct,  and  the  old  man  yielded  to  their 
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influence.  He  listened  in  cool  silence,  then  said, 
haughtily,  *^  Your  communicationy  then,  being 
ended,  Mr.  Bannerford,  we  have  the  honour  to 
wish  you  good  night." 

Edith  would  have  given  the  world  to  have 
stopped  behind  one  moment,  but  it  was  too  late  I 
The  faltering  tones  of  Walter's  voice  did  not  fail 
to  touch  her  heart  as  he  gave  the  message.  She 
knew  that  the  associations  were  painful  to  him, 
though  he  did  his  best  to  conceal  what  he  felt. 
She  knew  that  the  widow  was  Walter's  foster- 
mother,  and  had  been  from  a  child  in  the  service 
of  Walter's  beloved  uncle,  and  had  nursed  him  on 
his  dying-bed.  She  remembered  that  her  own 
kindness  to  her  had  more  than  once  called  up 
from  the  young  man's  heart  a  burst  of  affectionate 
gratitude,  mingled  with  sad  and  sorrowful  regret 

Had  Edith  been  left  alone  with  her  father,  she 
might  have  followed-  her  own  inclinations  eventu- 
ally, and  have  given  Walter  an  opportunity  of 
speaking  with  her,  for  her  will  was  the  old  man's 
law.  But  as  they  turned  away.  Sir  Martin  came 
up,  bearing  the  glove  which  he  had  been  commis- 
sioned to  seek,  and  which  he  gave  to  Edith  with 
a  gallant  compliment  Following  the  train  of  his 
own  thoughts,  the  General  showed  how  satisfied 
he  was  to  leave  Edith  in  Sir  Martin's  chaise,  and 
said,  perhaps,  more  than  he  intended  or  meant. 
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Edith  took  his  ann,  and  not  yenturing  to  turn  her 
head  towards  the  place  where  her  heart,  or  the 
instinct  of  love,  told  her  that  Walter  stood  watch- 
ing every  movement,  she  suffered  herself  to  be 
led  away.  She  took  the  glove  Sir  Martin  had 
restored  to  her;  suddenly  she  pressed  it  in  her 
fifigerSy  as  if  to  feel  for  something  inside.  She 
looked  a  moment  at  her  ungloved  hand.  '^  The 
ring,'*  she  thought  to  herself,  ''his  ring — it  slipped 
from  my  finger — I  must  have  left  it  in  the  glove !" 
then  speaking  aloud,  she  exclaimed  hastily,  ''I 
have  lost  something,  Sir  Martin ;  where  did  you 
find  my  glove  ? — let  us  go  and  seek  what  I  have 
dropped." 

"  Aye,  you  have  lost  it,  Miss  Lonsmore,"  said 
the  Baronet  within  himself,  as  he  led  her  away, 
''and  I  have  found  it,  and  mean  to  make  use  of 
it  too." 

Walter,  pale  as  death,  stood  at  his  old  place 
leaning  against  the  window  recess;  his  eyes 
iDinstened,  and  his  lip  quivered. 

"I  thought  she,  at  least,  would  have  given  me 
one  kind  look ;  but  it  is  better  so,'*  he  murmured ; 
"adieu,  Edith ;  perhaps  I  may  have  yet  one  chance 
of  saying  to  you — Adieu  for  ever !  but  not  now." 

With  heaving  breast,  and  a  heavy  heart,  Walter 
turned  away.  The  music  sounded  as  merrily,  the 
dancers  laughed,  chattered,  and  danced  as  gdly  as 
before;  but  a  cloud  had  come  over  the  brow  of 
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influence.     He  listened  in  cool  silence, 
haughtily,   "Your    communication,  tb 
ended,  Mr.  Bannerford,  we  have  the 
wish  you  good  night." 

Edith  would  have  given  the  wor 
stopped  behind  one  moment,  bat  it  w 
The  faltering  tones  of  Walter's  voice 
to  touch  her  heart  as  he  gave  the  m^ 
knew  that  the  associations  were  pai 
though  he  did  his  best  to  conceal  ' 
She  knew  that  the  widow  was  W^ 
mother,  and  had  been  from  a  child 
of  Walter's  beloved  uncle,  and  had 
his  dying-bed.     She  remembered 
kindness  to  her  had  more  than  ^ 
from  the  young  man's  heart  a  burs* 
gratitude,  mingled  with  aajl  aud  s^ 
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Edith,  and  her  eye  anxiously  wandered  up  and 
down  the  thinning  throngs.  Her  glance  rested 
uneasily  at  times  upon  her  hand — ^the  hand  for 
which  Sir  Martin  had  fetched  the  forgotten  glove. 
Long  she  waited,  and  though  her  eyes  seemed 
heavy  with  fatigue,  she  watched  almost  until  the 
very  last — but  in  vain,  for  Edith  Lonsmore  saw 
Walter  Bannerford  no  more. 
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CHAPTEB  V. 

THB  BBOTBEBS'  BXKOOVTO^ 

Thbbe  was  a  little  suite  of  rooms  in  Banneribrd 
House,  which,  from  a  child  upwards,  Walter  had 
been  accustomed  to  regard  as  his  own  peculiar 
domun.  A  large  comfortably-fitted  room  con- 
tained his  own  book-shelves,  guns,  fishing-rods^ 
foils,  &c.,  his  own  writing-table,  his  own  arm- 
chair— and  from  this  room  led  two  smaller  ones, 
one  his  bed-room,  and  the  other  his  dressing-room. 
As  might  have  been  expected.  Sir  Martin  had 
particularly  requested,  with  a  warmth  too  that 
did  not  fail  to  produce  its  effect  upon  the  heart  of 
his  susceptible  brother,  that  Walter  would  con- 
tinue to  r^ard  the  little  sanctum  as  his  own,  and 
during  his  absence  it  was  always  kept  in  readiness 
for  his  return. 

After  all,  it  was  but  a  small  return  for  the 
debt  of  gratitude  that  Martin  owed  his  brother. 
Over  and  over  again  he  had  pleaded,  and  gdned 
the  pardon  of  his  offended  uncle,  for  his  erring 
and  profligate  nephew.  In  boyhood,  Walter  had 
screened  his  faults,  and  taken  the  blame  upon 
E  2 
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himself  that  belonged  to  another.  In  manhood,  he 
had  palliated  his  errors,  and  ever  interceded  for 
fresh  trials^  and  new  opportunities.  But  the  mind 
of  Martin  Bannerford  seemed  to  have  a  natural 
turn  for  evil,  that  no  punishment  could  eradicate, 
no  kindness  stifle ;  while  his  bursts  of  passion  were 
so  violent,  that  they  appeared  to  be  the  terrific 
results  of  temporary  madness. 

There  was  a  sad  scene  on  the  day  that  Martin  was 
banished  by  his  uncle  from  his  presence.  What 
took  place  really,  no  one  rightly  knew;  but  the 
servants  said  that  loud  and  angry  voices  were  heard 
in  the  library  where  Sir  Martin  and  his  two 
nephews  were  shut  in.  Some  even  affirmed  that 
they  heard  a  scuffle  and  a  fall ;  but  as  no  one 
entered  the  library  until  the  next  day,  when  the 
young  man  had  left  the  house,  and  then  all  was 
as  it  had  been  before,  there  was  nothing  certain 
in  the  accounts  the  servants  gave. 

The  old  butler  with  his  own  hand  packed  young 
Martin's  trunks,  and  sent  them  down  to  the  ixm, 
whither  he  himself  had  preceded  them  alone,  on 
foot ;  he  never  returned  to  Bannerford  after  that, 
until  old  Sir  Martin's  death. 

It  was  noticed  too,  that  for  some  time  after 
that  day,  Walter  wore  his  dark  curls  half  over 
his  forehead,  and  when  after  some  time  they  were 
pushed  back  as  usual,  there  was  a  scar  visible 
which  had  not  been  noticed  before.     The  name  of 
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his  nephew  never  crossed  the  old  Baronet's  lips 
after  that  day.  Walter  did  not  fail  to  make  many 
attempts  to  effect,  even  to  seventy  times  seven,  a 
reconciliation,  but  his  uncle  would  listen  in  silence, 
and  suddenly  change  the  conversation,  or  if  Walter 
persisted,  would  leave  the  room. 

According  to  his  own  account,  Mr.  Placet  had 
often,  and  not  unsuccessfully,  pleaded  Martin's 
cause,  but  that  was  always  when  the  old  Baronet 
and  he  were  alone,  so  that  there  were  none  to  con- 
finn  or  deny  the  statement. 

Martin  himself  could  best  tell  whether  the 
efforts  of  his  brother  in  his  behalf  ever  desisted. 
He  knew  whose  hand  wrote  the  letters  that  en- 
cloeed  remittances,  through  the  agents  whom  he  so 
frequently  charged  to  dispose  of  his  commission  in 
the  army.  He  knew  whose  hand  had  been  stretched 
oyer  him,  to  shield  him  from  prison,  and  disgrace, 
when  debts  and  protested  bills,  and  even  worse, 
threatened  him.  The  brothers  never  met — their 
uncle  firmly,  nay,  sternly  forbade  that.  Martin's 
hardened  heart  was  perhaps  touched  at  times  by 
the  proofs  his  younger  brother  gave  him  of  his 
watchful  care  and  affection;  but  the  impression 
soon  wore  off,  and  when  on  one  occasion  Walter 
wrote  to  remonstrate  with  him  on  his  cruel  and 
unmanly  conduct  to  an.  unfortunate  victim  of  his 
licentious  vice,  his  letter  was  returned  with  ruffian 
defiance,  and  ungrateful  insult. 
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WheDj  a  mourner  in  heart  as  well  as  in  form, 
Walter  returned  &om  depositing  all  that  remained 
of  his  beloved  uncle  in  the  cold  vault  at  Banner- 
ford  church,  and  heard  from  Mr.  Placet  the 
astounding  news  that  his  worldly  prospects  were 
so  totally  changed  from  what  he  had  anticipated, 
he  bore  them  with  manly  resignation,  though  he 
could  not  reconcile  them  with  the  often-declared 
intentions  of  him  who  was  no  more.  The  old  man 
said  on  one  occasion,  when  Walter  was  trying  all  in 
his  power  to  turn  away  his  anger  from  his  erring 
nephew,  "  You  are  right,  Walter,  there  is  more 
than  enough  for  both — ^but  you,  my  boy  I  are  to 
mc  a  son,  yea,  more  than  a  son,  and  without  you, 
my  grey  hairs  would  have  sunk  with  sorrow  to  tb.e 
grave — and  I  will  never  forget  it,  as  you  shall  see 
when  I  am  gone ;  but  he,  whose  name  my  heart 
has  forgotten,  shall  not  want — no,  my  blood  must 
not  want.  Say  no  more,  Walter,  the  key  of  my 
iron  chest  will  be  found  within  my  reach;  take 
charge  of  it,  my  son,  for  when  I  am  no  more,  you 
will  be  master  in  Bannerford." 

Walter  found  the  key,  and  Mr.  Placet  opened 
the  curiously  contrived  padlock  in  his  presence. 
There  were  found  a  few  old  leases — ^bundles  of 
letters — but  no  will ;  not  a  scrap  that  could  be 
termed  such.  There  was  a  bundle  of  parchment-s 
that  looked  like  one  at  first  sight,  and  Mr.  Placet 
affected  to  pounce  upon  it  with  eagerness ;  but  it 
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turned  out  to  be  only  a  deed  of  conveyance,  folded 
roond  by  a  sheet  of  a  very  old  will  of  some  name 
strange  to  all  present.  Mr.  Placet  looked^  or 
feigned  to  look,  greatly  disappointed  ;  to  avoid 
his  painful  condolences,  Walter  retired  to  iiis 
own  rooms,  and  shut  himself  up. 

Mr.  Placet  soon  forgot  his  pretended  chagrin, 
and  plunged  deeply  into  his  professional  duties. 
He  wrote  to  Sir  Martin — the  new  Sir  Martin 
Bannerford,  who  could  not  have  been  very  far  off, 
for  he  posted  up  to  the  door  the  next  day,  and  in 
an  hour  after  took  possession,  undisputed  master 
of  Bannerford  and  all  belonging  to  it. 

Walter  did  not  meet  him  then.  Mr.  Placet's 
commtmications  were  not  perhaps  intentionally 
offensive,  but  they  were  so  distasteful  to  the 
wounded  feelings  of  the  suffering  mourner,  that 
he  left  the  evening  before  his  brother  arrived.  So 
Mr.  Placet  was  quite  right  when  he  wrote  with 
more  truth  than  feeling — ''that  the  coast  was 
dear."  Apparently  he  did  his  best  to  bring  the 
brolhers  together,  and  was  in  his  heart  right  glad 
for  some  reason  or  other  that  Walter  consented  to 
re-occupy  his  old  rooms  during  his  occasional 
visits  from  Cambridge. 

He  made  some  change  in  their  disposition,  and 
sat  generally  in  his  little  dressing-room,  the 
window  of  which  commanded  a  view  of  Lonsmore 
Hall,  and  Walter's  eyes  often  turned  in  that 
direction  in  wistful  reveries. 
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It  was  a  clear  moonlight  night  as  Walter 
Bannerford  leaned  from  the  window  of  his  little 
room,  and  the  moonbeams  tipped  with  silver  the 
tops  of  the  old  oaks  of  Lonsmore,  and  glistened 
on  the  rippling  surface  of  the  sparkling  river- 
The  square  towers  and  long  embattled  fa9ade  of 
Lonsmore  looked  white  in  her  pale  light,  as  one 
by  one  the  lights  of  festivity  disappeared,  the  last 
of  the  carriages  rolled  away,  and  all  was  silent 
and  still. 

There  was  one  light  that  Walter  watched  long 
and  anxiously ;  it  burned  in  the  room  that  Edith 
called  her  own.  He  could  see  at  least  the  same 
light  in  which  her  eyes  were  glistening — eyes 
which  had  once  returned  his  own  pleading  glance 
with  the  beams  of  confessed  love,  but  would  never 
do  so  again.  The  twinkling  light  seemed  a  point 
of  connexion  between  them  that  his  heart  clung  to, 
though  she  knew  it  not ;  and  he  kept  his  strained 
gaze  earnestly  fixed  upon  it  Suddenly  it  was 
extinguished.  Walter  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and 
was  turning  sadly  away,  when  he  heard  the  noise 
of  heavy  and  unsteady  steps  in  the  outer  room. 
He  remained  still,  waiting  to  see  who  would  enter 
— the  door  of  his  bed-room  was  flung  rudely  back, 
and  he  heard  the  deep  hoarse  voice  of  his  brother 
growl  out  a  curse  at  finding  it  empty.  Walter 
was  starting  forward  to  the  door,  when  it  was 
dashed  open  boisterously,  and  with  a  face  flushed 
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with  wine  and  passion^  with  his  large  blue  eyes 
bloodshot,  and  blazing  with  anger.  Sir  Martin 
entered  the  room. 

A  small  table  stood  in  the  centre,  bearing  a 
lamp,  and  by  its  light — for  Sir  Martin  had  brought 
BO  other  with  him — Walter  saw  that  he  bore  in 
his  hand  a  heavy  hunting-whip,  with  a  steel  ham- 
mer for  its  handle.  He  had  caught  it  up  from  the 
haU  table  on  entering, — probably,  in  the  excited 
state  of  his  feelings,  without  any  definite  purpose ; 
indeed  he  hardly  knew  what  he  meant  to  do  when 
he  met  his  brother — except  that  he  meant,  as  he 
shouted  with  a  foul  oath,  *'to  have  it  out  with 
him.'' 

He  dashed  the  whip  down  on  the  table,  and 
stood  stariog  like  an  enraged  bull,  making  up  his 
mind  how  or  where  he  should  begin  his  attack. 

**  Martin,"  began  Walter,  in  a  calm  voice,  "  why 
have  you  sought  me  here  at  this  hour  of  the 
night?" 

**  Why,  look  you,  Walter,  you  have  come  sneak- 
ing down  here  like  a  thief,-  without  sending  me  a 
line,  to  rob  me  of  what  I  mean  to  claim  as  my 
own ;  is  not  that  enough  ?" 

*^  Sneaking,  brother!  rob!  thief!  what  mean 
you?"  asked  Walter,  with  an  indignant  burst  of 
feeling.  "  Betire,  Martin ;  you  are  not  fit  now 
to  talk  to  me ;  to-morrow  I  will  hear,  and  answer 
all,"  he  added  quietly,  but  firmly. 
K  S 
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"By  the  living  God,  brother  mine,  we  will 
settle  our  accounts  this  night/'  cried  Sir  Martin ; 
and  as  he  spoke  he  took  up  the  heayj  whip,  and 
struck  the  table  so  violently,  that  the  lamp  shook 
again,  and  almost  fell. 

Walter's  hand  shook  also  as  he  replaced  it  upon 
its  stand;  his  heart  told  him  that  he  must  prepare 
for  some  unusual  burst  of  passion,  and  with  com- 
pressed lip  he  nerved  himself  to  meet  the  storm. 

In  his  clearest  moments  Sir  Martin  was  not  a 
man  to  be  choice  in, his  words  or  delicate  in  his 
manner ;  Walter  was  therefore  .not  surprised^ 
though  he  felt  his  indignation  arise  in  spite  of 
himself,  when  his  brother  shouted, — 

"  Walter,  before  you  or  I  leave  this  room,  you 
must  swear  to  give  up  Edith  Bannerford,  or — 
or—" 

'^  Or  what,  Martin,"  inquired  the  younger  bro- 
ther ;  ^^  but  stay,  let  us  not  talk  of  this  now,  I 
beg — I  entreat  you." 

Walter's  quiet,  almost  pleading  tones,  misled 
his  brother.  His  efforts  to  conciliate,  in  the  blind 
fury  of  the  moment,  he  mistook  for  weak  and 
terrified  submission.  His  own  fierce  and  insulting 
bearing  became  still  more  outrageously  offenfflve. 

'^  Don't  think  to  deceive  me  with  your  pitiful 
entreaties  and  false  girlish  ways.  Your  cowardly 
cringing  shall  not  protect  you  from  the  chastise- 
ment of  a  crouching  hound.    Bub  I  have  found 
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out  yoor  double-faced  hypocriBy,  and  by  Q — ^  Sir, 
.  I  win  make  you  answer  for  it,  now,  here  on  this 
spot."  So  saying,  he  dashed  the  door  to  with  his 
heel,  and  turned  the  key. 

Walter  made  no  answer;  his  fiice,  under  the 
conflict  of  contending  emotions,  became  lividly 
pale;  he  turned  round  to  the  open  window,  and, 
determined  not  to  be  forced  into  a  contest,  re- 
mained ffllent. 

His  brother  was  not  to  be  so  thwarted;  a 
deeper  shade  of  purple  disfigured  his  countenance 
as  he  pushed  the  table  on  one  side,  and  laying  his 
heavy  grasp  on  Walter's  shoulder,  forcibly  pulled 
him  round,  crying, — 

"  Do  you  know  this  ring,  hypocrite  ?  ** 

Walter  shook  off  the  grasp  without  further 
resenting  its  rude  violence,  and  would  again  have 
turned  to  the  window  had  not  the  sight  of  the 
ring  which  his  brother  held  up  before  him,  arrested 
his  earnest  gaze*  He  had  worn  it  himself  but 
lately  on  his  own  finger;  and  he  had  transferred 
it  to  another,  under  circumstances  which  started 
up  instantaneously  to  his  memory  with  painful 
dBstinctness. 

He  leaned  forward  to  get  a  nearer  glimpse  of 
what  his  brother  held  up  to  his  inspection  with 
an  air  of  ferocious  exultation.  There  was  no 
mistake ;  it  was  his  own  plain  signet  ring,  with 
his  initials  simply  cut  upon  it     His  eye  involun- 
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tarilj  fell  upon  his  own  finger,  where  glittered  m 
small  thin  ring,  in  which  was  set  a  single  blue 
turquoise.  The  tone  of  despair  in  which  he  said, 
— ''  And  were  you  the  bearer  she  chose,  Martin? 
so  soon — so  soon,"  might  have  softened  any  one 
else*B  heart,  but  that  of  one  who  had  without 
reniprse  broken  all  ties  of  blood,  and  spumed  all 
ties  of  gratitude* 

As  before.  Sir  Martin  attributed  the  non«>redsi* 
ance  of  his  younger  brother  in  spite  of  insult,  and 
even  yiolence,  to  a  wrong  motive;  he  suddenly 
seized  his  hand,  and  before  Walter  was  aware  of 
his  intention,  he  tore  the  turquoise  ring  from  his 
finger,  and  then  fiung  his  signet  at  his  feet, 
shouting, 

''There  is  a  fair  exchange;  take  back  your 
precious  gage,  and  know  your  place  as  a  spumed 
and  despised  beggar." 

Walter  with  forced  calmness  folded  his  arm, 
which  for  a  moment  he  had  raised  threateningly, 
across  his  ample  chest,  and  regarding  Martin  with 
steady  eye,  replied, — 

"  Brother,  you  have  tried  me  hard,  but  I  have 
mastered  myself;  go.  Sir,  leave  my  room ;  and 
remember  that  I  too  am  a  Bannerford." 

The  Baronet  quailed  a  moment,  and  his  hand 
closed  upon  the  heavy  hunting-whip,  while  he 
replied  with  a  sneer, — 

'*  Aye,  you  are  a  Bannerford,  and  much  good 
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oaj the  Dame  do  to  a  hoaseless  beggar;  for  out 
of  my  house  you  tramp.  I  was  turned  out  once, 
now  it  18  jour  turn  to  try  it.  Your  false  flattery 
ind  hypocritical  fawning  are  vain^  and  blinded  no 
one  but  the  drivelling  old  dotard  whom  I  have 
fifed  to  spite  and  foil,  as  well  as  his  precious 
nq>hew.'' 

Walter's  eyes  now  blazed  with  anger  that  would 
be  no  longer  repressed.  He  had  borne  the  insults 
and  ocmtempt  offered  to  his  slighted  and  spumed 
afleetions.  He  had  steeled  his  heart  to  prepare 
(or  that,  though  the  attack  had  lacerated  him 
more  rudely  and  deeply  than  he  had  anticipated; 
but  to  hear  the  memory  of  his  good,  beWed, 
revered  uncle  foully  insulted^  by  one  too  who  had 
been  loaded  by  his  benefits,  was  more  than  his 
temper  could  bear.  He  strode  hastily  across  the 
room ;  with  one  wrench  of  his  powerful  arm  he 
forced  back  the  door,  and  drawing  himself  up  to 
the  full  height  of  his  commanding  figure,  he 
feinted  sternly  to  the  open  door,  and  in  a  voice 
of  thunder  cried, — 

"Gro,  slanderer,  go;  hide  thy  face  of  shame, 
and  repent." 

He  could  not  say  more.  The  Baronet,  perhaps, 
nuatook  his  raised  arm  for  the  threatening  position 
of  attack,  and  the  full  force  of  a  blow  from  the 
hunting-whip  fell  upon  the  upraised  wrist. 

There  was  a  fierce  struggle  for  a  few  moments ; 
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the  lamp  was  overturned  and  extmgubhedj  but 
the  pale  beams  of  the  moonlight,  as  they  streamed 
in  tbrough  the  open  window,  gave  light  enough 
for  one  stru^ling  figure,  as  he  staggered  to  his 
feet,  to  gaze  on  the  other,  who  now  lay  on  the 
ground  motionless ;  while  from  under  the  bright 
steel  fender  trickled  a  dark  thick  stream,  that 
glanced  crimson  in  its  silvery  beams. 

"  Good  God !  what  have  I  done  ?"  cried  Walter, 
staggering  back  with  a  groan,  as  he  gazed  on  the 
motionless  form  of  his  brother. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

ULimEE  PLACXT  ABD  mS  OOKTIDEHTIAL — NOOTUBVAL  XIBDEIDS — 
THS  BZILB. 

"What  news?  what  news?"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Placet,  as  he  sat  in  his  dingy,  musty-smelling 
office,  on  the  morning  after  the  ball  at  Lonsmore, 
to  a  thin,  scraggy-looking  personage  with  round 
stooping  shoulders,  a  long  flat  head,  and  a  face 
whose  expression  was  in  a  great  measure  hidden 
by  a  huge  pair  of  green  spectacles.  He  entered 
with  a  silent,  stealthy  step,  looking  round  him  the 
while,  on  fdl  sides. 

He  made  no  reply  at  first  to  the  question  which 
jMt.  Placet  put,  though  its  tones  were  raised  more 
than  usual,  and  a  smile  of  sly  triumph  played 
around  his  mouth  as  he  spoke.  Indeed,  the  very 
position  of  Mr.  Placet's  chair  was  changed,  and 
instead  of  being  half  tucked  under  the  brown 
leather-cohered,  paper-bestrewed,  part  desk,  part 
table,  part  ^best  of  drawers,  over  which  he  usually 
presided,  it  was  now  drawn  up  to  the  fire.  His 
legs  were  crossed  comfortably,  his  hands  were 
rubbed  together  complacently,  and  his  eyes  sur- 
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veyed  with  undisguised  satisfaction  every  move- 
ment of  the  Confidential^  as  he  closed  first  the 
outer  door  of  green  baize  and  bolted  it,  then 
the  inner  door  with  the  same  precaution.  None 
know  better  than  the  thief  how  to  entrap  or  guard 
against  a  fellow-depredator. 

Before  his  discerning  chief  all  disguise  was  to 
be  thrown  aside,  so  the  green  spectacles  were 
withdrawn  from  the  hawk-like  nose,  and  with  a 
portentous  squint  Mr.  Jonas  File  at  last  replied, — 

^'Plenty  of  news,  and  of  the  right  sort,  Mn 
Placet,  or  to  say  the  truth,  I  should  not  be  here 
to  tell  them." 

Mr.  Placet  smiled,  a  dubious  smile.  He  had, 
contrary  to  his  wont,  been  the  first  to  appear  at 
the  office  that  morning,  and  he  had  dissembled  the 
impatience  with  which  he  had  waited  the  coming 
of  the  Confidential,  by  indulging  in  a  revery,  in 
which  Lonsmore  Hall,  its  woods  and  its  parks,  its 
deer,  and  its  fish-ponds,  its  gardens  and  conserva- 
tories were  very  prominent  objects; — so  promi- 
nent, indeed,  that  they  began  to  assume  a  reality 
that  was  peculiarly  grateful  to  the  dreamer,  and  he 
began  to  regret  that  he  had  not  rather  made  the 
fair  heiress  the  fulcrum  of  his  lever,  and  was 
actually  hesitating  and  deliberating  how  best  to 
change  his  tactics,  when  Mr.  Jonas  File  broke  in 
upon  his  airy  castle ;  still  even  then  Mr.  Placet 
reflected,  and  immediately  set  about  applying  real 
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tangible  props  to  it,  and  trying  to  prevent  it  from 
falling  entirely  to  the  ground. 

^^Newsy  Mr.  Placet,  that  will  surprise  you. 
They  say  that  Sir  Martin  Bannerford  is  dead, 
that  is  to  say,  murdered  I" 

•*I  was  aware,  Jonas,"  replied  the  chief,  with 
condescending,  good-humoured  familiarity,  '*  that 
there  was  a  drunken  brawl  between  the  affec- 
tionate brothers,  and  by  a  slight  error  the  Abel 
killed  the  Cain.  I  have  made  my  combinations 
thereupon — ^but  what  of  your  own  matters?  Be 
saocinct,  but  comprehensive  and  truthful,  Mr. 
Pile."  As  he  spoke,  his  eye-brows  contracted  into 
a  alight  frown. 

"Well,  as  you  know  all  about  Bannerford,  I 
suppose  I  have  nothing  to  tell,"  he  replied,  in  a 
anlky  tone. 

"Not  aA  about  Bannerford,  Jonas — I  wish 
some  details  connected  with  its  appurtenances,  its 
grooms  and  stables,  for  instance." 

'<  Oh  I  I  thought  that  those  did  not  matter  now, 
Mr.  Placet,  and  I  am  glad  to  find  that  after  all 
my  share  in  the  combinations  amounts  to  an  im- 
portant figure,  and  hope  that  that  circumstance 
will  not  be  forgotten  in  our  balance  of  accounts, 
which  I  trust  will  be  no  longer  deferred." 

"  Proceed,  Mr.  File,  and  it  shall  be  my  endea- 
vour to  prevent  our  interests  from  clashing." 

The  Confidential's  squint  became  more  outrage- 
ous and  even  threatening. 
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^^  Humph  I  as  to  clashing — ^^ou  will  not  find 
me  a  pot  of  earthenware,  however  much  of  iron 
may  enter  into  your  own  manufactore." 

^No  insolence,  Mr.  File,  but  say  your  say,** 
retorted  his  master,  laying  aside  his  good*-humonr, 
and  frowning  until  his  small  eyes  almost  disap- 
peared under  the  projecting  penthouses  of  his 
brows.  The  CSonfidential  sulkily  and  tacitly  yielded 
to  the  master  mind,  and  proceeded. 

'' I  had  the  good  fortune  to  light  upon  ^Black 
Steenie'  at  dusk  last  night.  For  some  reAson  or 
other,  he  had  a  fresh  spite  against  Sir  Martin, 
added  to  other  old  grievances,  that  we  both  know 
of,  else  this  scheme,  I  suppose,  would  not  have 
been  set  on  foot.  However,  I  do  not  complain,  if 
I  fall  in  for  my  right  share  soon." 

Here  the  speaker  paused  and  looked  as  strai^tly 
as  his  obliquity  of  vision  permitted,  at  Mr.  Placet. 
That  gentleman  bowed  only,  and  made  a  ragn  for 
his  clerk  to  continue. 

^'  Steenie  agreed  to  risk  it,  and  was  to  meet  me 
behind  the  park  wall  at  three  o'clock  this  mommg. 
I  furnished  him  with  a  complete  suit  of  the 
Bannerford  livery ;  it  fitted  him  to  a  nicety,  for  he 
is  about  my  size,  and  I  need  not  tell  you  that  it 
had  served  my  own,-^I  mean,  your  purpose,  before 
now." 

Again  Mr.  Placet  gave  a  nod  of  approbation, 
and  his  countenance  began  to  resume  its  expression 
of  bland  satisfaction. 
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**I  vras  at  my  post^  as  70U  may  suppose,  long 
before  the  time,  for  I  was  not  quite  sure  of 
Steenie's  courage,  though  I  knew  he  dared  not 
play  us  false. 

**  The  feasting  and  rioting  had  hardly  ended  at 
Lonsmore,  before  I  saw  Steenie  enter  the  park 
gate.  Of  course  his  livery  was  enough,  and  no 
questions  were  asked  at  the  lodge.  I  made  over 
the  wall,  and  dodged  him  from  tree  to  tree.  The 
hunting-box  is  luckily  some  distance  separated 
from  the  other  range  of  stabling,  and  though 
Steenie  had  his  jemmy  and  centre-bit,  and  one  or 
two  other  useful  implements,  I  knew  that  that 
queer  contrivance  of  a  padlock  was  somewhat 
above  his  mark,  though  there  was  one  whom  it 
hsd  failed  to  stop,  before  now.  However,  there 
was  no  need  to  make  in  to  his  help,  for  before  he 
reached  the  house,  who  should  come  hurrying 
down  the  drive,  staggering  like  a  drunken  man, 
but  Mr.  Walter  I  I  saw  him,  and  got  close  enough 
to  hear  him  say,  in  a  choking  voice,  *^  Are  you. 
one  of  the  house  servants?  oh,  I  see — give  this 
key,  then,  to  the  groom— I  forgot  it,  and  say — ^but 
never  mind,  say  what  you  will,  only  do  not  omit 
to  give  the  key.'' 

**  I  was  near  enough  to  see  his  wild,  pale  face, 
and  scented  that  something  was  wrong.  He  held  a 
stick  or  heavy  whip  in  his  hand,  his  ooat*sleeve 
was  torn,  and  his  shirt  peeped  out  dabbled  with 
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blood  I  had  half  a  mind  to  stop  him^  and  see  if 
nothing  could  be  made  of  him ;  but,  as  Steenie 
said,  we  were  on  another  lay.  I  gave  a  low 
whistle ;  Steenie  knew  it  in  a  moment,  and  crept 
softly  back.  Well,  as  our  luck  would  have  it,  the 
devil  so  contrived  that  it  should  be  the  very  key 
of  that  cursed  lock,  which  gave  us  such  a  job  to 
.match  once  before — ^you  remember  it.  Sir,  I  suppose? 
Well,  Steenie's  courage  rose  at  once.  '  Here  is  the 
baU,'  he  said,  '  and  if  the  Comet  can  whiff  its  tail 
to-morrow,  I  will  race  my  jackass  against  it,  and 
give  it  a  distance  start.'  To  make  a  short  story, 
I  saw  him  steal  round  the  garden  waU,  and  listened, 
hut  all  was  silent  as  death — and  need  be,  for  ke 
was  a  visitor  at  the  house  at  the  time.** 

The  Confidential  paused,  and  waited  for  his 
patron's  approval  of  his  fiicetious  remark;  he  then 
continued. 

**  Black  Steenie  was  soon  back,  and  swore  that 
the  horse  had  bolted  all  the  dose.  He  left  the 
key  in  the  door  though.** 

''That  was  badly  contrived;  an  oversight  on 
your  part,  Mr.  File. 

The  Confidential  looked  guilty,  but  with  a 
blustering  air  continued, — 

*'  I  don't  think  it  is  such  a  bad  business,  then. 
Every  one  will  lay  it  to  the  young  Bannerford's 
door,  though  the  devil  only  knows  how  he  came 
by  the  key." 
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'*  Hem  I  perhaps  it  is  not  a  desperate  affur  yet, 
Jonas ;  but  as  to  the  key,  you  are  not  quite  exact, 
— I  know  how  he  came  by  it" 

''  I  can 't  see  that  that  makes  me  wrong,  then,  in 
what  I  said,"  replied  the  Confidential,  with  a  grin. 

The  dubious  compliment  seemed  to  tickle  his 
master*8  humour;  he  laughed,  and,  raising  his 
white  forefinger,  said, — ''Fie,  Jonas  I  I  disclidm 
the  connexion  in  toto.  But  what  did  you  learn 
this  morning  ?  " 

**  All  at  Bannerford  was  in  desperate  confusion ; 
— ^women  were  screaming,  doctors  were  galloping 
up,  the  constables  were  sent  for,  and  every  one 
running  here  and  there,  like  Bedlamites.  One 
person  alone  seemed  at  all  cool,  and  that  was  little 
Sam,  the  jockey.  He  caAie  shufBing  down  from 
the  groom's  loflfc,  chewing  a  straw,  with  his  hands 
in  his  pockets.  He  listened  to  the  old  cook's 
oock-and-bull  story,  then,  giving  his  straw  an  extra 
bite,  he  turned  on  his  heel,  and  went  whistling  to 
the  Comet*s'box,  saying,  half-aloud,  'What  the 
deuce  be  I  to  do  for  that  there  key,  now  ?  How- 
eomever,  though  I  be  sony  for  Sir  Martin,  I  has 
other  backers  as  looks  to  me  to  do  my  dooty ;  so 
I  shall  look  if  all's  right  about  the  Comet'  I 
watched  him,  though  I  pretended  to  be  fully  taken 
up  with  Mistress  Cook.  He  started  when  he  saw 
the  key  in  the  lock.  He  evidently  saw  that  some- 
thing was  wrong  at  once ;  for  I  heard  him  swear 
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as  hard  as  Sir  Martin  himself^  and  out  he  came, 
with  hb  hair  standing  alquost  on  end.  '  The  hoss ! 
some  thief  has  pisoned  the  Comet !  Where's  Sir 
Martin  ?    Fetch  the  constables !'  ** 

"Ah!  ah!  that  will  do,  Mr.  Pile,''  interrupted 
Mr.  Placet.  **  The  essential  part  is,  that  my  com- 
binations have  succeeded.  Now  you  perceive  that, 
considering  how  deeply  General  Lonsmore  and 
myself  are  involved  in  this  very  question,  Sir 
Martin's  death — ^though  I  deplore  the  circum- 
stance, and  intend  shortly  to  assure  myself  of  its 
entire  truth — would  not  materially  alter  my  or 
his  position.  The  horse,  however,  is  disabled,  you 
say.     Did  you  see  the  animal  ?" 

"1  did ;  and  its  eyes  were  running,  and  its 
limbs  shook  like  poor  Widow  Banger's,  whom  I 
met  hurrying  up  to  Lonsmore,  like  one  demented. 
I  stopped  her,  but  could  get  nothing  from  her." 

"  Had  she  seen  young  Bannerford,  Jonas?" 

"  I  rather  think  so;  for  when  1  questioned  her 
she  fought  shy,  and,  indeed,  spoke  so  that  I  thought 
it  prudent  to  let  her  pass.  She  knows  too  much. 
Sir, — that  woman  only  wants  a  thread  to  become 
dangerous." 

*^  Humph  I  she  will  be  well  watched  I  But  what 
of  Mr.  Stephen  Black — ^have  you  seen  him?" 

"  Why,  to  tell  the  truth,  as  the  vessel  was  to 
sail  so  soon,  and  I  had  given  him  money  enough 
to  pay  his  passage, — he  wouldn't  work  on  credit, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YALLKY  OF  GOLD.  95 

you  know^ — and  as  now  tliat  Sir  Martin  was  gone 
to  his  accoimt,  he  had  no  grudge  owing,  we  Btruck 
up  a  kind  of  bargain,  and  he  has  engaged  to  go 
out  as  my  servant.'* 

"  A  satisfactory  proceeding,  Mr.  File  ! — a  judi- 
cioos  arrangement  I  As  soon  as  his  superfluous 
wealth  is  transferred  to  your  charge  or  possession, 
the  compact  might  be  advantageously  dissolved, 
as  far  as  you  are  concerned.  Well,  take  care  I 
I  wish  you  very  well,  Jonas;  so  be  upon  your 
guard.  You  see  I  have  your  interests  at  heart  to 
the  very  kut." 

Mr.  Placet  half  shut  his^eyes  in  benignant  con- 
templation of  his  Confidential,  who  fumbled  awk- 
wardly at  his  pocket,  and  glanced  at  a  paper  he 
held  in  his  hand,  and  then,  with  a  bold  effort,  he 
Uurted  out, — *^  I  am  glad.  Sir,  that  you  have  found 
me  so  useful,  and  of  course  you  will  remember  it ; 
—but  that  is  over  now,  and  I  conclude  my  do  is 
done,  and  we  have  only  to  settie." 

'^One  minute,  Mr.  File.  Though  I  may  enter- 
tain doubts  of  the  truth  of  all  the  story  you  have 

just  related,  the  W Spitfire,  which  appears 

to-morrow,  must  contain  an  account  of  the  melan- 
choly carcnstances — I  mean  your  account — in  full." 

Mr.  PLicet  moved  to  his  table,  and  remained 
writmg  while  the  Confidential  took  out  his  pocket- 
book,  and  noted  his  memoranda. 

Fresentiy  Mr.  Placet  lifted  up  his  head,  and 
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reading  over  what  he  had  written,  commented 
shortly  thereon. 

"Hum — ^Fratricidal  struggle— yes — ^Miss  L 

of  L— — ;  bloody  revenge — last  breath — crime 
unheard  of —  celebrated  racer. —  Hum — yes — I 
think  I  may  flatter  myself  that  the  paragraph  is 
judiciously  worded." 

"  Would  you  oblige  me,  Mr.  File,  by  a  last 
service  ?  strictly  speaking,  our  connexion  is  at  an 
end,  in  the  relation  of  principal  and  confidential — 
but  I  venture  yet  to  request  your  help.  But  first 
let  us  take  your  final  statements  of  our  relative 
positions  pecuniarily." 

Mr.  File  looked  puzzled ;  the  sneer  and  the 
bland  smile,  the  half-earnest  half-bantering  tones 
were  so  jumbled  up  together,  that  he  was  unable 
to  fathom  satisfactorily  his  patron's  meaning. 

Mr.  Placet  chuckled  in  silence  as  Jonas  mut* 
tered,  '*  He  is  a  riddle  to  the  last."  He  held  out 
his  hand  for  the  memoranda,  and  Mr.  File  gave 
them  with  doubting  humility. 

He  bent  over  and  carefully  read  the  items: — 

"  Very  well — ^this  night  the  vessel  sails  for  the 
*far  west,'  you  say,  Mr. File?  You  must  make 
the  best  use  of  your  time.'' 

"  To-morrow,  Mr.  Placet,"  replied  the  Confi- 
dential with  humility,  for  his  crouching  sub* 
servience  returned  when  he  was  waiting  for  his 
master's  reward  or  pay. 
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**  Then  your  career  of  service  is  drawing  to  a 
dose,  Mr.  File.  It  is  perhaps  unfortunate,  that 
▼ariotts  little  inddents  in  the  course  of  it  neces- 
sitate for  your  own  safety,  that  you  should,  as 
70a  have  observed,  seek  other  fields  for  displaying 
your  undoubted  capabilities ;  and  I  think  I  may 
safely  prophesy  that  you  will  meet  with  success. 
Of  course  that  will  be  materially  aided  by  the 
renuttance  I  propose  to  send,  as  soon  as  I  have 
unravelled  the  net  of  difficulties  which  entangle 
my  path  just  now,  a  process  which  the  absence  of 
a  long  tried,  and,  I  confess  willingly,  devoted  Con- 
fidential, may  perhaps  render  more  difficult.'' 

As  Mr.  Placet  ended,  he  folded  the  memoFandum 
of  Mr.  File'*s  claims,  and  put  it  on  one  side  with  a 
quiet  ur,  and  then  fixed  his  keen  glance  full  upon 
his  derk,  to  observe  the  effect  of  his  observations. 
He  had  stretched  out  his  feelers  and  felt  his  victim, 
but  was  not  quite  sure  whether  it  would  be  more 
advantageous  to  try  the  effect  of  a  grapple,  or  to 
let  him  go  free  and  carry  off  with  himi  the  very 
considerable  booty  which  he  had  presented  him- 
self to  claim. 

But  Mr.  File,  now  that  he  was  come  to  the 
struggle, — now  that,  after  having  been  the  uncom- 
phuoing  drudge  and  the  unscrupulous  tool,  he  saw 
that  he  had  to  throw  off  the  mask  of  servility,  as 
he  had  lidd  aside  his  verdant  spectacles, — felt 
that  all  was  lost,  that  the  fruits  of  his  service  and 

VOL.  I.  V 
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his  crimes  would  vanish  away  into  frothy  compli- 
ment, and  unsubstantial  and  unstable  promisesy 
unless  he,  as  he  expressed  himself,  showed  his 
teeth  spiteAiUy,  and  made  Mr.  Placet  comprehend 
that  he  had  the  will  as  well  as  the  power  to  bite. 

They  remained  watching  each  other  for  a  time 
in  silence,  like  two  gladiators  of  old.  Mr.  Placet, 
in  imagination,  held  his  net  suspended,  and  only 
wished  in  his  own  mind  that  he  had  his  unscru- 
pulous, but  too-well-informed  servant  once  enve- 
loped in  its  meshes;  he  would  not  have  hesitated 
then,  perhaps,  with  his  own  hand,  to  use  the  trident, 
though  he  had  made  it  a  rule  to  abstain  from  all 
measures  that  could  compromise  himself  personally. 

This  was  the  very  point  on  which  Mr.  File  was 
so  sore.  He  had  once  put  himself  in  the  power 
of  a  master  mind,  and  though  his  conscience 
troubled  him  but  little  on  the  score  of  his  mis- 
deeds, he  winced  under  the  despotic'  hand  which 
pressed  so  heavily  upon  him,  and  which,  in  spite 
of  all  his  clfdms  and  clutchings,  never  opened  to 
disburse  the  oft-promised  and  as  often  adjourned 
reward.  He  had  been  the  cat's-paw,  and  though 
he  knew  that  the  gripe  of  the  law  could  be  laid 
on  himself,  he  was  ever  unable  to  prove  the  con- 
nexion between  the  guilty  tool  and  the  master- 
hand  that  guided  it. 

Mr.  Placet  was  indeed  skilful  in  combinations, 
and  Mr.  File  felt  that  open  resistance  was  his  only 
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dumoe  of  obtaining  any  advantage.  He  could  not 
quite  satisfy  himself  whether  his  tyrannical  master 
hated  him  or  feared  him  the  most,  or  whether 
bodi  hate  and  fear  predominated  sufficiently  over 
the  demre  to  retain  so  useful  and  unhesitating  an 
iBStnunent.  Mr.  Placet  did  not  know  that  the 
servant  had  only  been  obedient  and  servile  so 
long,  because  he  hoped  in  his  turn  to  play  the 
master.  Indeed,  if  it  came  to  the  worst,  Jonas 
possessed  a  secret,  which,  as  long  as  it  was  a  secret, 
gave  him  power  over  his  really  dreaded  master. 
He  only  hesitated  to  make  use  of  it,  because  he 
feared  that  Mr.  Placet  would  instantly  make  such 
oombinations  as  to  deprive  him  at  least,  of  all 
benefit  arising  from  it.  No;  Jonas  meant  to  keep 
this  secret  in  hand,  and  bring  it  out  only  at  the 
last  extremity 

Mr.  File  at  last  broke  the  silence:  he  had  made 
ap  his  mind  to  the  mode  of  attack  he  should 
employ.  However  daring  and  unhesitating  his 
prindpal  might  be  in  planning,  he  knew  that  he 
phyacally  was  a  coward.  "  Look  you.  Placet,'* 
he  began  with  a  bullying,  insolent  air,  '^  you  have 
ruled  me  long  enough,  and  hardly  enough.  The 
dog  has  had  his  kicks  and  means  to  claim  his  cop- 
jen,  and  will  take  them." 

Mr.  Placet's  face  grew  pale,  and  he  nervously 

fidgeted  about  on  his  chair.     This  sudden  change 

and  completely  new  phase  in  the  character  of  his 

imcomplaining  drudge,  made  him,  if  not  afraid,  at 
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least  uncomfortably  uneasy.  He  made,  however, 
an  effort  to  recover  his  supremacy. 

"  Hold  your  insolent  tongue,  Mr.  File,  or 
else—" 

^* Or  else  what,  Placet?  Threaten  me  and  bully 
me  no  longer.  I  know  that  the  gaol  may  open  to 
receive  me :  but  the  devil,  who  has  helped  you  so 
often,  shall  not  keep  you  out  of  it  too,  so  I  warn 
you.  Pay  me  now  what  I  have  perilled  enough 
to  earn.  Pay  me  as  you  have  promised,  or,  come 
what  will,  I  split ;  and  though  young  Bannerford 
is  driven  out  of  your  way, — I  believe,  by  some 
devilry  of  your  contrivance, — old  Lonsmore  shall 
know  more  than  you  would  like  to  be  told.** 

^'  I  do  not  deny,  Jonas,  that  you  have  been  a 
valuable  and  a  faithful  servant,  and  I  have  pro- 
posed to  myself  to  reward  you  accordingly,  and 
only  regret  that  the  means  are  not  at  present  at 
my  command." 

*^  Come,  no  more  of  that  hypocritical  cant» 
Placet — I  used  to  pretend  to  swallow  it ;  but  now 
that  we  are  face  to  face,  it  chokes  me.  As  for  the 
means,  I  know  as  well  as  you  do  how  much  the 
red  pocket-book  contains,  and  which  of  the  Lons- 
more tenants  helped  to  swell  it  out  yesterday,  and 
how  little  will  ever  reach  the  rightful  owner.** 

Mr.  Placet's  eyes  glanced  uneasily  at  the  desk 
where  the  pocket-book  in  question  lay  concealed, 
and  he  trembled  inwardly  at  the  idea  of  the  pos* 
sibility  of  its  hidden  secrets  being  submitted  to  the 
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scratioy  even  of  faithful  Jonas^  who  already  knew 
too  much. 

*^  Pshaw  I  he  only  guessed  at  hazard,""  he  said 
mentally.  But  Mr.  File  had,  knowingly  or  unknow- 
iDgly,  made  a  hit  that  gave  him  great  advantage. 

*'  The  total  of  your  claims  is  much  greater,  Mr. 
File,  than  I  had  ever  anticipated.  Now  suppose 
▼c  say — ^ 

**  We  say  the  whole,  now,  on  this  spot,"  re- 
plied Jonas,  plumping  himself  down  with  a  dogged 
determined  scowl  into  a  chair.  '*  I  wiU  bate  nothing 
—take  no  promises.  You  promised  on  that  night 
before  old  Sir  Martin  Bannerford  died,  that — '* 

"  You  may  spare  the  recital,"  interrupted  Mr. 
Placet,  turning  to  his  desk,  and  with  three  dif- 
ferent keys  unlocking  three  different  locks  to 
gain  access  into  its  penetralia.  Then  again,  a 
smaller  key  was  required  to  unfasten  his  pocket- 
book,  though,  once  in  the  grasp  of  any  one  deter- 
imned  to  get  at  its  contents,  a  pen-knife  would 
soon  have  effected  the  purpose. 

"  There,"  sud  he,  with  a  conciliating  smile,  as 
he  placed  a  pile  of  notes  by  his  side,  **  Mr.  File, 
if  you  count  those,  you  will  find  that  they  have 
exhausted  my  store.*' 

The  clerk  arose,  counted  the  notes,  rolled  them 
np  tightly  in  his  hand,  gave  one  glance  at  his  own 
memorandum,  another  at  the  open  and  apparently 
empty  pocket-book,  then  again  resumed  his  old 
seat,  with  the  roll  of  notes  in  his  clenched  fist 
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resting  on  his  sharp  bonj  knee,  while  his  eyes 
squinted  fixedly  across  the  fire. 

"  "Well,  Jonas,  have  I  not  done  my  best?  I 
have  given  all  I  had,  you  see,  and  by  the  next 
packet  I  will  remit — " 

**  Don't  Jonas  me,  Mr.  Placet.  You  have  given 
me  only  half,  and  here  I  sit  until  you  open  the 
other  pocket  of  your  book  there,  and  give  me 
every  fraction  of  the  rest" 

Mr.  Placet  eyed  him  askance — ^he  looked  dan- 
gerous. How  Placet  hated  his  old  servant  at 
that  instant !  But  he  had  made  up  his  mind  now 
to  rid  lumself  of  his  presence  at  any  price.  He 
every  instant  seemed  to  grow  more  hateful  and 
loathsome.  He  groaned  inwardly  as  he  opened 
the  other  pocket,  and  his  lips  had  a  malignant 
snarling  curl  upon  them,  as  he  pushed  the  notes 
towards  Jonas,  who  rose  with  greedy  avidity,  and 
carefully  counting  them,  buttoned  them  up  in  his 
greasy  threadbare  pockets. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Placet,  I  am  once  more  your  obe- 
dient," he  said,  in  his  old  cringing,  fawning  way. 

"  Then  go.  Sir,  and  rid  me  of  your  presence  for 
ever." 

"  But  that  letter — can  I  do  you  the  little  ser- 
vice gratis  ?" 

**  No;  I  can  find  another  messenger.  I  require 
nothing  more  from  you  but  eternal  absence." 

'^  And  silence.  Well,  that  is  best  for  both;  so, 
Mr.  Placet,  still  yours  faithfully." 
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Mr.  Placet  ejed  him  with  a  look  of  intense  and 
mischieyous  hatred,  as  he  made  an  awkward  bow, 
and  resoming  his  spectacles,  disappeared  through 
the  green  baize  door. 

'^  Hugh ! "  said  he,  spitting  out  the  venom  of 
his  wrath,  as  it  were,  and  stamping  with  his  heeL 
"  Would  I  could  have  crushed  the  reptile  I  But 
that  letter  must  go  I  and  Lonsmore !  he  is  down 
now:  he  will  paj  every  farthing  of  his  debts — of 
honour  forsooth  I — ^he  must  come  to  me  again, — oh ! 
I  have  him,  and  his,  in  my  power  at  last" 

The    letter   went,  —  and   the   next  day  the 

"  W Spitfire  **  contained  a  highly  coloured 

and  most  untrue  account  of  the  unhappy  events 
that  had  taken  place  at  Bannerford.  .But  the 
"  Spitfire  "  was  not  sorry  to  have  so  interesting  a 
melodrama  to  dilate  upon,  and  its  editor,  besides, 
was  not  very  delicate  in  his  consideration  for  the 
outraged  feelings  of  his  political  enemies. 

Thinly  disguised  under  initials.  Miss  Lons- 
more*s  name  was  painfully  prominent,  and  poor 
Walter's  conduct  was  painted  in  the  blackest 
ooloora. 

Sad  and  heart-broken  he  sat  in  a  small  retired 
hotel,  in  London,  whither  he  had  almost  uncon-* 
8cicnsly  betaken  himself,  until  he  decided  upon 
Us  future  course  of  action.  The  hours  which  had 
dapeed  since  he  left  Bannerford  had  passed  by  as 
if  he  had  been  in  a  stupified  dream.  He  sat  down 
in  doubt  and  hesitation,  to  make  a  final  decision 
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as  to  the  steps  he  should  take.  His  own  con- 
science^  and  the  uprightness  of  his  heart,  ui^ed 
him  to  iace  honestly  and  openly  the  lowering 
tempest  that  hung  thickly  over  him.  He  had 
made  up  his  mind  manfully  to  do  so,  when  his  eye 
mechanically  fell  upon  an  evening  paper  which  lay 
on  the  table  beside  him.    His  glance  lighted  upon 

a  paragraph  copied  from  the  "  W Spitfire.** 

His  fixed  stare  seemed  frozen  to  the  paper  as  he 
read  on.  At  last  the  paper  fell  from  his  hand — his 
head  was  bowed  down  in  despair  and  undeserved 
shame,  while  his  breast  heaved  with  convulsive 
sobs.  He  could  bear  up  no  longer.  In  the  depth 
of  his  misery,  the  infamy  attached  to  his  own 
blackened,  nay  reddened  name,  was  second  in  hia 
thoughts, — for  bitterer  still  was  the  reflection  that 
her  name — her  revered,  hallowed  name,  should  be 
sullied  by  being  dragged  forward  in  connexion 
with  such  infamy. 

No !  he  could  not  change  the  past.  Let  the 
foul  spot  then  for  ever  cling  to  his  memory.  With 
his  absence  and  disappearance  all  might  sink  into 
oblivion.  He  had  made  up  his  mind  before  to 
sacrifice  his  own  feelings  for  her  sake.  After  all, 
the  sacrifice  was  only  more  complete  and  terrible 
than  he  had  anticipated. 

He  did  not  shrink  from  it.  Walter  Bannerford 
fled  for  ef  er  from  his  native  land,  to  become  a 
nameless  wanderer  on  the  eartL 
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CHAPTER  I. 
A  mr  woBii>— VBS  aouy-sxaaas  avd  thiib  ooldet  dbiaiis— 

LimiXO  OF  TBS  ADTKrrUBIBS. 

MiLNT  years  had  passed  awaj  since  the  events 
that  have  been  ahready  related,  took  place ;— our 
narrative  is  resumed  again,  on  the  close  of  a  clear 
bright  spring  day  in  the  early  part  of  the  year 
184-.  The  good  tall  ship.  The  Golden  Dart,  was 
proadly  ploughing  her  way  through  the  hissing 
waves — they  broke  with  a  loud  roar  upon  either 
shore  of  the  narrow  straits  that  communicated 
between  the  rolling  Pacific  and  the  glorious  Bay 
of  San  Francisco. 

The  sun  was  setting  in  a  flood  of  golden  and 
purple  magnificence,  and  high  up  in  the  blue  sky 
floated  light  feathery  clouds  of  ruddy  gold.  The 
long  waves,  which  rose  and  fell  in  regular  steady 
Bwell,  seemed  to  be  heaving  up  molten  treasures 
from  the  bosom  of  the  deep,  which  in  the  distance 
speared  to  melt  in  the  rich  yellow  fire  of  the 
setting  son.  Gallantly  the  good  ship  came  on, 
p8 
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bearing  its  motlej  crowd  of  eager  adventurers, 
whom  the  astounding  news,  that  had  arrived  firom 
the  Pactolus  streams  of  Sacramento,  had  drawn 
forth  from  the  green  valleys  or  smoky  factories  of 
Old  England 

The  bharp-visaged  keen-eyed  operative,  whose 
smutchy  grimes  the  united  sea-breezes  of  At- 
lantic and  Pacific  had  scarcely  washed  out, 
elbowed  the  well-dressed,  aristocratic,  delicate- 
featured  man  of  fasluon,  whose  soft  hands  had 
put  off  their  jewelled  rings  to  handle  the  pick- 
axe and  spade,  that  were  soon  to  roughen  them 
with  unwonted  toil. 

Close  behind  them  pressed  the  yeoman,  with 
ruddy  face  and  lusty  limbs;  his  loins  ready  girded 
up  to  run  in  the  exciting  race,  whose  prize,  he  had 
heard  and  believed,  would  be  treasures  whose 
amount  was  too  great  to  be  told.  The  rustic 
^*  would  be  domm'd  if  he  didna  get  his  share 
whatever  there  was,"  and  puzzled  his  clownish 
brains  with  day-dreams  as  to  what  he  should  do 
with  his  loads  of  wealth.  But  those  were  dreams 
in  which '  all,  indulged,  and  which  only  the  few, 
realized.  Many  a  fair  coimtry  cottage,  with  quiet 
garden  and  shaded  bowers,  far  from  the  sound  of 
clattering  wheel  or  jarring  press,  was  built  in 
imagination,  but  was  never  destined  to  have  a 
more  stable  foundation. 

Many  a  rich  farm  was  covered  with  waving 
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ooni,  and  dotted  with  lowing  kine,  in  the  day- 
dieuna  of  the  yeomanj  whose  body^  worn  oat  with 
•idmesB,  feveri  and  ague,  was  fated  to  lie  rottbg, 
neglected  and  unknown^  beneath  the  golden  mud 
of  the  Sacramento. 

Many  a  loved  old  roof-tree,  surrounded  with 
patenud  acres,  every  stone  and  tree  of  wUch  was 
dear  to  the  heart  of  the  exile,  was  destined  still  to 
renuun  the  property  of  the  straoger,  while  the 
warm  heart  that  throbbed  with  delight  at  the 
pictures  fancy  had  proudly  painted  for  its  return, 
]ay  cold  and  still,  pierced  by  the  knife  of  the 
robber  or  the  buUet  of  the  assassin,  in  the  lonely 
valley,  or  on  the  cold  sierra. 

Gallantly  the  good  ship  came  on — she  has  en- 
tered the  long  strait,  and  the  two  bold  headlands 
^lead  wide  their  mighty  arms  to  welcome  her 
advent  Gracefully  she  advanced  athwart  the 
channel,  and,  rising  like  a  sea-bird  upon  the  heav- 
ing crest  of  the  swell,  she  bowed  her  greeting 
to  the  rugged  coast,  and  then  with  a  wave  of  her 
hgfat  quivering  masts  she  turned  her  gently  nod- 
ding bowsprit  round,  and  stood  over  on  the  other 
tack,  to  repeat  her  graceful  salute.  Then,  as  she 
passed  onwards,  she  dashed  the  white  foam  from 
her  sharp  bows,  sporting  with  the  billows  over 
which  she  rode  in  triumph;  without  stopping 
in  her  course,  she  dipped  the  proud  banner  she 
eanied,  and  in  friendly  courtesy  saluted  the  striped 
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flag  which  floated  over  the  firowning  batteriea  of 
the  fort. 

Her  decks  were  crowded  with  eager,  curioiia 
spectators,  who  anxiously  marked  every  novelty 
that  the  new  world  presented  to  their  astonished 
gaze.  One  group,  which  was  gathered  round  the 
foot  of  the  bowsprit,  would  not  have  failed  to 
attract  particular  notice  firom  an  observer.  It  con- 
sisted of  three  young  men,  two  of  whom  had 
scarcely  reached  the  full  stature  of  manhood,  and 
the  countenance  of  the  third  bore  all  the  impress 
of  youth  upon  it,  though  his  taU  athletic  form  and 
well-knit  limbs  told  of  a  frame  which  time  had 
completely  proportioned  and  fully  developed.  The 
two  young  men  were  evidently  brothers,  for  the 
resemblance  between  them  was  striking  and  re- 
markable. 

Both  had  the  same  open  brow,  round  which 
clung  closely  dark  brown  curls  of  glossy  hair; 
both  had  the  same  regular  delicate  features,  and 
a  sweet  smile,  which  softened  a  haughtiness  of 
bearing,  which,  though  evidently  natural,  would 
otherwise  have  Conveyed  a  disagreeable  impression 
to  a  beholder. 

They  were  of  the  same  height,  tall,  and  in  their 
well-built  frames  giving  indications  of  future 
vigour  and  strength,  which  would  almost  rival  the 
powerful  form  of  their  companion.  Over  the 
countenances  of  both  there  was  an  air  of  sadness 
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which  might  have  been  caused  hj  the  natural  ex- 
pression of  their  large  dark  eyes,  or  else,  in  com- 
mon with  many  around  them,  thoughts  of  home 
and  England  crowded  fast  upon  them,  as  they 
gused  alternately  on  the  gorgeous  sunset  behind 
them,  or  the  unknown  lands  which  they  were  so 
&st  approaching. 

''Harold,'*  said  one  of  them,  ''this  is  surely 
a  propitious  evening  to  approach  this  unknown 
knd  of  gold ;  look  at  earth,  sea,  and  sky, — all 
seem  tinged  with  a  rich  yellow  lustre,  that  one 
cannot  help  associating  with  its  reported  trea- 
sures;—I  almost  said,  fabulous." 

"  Call  them  not  fabulous,  Edgar,"  answered  the 
brother  in  eager  impetuous  tones.  "  We  should 
be  grieyed  to  find  that  we  had  left  home — well,  if 
we  have  no  home,  we  have  left  all  that  was  dear 
behind,  and  we  must  not  call  the  accounts  to 
which  we  have  trusted  fabulous,  or  doubt  them. 
No,  brother ;  we  have  boldly  taken  this  step,  and 
boldly  and  unflinchingly  we  will  carry  out  our 
plans.  Will  we  not,  Kichard?"  continued  the 
youth,  turning  to  the  young  giant  who  stood 
beside  the  brothers,  regarding  them  with  a  look 
in  which  jealous  watchfulness,  deep  respect,  and 
warm  affection,  were  all  mingled. 

"  It  is,  indeed,  as  you  say.  Master  Harold ;  and 
your  brave  heart  will  carry  you  through  every- 
tlung  without  a  flinch,  and  it  shall  go  hard  but 
that  I  back  you  while  hands  and  body  hold  toge- 
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ther.  If  I  maj  be  so  bold^  I  tUnk  that  Master 
Edgar  will  not  take  on  so,  and  be  ao  eorrowfiil 
like,  when  we  are  ahoyelling  gold  into  our  sacka, 
to  buy  back  old  — ** 

*^  Hush  I  Dickoui"  said  Harold  with  a  laugh,  as 
he  placed  his  small  hand  on  the  mouth  of  his  faith"- 
ful  follower,  for  such  he  seemed ;  '*  jou  must  not 
expect  to  shovel  in  gold  merely  by  stooping  for  it. 
No,  my  friend ;  for  Richard  must  now  drop  the 
master,  and  we  shall  be  only  Edgar,  Harold,  and 
Kichard  to  one  another  henceforth — shall  we  not, 
brother?'* 

Edgar  seemed  roused  by  his  brother's  cheerful 
tones,  and  linking  his  arms  each  in  one  of  theirs, 
smiled,  as  he  sud,  "  Of  course  we  shall,  brother, 
and  we  will  turn  this  obstinate  Dickon  out  of  the 
company  if  he  does  not  listen  to  the  majority. 
Do  you  remember  what  trouble  we  had  to  get 
him  to  dress  like  ourselves,  or  rather,  to  let  us 
dress  as  he  does,  Harold?" 

**  That  I  do ;  but  now  we  may  flatter  ourselves 
that  we  shall  present  as  fair  an  appearance  as  any 
of  them.  Mr.  Bluff,  our  big  fHend  yonder,  vouch- 
safed me  ten  words  on  deck  this  morning,  and 
said  that  my  dress  was  perfect,  but  my  hands— -he 
shook  his  head  at  them,"  said  Harold  laughing,  as 
he  surveyed  their  dark  grey  suits  of  thick  woollen 
broad  cloth,  and  then  held  out  a  small  well-shaped 
hand,  which  he  placed  upon  Dickon^s  huge  mus- 
cular fist,  as  if  to  compare  them. 
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'*  Ah,  Master  Harold,''  said  the  faithful  fellow, 
while  a  tear  gathered  in  hia  open  blue  eye,  ''your 
bands  and  Master  Edgar's  were  not  made  to 
handle  a  spade.     What  would  my  lady  say  ?" 

'^Hnsh  now,  Dickon,  or  you  will  make  me 
angry;  and  see  our  dark-skinned  firiend  there, 
whom  Edgar  saved  from  the  falling  spar,  is  near, 
and  might  hear  every  word" 

As  Harold  spoke  he  pointed  to  a  sailor,  who 
stood  leaning  on  the  bulwarks  holding  a  rope, 
ready  to  let  go  the  halyards  at  the  next  tack. 
His  skin  was  of  a  dark  copper  colour,  and  his  fea- 
tures were  cast  in  that  peculiar  mould,  that  seems 
common  to  many  of  the  islanders  of  the  south- 
em  seas. 

The  sailor  had  shipped  on  board  at  Callao,  and 
had  attached  himself  to  the  brothers,  particularly 
to  Edgar,  since  he  had  one  day,  at  the  risk  of 
his  own  life,  rushed  forward  and  dragged  away 
the  Sandwich-islander,  who  was  asleep  in  the 
forecastle,  in  time  to  save  him  from  being  crushed 
by  a  heavy  spar,  which  broke  loose  from  aloft. 
The  ishmder  escaped  unhurt,  but  a  splinter  struck 
Edgar  on  the  leg,  and  hurt  him  rather  severely. 
Snce  that  time  the  poor  fellow  had  tried  in  a 
hundred  different  ways  to  show  his  gratitude,  and 
his  anxiety  and  uneasiness  with  regard  to  Edgar's 
wonnd  was  continually  manifested.  He  would 
ttand  and  watch  the  brothers  for  hours,  as  if 
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seeking  the  slightest  opportunitj  of  aasisling  them. 
On  more  than  one  occasion  Edgar  had  interfered 
when  Dickon  ji^alouslj  repulsed  the  poor  fellow*a 
importunate  offers  of  assistance. 

''You  see,  Dickon,"  continued  Harold,  as  his 
brother  turned  away,  and  leaned  over  the  side  of 
the  vessel,  ''  we  must  not  speak  of  home  or  Eng- 
land until  the  happy  day  when  we  can  all  go  back 
thither,  able  to  execute  the  plans  we  have  sworn 
to  prosecute  to  the  utmost  of  our  power— and, 
Dickon,  something  within  tells  me  that  we  shall 
succeed,  and  that  they  and  we  shall  yet  see 
happy  days." 

** That  is  right,  Master  Harold;  your  heart  will 
never  fail  you." 

•*  What  is  that?"  cried  Harold,  as  he  heard  his 
brother  exclaim,  "Oh,  my  mother  1"  and  then 
came  a  heavy  plunge  into  the  water. 

They  both  ran  to  the  side  where  Edgar  was 
standing  with  outstretched  hands,  his  eyes  fixed 
on  the  water.  Harold  looked  in  the  same  direc- 
tion, but  he  could  see  nothing,  and  turned  his 
eyes  on  his  brother  to  ask  an  explanation. 

"  Oh,  brother,"  said  Edgar,  "  it  is  the  portndt 
of  our  dear  mother, — my  only  comfort, — and  that 
poor  sailor  I  fear  will  be  drowned  I  I  took  it  out 
to  have  one  look,  and  I  thought  she  smiled,  when 
the  ship  gave  a  lurch,  and  it  slipped  from  my  hold." 

"  That  sounds  unlucky,'*  said  Dickon  to  himself. 
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as  he  stood  behind  them.  Harold  frowBed, 
but  Edgar  continued,  without  hearing, — 

''Then  that  poor  sailor,  who  happened  to  be 
lookmg  over  the  side,  saw,  I  suppose,  the  case  fall 
from  my  hands,  and  in  an  instant  he  plunged 
down  after  it  and  disappeared.  But  see,  there  he 
is— he  rises  to  the  surface— he  holds  the  case — 
I  see  it  glitter  in  his  hand.  Brave  fellow — but 
sow  he  sinks  again !  There  he  is,  Harold.  Good 
God  I  how  far  he  is  astern.  Stop  the  ship !  Stop 
the  ship !  A  man  overboard  I"  he  cried,  frantically 
rushing  towards  the  stem  of  the  vessel. 

''  Not  so  fast,  young  man,  it  is  only  Sandwich 
Tom,"  s^d  a  rough  voice,  and  a  huge  bulky  form, 
that  leaned  against  the  foremast,  stretched  out  an 
arm,  and  l^d  a  ponderous  grasp  upon  Edgar*s 
shoulder  as  he  flew  past. 

The  youth's  course  was  arrested  at  once ;  his 
straggles  to  free  himself  irom  the  clutch,  which, 
though  rough,  was  friendly,  were  as  ineffectual 
as  the  struggles  of  an  infant  trying  to  free  itself 
from  the  grasp  of  a  stout  Normandy  nurse. 

"  Let  me  go,**  he  cried ;  **  are  you  a  brute  to  let 
a  man's  life  be  lost,  when  the  delay  of  a  few 
moments  would  save  him  ?  " 

"Pooh  I    I  tell  you  it  is  only  Sandwich  Tonu" 

''Only  I  he  is  a  man,  and  has  a  life  and  a  soul, 
and  you  are  a  monster,  Mr.  Bluff,  to  hold  me,"  said 
Edgar,  making  another  violent  effort :  Dickon  too 
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was  coming  up,  evidentlj  to  sad  his  young  master, 
as  lie  would  persist  in  calling  him,  and  his  power- 
ful assistance  would  have  reduced  the  odds,  in 
spite  of  the  immense  size  and  strength  of  Edgar's 
captor.  But  he  called  out  in  tones  more  kindlj 
than  before,  ''Pooh,  young  man,  Tom  swims 
like  duck,  and  dives  like  an  otter — ^no  fear  of  him.'' 

He  loosened  his  hold,  and  continued,  ''  I  would 
as  soon  save  his  life  as  a  Christian's,  did  he  need  it ; 
but  Tom  would  swim  from  Long  Island  to  Boston 
and  think  nought  of  the  feat.  I  bet  a  dollar  that 
he  is  in  at  San  Francisco  before  we  are,  now.  Go 
and  look  if  he  is  not  ahead  of  us  already. 

So  saying,  Mr.  Bluff,  a  huge  taciturn  hunter- 
looking  man,  who  stood  six  feet  three  in  his 
stockings,  and  seldom  spoke  above  five  words 
consecutively,  turned  away  as  if  the  fatigue  of 
so  many  words  had  been  an  exertion. 

Edgar  had  with  some  difficulty  kept  back 
Dickon,  whose  flashing  eyes  showed  him  quite 
prompt  and  wilUng  to  avenge  the  affiront  he 
deemed  the  bulky  giant  had  offered,  in  laying  his 
hand  upon  him ;  as  he  turned  away,  Edgar  hurried 
Dickon  with  him  to  the  ship's  side,  where  a  crowd 
of  gazers  were  assembled.  The  swimmer  was 
still  visible,  and  ''Big  Bluff  "--as  he  was  usually 
called,  and  without  being  affironted  at  the  title — 
was  even  right  in  saying  that  he  would  be  found 
ahead  of  the  ship,  for  the  diagonal  course  she  was 
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then  taking  carried  her  so  much  to  larboard^  that 
on  that  tack  she  made  really  but  little  waj 
directly  ahead. 

The  swimmer,  though  left  far  behind  after  the 
first  [dange,  seemed  to  hold  his  way  quite  uncon- 
oemedly,  and  the  man  at  the  helm,  when  he  once 
learned  who  was  overboard,  gave  himself  no  fur- 
ther concern  about  the  matter,  while  the  Captain 
continued  his  walk  up  and  down  the  quarter-deck, 
without  even  breaking  off  his  conversation  with 
a  passenger,  to  whom  he  was  talking,  merely 
calling  aloud,  ^*  Heave  a  rope  overboard  to  trail ; 
Tom  will  come  on  board  the  next  tack." 

Sandwich  Tom  had  at  length  found  an  oppor- 
tunity of  manifesting  his  gratitude.  He  had  marked 
a  tear  in  the  eye  of  his  young  benefactor  and 
preserver,  as  he  looked  over  the  ship's  side. 
He  saw  him  take  out  a  dark  case,  with  golden 
dasps,  and  opening  it,  kiss  with  affection  the 
portrait  it  contained.  When  then  it  slipped  from 
his  hold,  and  disappeared  amidst  the  white  foam 
ttid  spray  dashed  from  the  sharp  bows  of  the 
veasel,  the  descent  of  the  hovering  fish- hawk 
upon  his  finny  prey  was  not  more  rapid  and 
unerring,  than  was  that  of  the  sailor,  as  he 
plunged  headlong  irom  the  lofty  decks,  and 
followed  down  into  the  green  depths  of  the  ocean 
the  glittering  object  of  his  pursuit. 

^  Eanacka  has  it-~he  has  the  portrait,  Harold  I " 
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said  Eklgar^  after  taking  a  long  look  at  the  floating 
black  object,  whose  rapid  progress  through  the 
waves  was  seen  suddenly  to  stop.  Already  he 
was  sufficiently  advanced,  and,  as  if  sporting  with 
the  danger,  he  turned  over  on  his  back  and  floated 
easily  over  the  crests  of  the  waves. 

Harold  took  the  telescope  which  his  brother 
.unslung  from  his  neck,  and  directing  it  towards 
the  dark  object  which  lay  right  athwart  the  vessel^s 
course,  he  saw  that  the.  sailor  held  aloft,  and 
waved  now  and  then  in  triumph,  the  well-known 
dark  leather  case,  containing  what  was  to  him,  as 
well  as  to  his  brother,  the  most  precious  relic  they 
possessed  of  home. 

The  tapering  masts  bent  gracefully  before  the 
freshening  breeze,  as  the  vessel  ploughed  swiftly 
through  the  waters,  and  the  anxiety  of  the  crowd 
of  spectators  was  soon  put  at  rest,  by  the  sudden 
appearance  of  the  dripping  form  of  the  sulor — who 
caught  the  rope  as  it  trailed  past,  and  with  the 
agility  of  a  tree  panther  sprang  up  the  lofty  sides 
of  the  ship. 

The  Captain  addressed  a  few  words  of  sharp 
reproof  to  him  as  he  passed  forward,  but  thdr 
impression  was  soon  effaced  by  the  grateful  look 
with  which  Edgar  clasped  the  precious  prize  he 
had  saved,  and  then  passed  it  to  his  brother. 

**  Why,  Kanacka,  did  you  risk  your  life  for  a 
trifle?"  he  said,  taking  the  rough  hand  of  the 
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sailor  m  his  own«  and  belying  his  words  by  the 
joy  and  agitation  he  manifested. 

'^Eanacka  loves  Massa  Edga,  and  is  too  much 
glad.  The  sea  is  good  for  E^anacka — ^no  fear — 
nerer  drown — must  go  now."  The  sailor  stayed  no 
longer,  but  in  obedience  to  the  call  of  his  superior^ 
hurried  to  his  duties,  while  the  incident,  that 
under  other  circumstances  might  have  relieved 
the  monotony  of  the  long  voyage,  by  affording 
topic  for  conversation  for  a  week,  was  forgotten 
in  a  few  moments ;  for  the  vessel  had  cleared  the 
long  narrow  channel,  and  the  magnificent  and 
spadons  harbour  of  San  Francisco  lay  extended 
before  them. 

The  view  that  was  then  presented  to  the  eyes 
of  the  wonder-struck  gazers,  was  such  as  no.other 
port  in  the  world  could  show,  or  compete  with  in 
grandeur  and  beauty. 

Calm  and  smooth  as  the  glassy  surface  of  Loch 
Katrine  on  a  summer's  evening,  the  mighty  bay 
stretched  out  all  its  vast  length  and  breath — where 
the  united  navies  of  the  world  might  not  only 
lide  at  anchor,  but  go  through  their  evolutions. 

A  range  of  lofty  mountains  separated  the  waters 
of  the  bay  from  the  ocean,  and  it  would  seem  as  if 
they  had  at  some  distapt  time  forced  their  way 
through  some  narrow  gorge  in  the  lofty  chain, 
and  80  worn  a  passage  for  themselves  to  the 
bosom  of  the  great  Pacific 
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At  the  foot  of  these  mountains  lay  the  town  of 
San  Francisco,  cool,  and  quietly  resting  in  the 
huge  shadows  they  threw,  while  round  its  out- 
skirts stretched  green  plains  dotted  here  and  there 
with  flourishing  haciendas  or  farm-houses,  round 
which  were  grazing  countless  herds  of  cattle. 

So  clear  and  pure  was  the  atmosphere,  that  even 
across  the  bay  their  eyes  could  distinguish  the 
cattle  grazing  round  the  long  low  white  cottages^ 
embosomed  in  trees  on  the  green  hill-sides,  while 
the  lofty  tops  were  bathed  in  the  reflected  glories 
of  the  glowing  sunset. 

The  placid  surface  of  the  bay  was  broken,  here 
by  a  jutting  rock  that  rose  frowning  from  its 
transparent  depths,  there  by  an  islet  of  emerald 
green,  that  seemed  to  repose  calmly  on  its  glassy 
bosom. 

All  seemed  to  smile  a  welcome  to  the  wearied 
sea-beaten  voyagers,  and  not  a  heart  was  there 
but  beat  with  emotion  at  the  lovely  sight  that 
lay  before  them. 

In  some  breasts,  hope  and  anxious  enterprise 
were  high,  some  swelled  with  proud  anticipations 
of  brilliant  fortunes,  and  there  were  some  which 
poured  out  a  heartfelt  prayer  to  heaven,  in  thank- 
fulness for  the  past,  and  for  a  blessing  upon  the 
future.  The  two  brothers  joined  hands  in  aflTec- 
tion,  and  their  looks  expressed  what  their  hearts 
were  too  full  to  give  utterance  to. 
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Their  fiuthfbl  follower  stood  behind,  and  his 
caiF  was  passed  hastily  across  his  eyes,  as  he 
responded  to  Harold^s  call,  when  he  turned  round 
hastily  and  said : — 

^Bichard,  you  must  join  hands  too  with  us — 
for  hark,  the  ancKor  is  let  go,  and  now  our  work 
is  begun,  and  all  are  equal;— nay,  no  refusal, 
Dickon, — your  good  honest  hand."  All  three 
shook  hands  heartily,  and  while  doing  so  the 
deep  Yoice  of  Mr.  Bluff,  who  stood  watching  all 
that  passed  with  more  interest  than  could  have 
been  expected  from  him,  said,  **  That  is  right, 
youngsters,  make  a  fair  friendly  beginning  on  it, 
and  stick  shoulder  to  shoulder  through  thick  and 
through  thin.'' 

'*  Thank  you  kindly,  Mr.  Bluff,^  answered 
Edgar,  going  up  to  him  with  a  frank  and  joyous 
smile,  *^  and  I  hope  you  will  not  refuse  to  shake  my 
hand,  and  pardon  my  rudeness  to  you  just  now, 
for  I  am  sure  you  meant  kindly.'' 

Mr.  Bluff  seemed  surprised,  and  a  smile  of 
unasual  satisfaction  crossed  his  massive  but  deter- 
mined-looking features,  at  the  ingenuous  friendly 
greeting  of  the  handsome  youth. 

"  Hearkee,  young  gentleman — for  such  I  take 
you  and  your  good-looking  double  there,  that 
I  do  not  know  from  yourself,  to  be — a  friendly 
shake  of  the  hand  can  do  no  harm,  and  may  do 
much  good.    But  I  mean  to  go  on  an  independent 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


120  BANNERFOBB;  OB, 

line^  and  joining  with  no  man,  work  on  my  own 
hook.  It  is  not  the  first  time  that  mj  foot  has 
trodden  an  American  wilderness,  although  I  come 
now  straight  from  the  old  country,  like  yourselves; 
so  take  an  experienced  man's  advice, — ^band  your- 
selves together  with  yourselves,  and  beware  the 
stranger.  You  have  seen  but  little  of  me,  and 
know  nothing,  though  we  have  v'yaged  together 
so  long.  I  had  my  own  reasons,  for  I  mean  to 
herd  with  no  man ;  I  have  all  I  want  for  com- 
pany in  my  good  dog  here.  Oscar,  though  but 
a  brute,  is  a  brave  and  a  true  friend.'* 

The  usually  silent  Mr.  Bluff  paused,  and  patted 
the  broad  head  of  a  huge  noble-looking  bull* 
mastiff,  that  seldom  stirred  his  own  length  from 
his  master,  while  Harold  and  Richard  came  closer 
to  listen  to  the  unwonted  conversation  of  the 
huge  stranger,  for  such  all  on  board  deemed  him 
to  be  still.  Their  usually  gruff  fellow-voyager 
seemed  to  read  their  thoughts,  for  he  turned  to 
them  and  said, — 

'^  Well,  I  take  it  you  are  surprised  at  hearing  so 
long  a  palaver  from  me,  but  I  have  noted  tou  all, 
youngsters,  and  wish  you  well.  As  w^e  are  going 
now  to  separate,  and  maybe  we  shall  never  see  each 
other  again—though  I  take  it  our  arrands  are  the 
same — I  just  say,  look  sharp  afler  strangers ;  shirk 
a  Mexican,  and  give  a  Yankee  the  slip  on  the 
first  occasion.    For  my  part,  as  I  said,  I  mean 
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to  be  independent,  and  go  on  mj  way,  unques- 
tioning, and,  I  calkilate,  unquestioned.  If  it  be, 
as  I  guess,  that  you  are  bound  for  the  diggings, 
take  a  man's  advice  who  has  seen  America  before ; 
leave  all  useless  traps  behind,  and  don't  forget 
your  axes,  saws,  hammers,  and  rifle.  I  am  on  the 
lonely  jMith,  and  care  for  no  man.  With  my 
rifle,  my  dog,  and  my  cloak,  I  shall  fear  neither 
hanger  nor  enemies,  nor  airth  nor  sky;  so,  young- 
8t»8,  with  a  shake  of  the  hand  with  all  of  ye, 
since  ye  seem  to  wish  it,  Big  Bluff  wishes  you 
good-mght." 

So  saying,  he  shook  the  brothers  kindly  by  the 
Land,  and  when  he  came  to  Richard,  he  took  him 
on  one  side,  and  nodding  over  his  shoulder  at  the 
brothers,  said,  in  a  low  tone, — 

*'  Them  are  your  young  masters,  as  we  Bay  in 
the  old  country  ?  "  (Dickon  nodded.)  "  Well,  I 
took  it  so.  You  seem  a  faithful,  honest  lad  enough 
yourself;  and  I  saw  by  your  eye  that  you  meant 
to  make  at  me  for  laying  a  finger  on  him  there 
just  now — ^and  were  rignt  in't  too :  loath  should 
I  ha'  been  to  have  had  to  push  thee  off  in  such 
a  cause.  I  needn't  say,  guard  them  well ;  but 
should  you  ever  need  the  help  of  a  strong  arm 
and  sharp  teeth,  whistle  thus,  and  if  Oscar  or 
I  should  be  within  hail,  you  may  count  on  what 
aid  we  can  give."  The  noble  dog  lifted  his ^  head 
sod  whined,  as  his  master  gave  a  peculiar  whistle, 
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which  Dickon  repeated  without  much  difiiculty. 
"  And  now  I  have  all  my  traps  here  on  deck-^ 
trunk  or  locker  I  hav'n't.''  While  he  spoke,  he 
took  a  strap,  and  buckled  round  his  dog's  sturdy 
loins  what  seemed  a'  large  doak  of  India-rubber 
cloth,  then  giving  Dickon  a  hearty  grip,  he 
nodded  to  the  brothers,  took  up  a  small  package, 
and  stepped  on  shore. 

**  Well,  who  would  have  thought  that  surly  old 
Bluff  was  such  a  good  fellow  after  all?"  said 
Edgar,  as  Richard  came  up  to  them;  *'but  I  always 
thought  he  was  better  than  he  seemed,  for  I  half 
made  friends  with  his  noble  dog,  and  like  master 
like  dog,  you  know." 

.  **  And  what  did  he  say  to  you,  Dickon?"  asked 
Harold. 

**  He  only  gave  us  friendly  warning,  and  offered 
help  in  time  of  need.  Master  Harold — I  mean, 
Harold,  then ;  but  it  sounds  strange  like,  for  the 
likes  of  me  to  call  you  so." 

"  It  was  good  of  him,  very  good,"  replied 
Harold,  **  and  you  may  depend  upon  it,  Edgar, 
that  you  are  right;  but  when  he  inflated  that 
queer-looking  cloak  of  his,  and  tucked  himself  up 
in  it — with  his  dog  lying  close  by  his  side,  and 
growling  ^very  now  and  then  at  an  intruding 
footstep— he  did  not  seem  very  charitably  in-* 
dined  towards  his  fellow-voyagers.  •  He  diunned 
US  all  as  if  we  had  the  plague ;  but  that  was  to 
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prevent  any  one  cIiBging  to  his  skirts^  I  guess. 
There,  you  see  I  have  learned  American  as  well 
as  be.  I  was  half  afraid  that  he  waa  a  Yankee 
from  one  or  two  of  his  words;  but  I  am  glad 
after  all  that  he  is  an  Englishman." 

<' We  must  not  judge  from  appearances,  brother," 
said  Edgar, ''  he  is  rough  outside  and  good  within. 
I  wonder  if  we  shall  ever  see  him  again.  He 
has  gone  dear  off,  you  see ;  his  baggage  does  not 
enoomber  him  mueh.  What  say  you?  shall  we 
look  to  our  own,  and  follow  ?  Luckily  we  are  not 
too  mudi  kden  in  that  respect." 

*'  Kay,  stay  here,  Master  Edgar.  I  can  carry 
all  up  from  below." 

**  £s,  and  Kanacka  help  too,"  siud  the  siulor, 
who  had  come  up  unobserved,  and,  eager  to  be  of 
any  assistanoe,  darted  off  with  Dickon  to  fetch 
op  their  efiects  from  below. 

Harold  would  have  gone  too,  but  Edgar  stopped 
him,  saying,  **  Let  the  faithful  fellows  have  their 
way,  Harold ;  it  will  be  more  kind." 

The  deck  now  presented  a  scene  of  indescribable 
hurry  and  confusion.  Men  were  rushing  hither 
and  thither,  with  trunks  and  carpet  bags  under 
their  arms ;  some  had  already  shouldered  pickaxe 
and  spade,  as  if  they  meant  to  commence  opera- 
tions in  the  very  streets  of  San  Francisco ;  others 
were  tiling  under  a  closely-rolled  tightly-corded 
of  bedding;  others  were  making  the  neces- 
02 
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eary  arrangements  and  settling  accounts  with  the 
officers  of  the  ship  or  the  custom-house. 

All  seemed  in  a  hurry  to  leave  the  good  ship 
^vhich  had  been  their  home — a  weary  one  too — 
for  so  long.  All  seemed  breathless  to  start  head- 
long in  the  race,  and  not  a  few  darted  envious 
glances  at  those  who,  less  lightly  burdened,  or 
more  speedily  equipped,  seemed  to  be  about  to 
gain  even  a  few  minutes'  advance  of  them.  Huge 
boxes  and  trunks  were  hoisted  from  the  hold,  and 
loud  cries  after  missing  property  mingled  with 
the  calls  of  the  heaving  sailors,  or  the  sharp  oaths 
which  accompanied  the  orders  of  their  officers. 

A  striking  contrast  did  the  crowded  bustling 
deck  of  the  Golden  Dart  present  to  the  long  line 
of  silent  shipping  which  lay  lazily  at  anchor 
around  a  motionless*  silent,  and  deserted  quay. 
In  some  cases  the  only  watch  or  safeguard  was 
that  afforded  by  the  stout  hawser  that  bound  them 
to  the  shore — if  the  term  watch  or  safeguard 
may  be  so  applied ;  for  captain  and  crew,  young 
and  old,  had  all  deserted,  and  were  now  toiling 
and  sweating  on  the  .banks  of  the  Sacramento  or 
its  tributaries. 

Dickon  and  the  sailor  soon  came  tumbling  up 
the  hatchway,  each  bearing  a  long  flat  leathern  case 
under  his  arm,  to  which  were  attached  straps,  so 
that  the  portmanteaus  could  be  carried  knapsack* 
wise  upon  the  shoulder,  without  very  much  incon- 
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Teaienoe.  Each  also  carried  carefuUj  in  his  hand 
a  leathern  gun-case  and  a  pair  of  pistols  in  a  cloth 
sheath.  They  laid  these  down  at  the  feet  of  the 
brothers,  who  still  stood  talking  in  earnest  conver- 
sation. Their  thoughts  were  far,  far  away,  but 
they  were  hardening  their  hearts  against  all  recol- 
lections that  unnerved  them. 

**  Edgar,"  said  his  brother,  *^  we  must  promise 
each  the  other  to  let  this  be  the  last  time  we  in- 
dulge in  thoughts  that  make  us  even  for  a  moment 
ibiget  that  we  are  men." 

''  True,  Harold,  we  are  men  now,  though  but 

few  months  have  passed  since  we  left ;  but  no 

more  of  this  sad  retrospect.  Yes,  brother,  we  are 
men,  and  will  prove  ourselves  such." 

Dickon  and  the  sailor  again  appeared.  This 
time  their  mattresses,  bedding,  and  other  little 
H^<gUras  formed  a  goodly  pile  upon  the  deck. 

''What  say  you,  Dickon?  shall  we  remain  on 
board  to-night,  or  land  at  once  ?"  asked  Harold. 

"You  must  command.  Master  Harold,  or  else 
Master  Edgar ;  we  seem  to  be  left  to  do  pretty 
mnch  as  we  like  by  the  ship's  company.  I  have 
settled  all,  and  no  one  seems  to  concern  himself 
about  us  now." 

" How  is  that,  Dickon?  when  Kanacka  is  help- 
ing you  all  he  can,  I  am  sure,"  said  Edgar,  kindly. 

'^  Kanacka  free  now — ^no  sailor,  Massa  Edga — 
when  in  port  him  time  up — be  your  sarvant.  Sir  ? 
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— very    good    massa,   very    good    sarvant — Ka- 

nacka,  him  heart  very  big." 

As  the  poor  fellow  spoke,  he  laid  his  hand  on 
his  weather-beaten  breast,  and  as  if  to  leave  the 
brothers  time  to  consider  his  offer,  walked  away 
and  mingled  with  the  crew  and  bustling  throngs 
in  the  after  part  of  the  ship.   . 

'*  What  a  grateful  fellow  that  poor  sailor  seems 
to  be !''  said  Harold,  as  the  man  turned  away. 

"  And  honest,  too,  or  I  cannot  read  a  man's 
eye,"  said  Edgar,  hastily. 

"  If  I  may  be  so  bold,"  interrupted  Dickon,  "  I 
would  mind  what  Big  Bluff  said  about  strangers 
and  furriners." 

"  Well,  but,  Dickon,  this  sailor  is  now  not 
quite  a  stranger ;  and  as  to  being  a  foreigner,  he 
is  neither  Yankee  nor  Mexican,  so  you  must  not 
be  too  hard  upon  him,  Dickon,"  said  Edgar. 

'^  Well,  let  us  sit  down,  hold  a  council,  and  in- 
spect our  property,"  said  Harold,  with  a  laugh. 
''I  declare,  Edgar,  now  all  our  traps  are  upon 
deck,  I  did  not  think  that  we  were  half  such  exten- 
sive proprietors." 

"  There  is  the  great  tool-chest  in  the  hold  be- 
sides. Master  Harold ;  but  you  agreed  to  barter  all 
that  we  had  over  and  above,  for  anything  that  we 
should  require  here  that  might  be  useful, — ^horses, 
provisions,  and  such  like." 

"Yes,  that  was  a  good  plan,  and  we  will  follow 
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it  oaty  Handd:  but»  Dickon,  I  profiose  that  Harold 
be  made  commander  of  our  partj.  Now  we  are  to 
go  by  the  majority,  brother ;  so  no  opposition — all 
votes  are  equal  in  our  company  of  three,  without 
any  masters  among  us." 

"Well,  master — I  mean,  Edgar, — I  vote  too 
for  Harold." 

"  Then  I  must  yield  to  the  majority,"  replied 
Harold,  with  a  merry  laugh ;  '*  but  I  propofie  that 
we  command  day  about,  though  I  rather  think 
that  we  are  too  unanimous  to  have  any  commander 
required.  But  now  let  us  to  business,  and  first 
weed  out  this  heap  of  baggage ;  then  I  will  lead 
my  troop  on  shore  to  look  about  us,  and  decide 
whether  we  remain  on  board  or  not,  and  how  long 
we  are  to  stay  here/* 

"Bravo,  Harold!  I  said  you  would  make  the 
best  captain." 

"  Then,  first,  let  us  buckle  on  these  belts  under 
our  pea-jackets,  and  you  must  -exchange  your 
telescope,  Edgar,  for  weapons  less  peaceful — or, 
stay,  it  may  be  useful  to  us." 

"Then  it  shall  be  the  badge  of  command, 
Harold;  so  I  resign  to  you  your  baton  of  captain," 
said  Edgar,  entering  into  his  brother's  merry 
humour,  and  hanging  the  glass  round  his  neck. 

Meanwhile,  Dickon  was  busy  unfastening  the 
cases  and  bundles,  for  Harold  had  ordered  a 
general  inspection,  and  the  group   was  left  as 
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entirely  unnoticed,  as  if  they  all  stood 'in  the  Plaza 
of  San  Jose  among  the  ground  squirrels,  instead 
of  among  that  busy  noisy  crowd.  The  mattresses 
and  bedding  were  laid  aside  and  condemned  at 
once.  Three  blankets  were  reserved,  and  rolled 
up  in  as  many  squares  of  india-rubber  doth,  each 
square  being  somewhat  larger  than  an  ordinary 
blanket,  and  of  a  dark  green  colour.  Then  came 
a  small  canvass  tent,  with  a  fishing-rod  centre 
pole. 

"  We  shall  not  fear  to  camp  out  in  the  open  air 
with  these,"  said  Harold,  as  he  rolled  over  the 
package  with  his  foot;  *^  but  we  must  be  quick,  for 
we  have  only  a  short  twilight  in  this  latitude, 
Dickon/' 

Not  one  of  the  three  could  help  a  smile  of 
satisfaction,  as  the  cases  containing  their  arms 
were  exposed  to  view ;  each  seized  his  own  rifle, 
poised  it,  tried  the  well-oiled  locks,  and  examined 
the  nipples.  BEarold,  with  an  air  of  mock  gravity, 
cried,  ^'Bifles  are  reported  in  good  and  serviceable 
condition." 

Edgar  and  Dickon  were  returning  theirs  to  the 
cases,  but  Harold  stopped  them,  saying  that  their 
weapons  would  be  needed  now,  for  perhaps,  con- 
stant service,  and  that  the  oil-skin  covering  for 
the  locks  was  all  they  absolutely  required.  The 
embossed  leather  cases  were  condemned.  The 
mahogany  brass-clipped   pistol-cases  shared  the 
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flame  fate,  wliile  each  of  the  young  men  placed  in 
hb  leathern  belt  a  pair  of  serviceable  well-finished 
doable-barrels,  slung  his  ammunition  pouch,  and 
Imtftoned  up  his  pea-jacket,  with  a  look  of  deter- 
nunation.  In  spite  of  their  delicate  features  and 
small  hands,  the  brothers  could  boast  frames  that 
were  not  weak,  while  their  hands  were  skilled  and 
their  hearts  were  bold.  As  for  Dickon,  his  was  a 
look  and  a  figure,  that  in  that  land,  where  a  man 
looked  to  his  own  right-hand  for  protection,  in- 
spired respect  and  consideration. 

The  light  flat  knapsacks  were  then  drawn  from 
the  heap,  and  next  examined.  Their  contents  were 
&m^e,  but  with  rigorous  severity,  part  of  the  little 
store  was  laid  aside. 

"  We  have  no  need,  Edgar,  for  this  suit  of  black 
DOT  these  fine  shirts  in  the  woods?  Out  with 
them,  Dickon — no  remonstrance;  you  had  your 
own  way  in  packing  them  up,  you  know ;  but  I  am 
captain  now,  so  turn  them  out.^     * 

The  faithful  follower  could  not  shake  off  his 
prejudices,  or  keep  down  a  sigh,  as  he  saw  the 
wardrobe  of  his  young  masters  mercilessly  reduced 
to  three  strong  shirts  of  a  plain  check,  and  a 
complete  suit  of  stout  grey  holland,  a  black 
alk  neckerchief  or  two,  a  few  pdrs  of  socks, 
and  a  pdr  of  shoes,  for  each  of  them. 

^  There,  that  leaves  room  in  the  two  knapsacks 
for  your  effects,  Dickon,  and  the  same  number 
g3 
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exactly,''  said  Harold;  ** mind  you  pack  the  same 
number  for  yourself.** 

*'  What,  Dickon !  a  mutiny  ah^eady,**  cried 
Edgar,  as  he  saw  the  hesitation  of  his  follower. 

"  I  give  in.  Captain  Harold,  and  of  course,  now, 
shall  never  say  anything  more,  for  you  and  Master 
Edgar  must  have  your  way,  though  I  will  be 
hanged  if  I  will  let  my  heart  forget  my  place.*' 

"  That  is  right,  Dickon ;  and  now  for  the  tool* 
chest  from  the  hold.** 

'^  I  see  Kanacka  has  got  it  up  already,**  replied 
Edgar;  ''and  pray.  Captain,  what  are  we  to  do  with 
the  faithful  fellow  ?  for  I  am  sure  he  is  fidthful, 
and  will  prove  so." 

"  Why,  Edgar,  we  have  had  so  much  trouble 
with  obstinate  Dickon  that  we  must  not  let  him 
join  us,  I  fear ;  but  what  say  you  ?  ** 

''  I  should  be  sorry  to  shake  him  off,  Harold ;  he 
would  be  hurt  at  it,  I  fear ;  but  what  does  Dickon 
say  himself?" 

''Why,  the  man  could  not  harm  us,  I  calculate; 
we  are  men  enough  not  to  fear  him,  if  he  prove 
traitor,  and  he  tells  me  that  he  has  been  in  this 
country  before;  and  though  you,  Captun,  and 
Master  Edgar  speak  their  lingo,  you  don't  know, 
perhaps,  the  people  or  their  ways.  Suppose  I 
promise  him  an  old  shirt  o»  two  if  he  guides  us 
safely  to — where  is  it.  Captain,  that  we  are  going?** 

"  Dickon,   you  seem  to  have  troubled  your 
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head  yery  little  about  our  destination — ^you  must 
inform  yourself  better  by  the  time  your  turn 
comes  to  be  captain.  Well,  man,  donH  open 
your  honest  eyes  in  that  way,  and  shake  your 
head ;  for  your  turn  shall  come,  shall  it  not, 
Edgar?" 

**  Of  course,  Dickon,  you  are  one  of  us  in  every 
respect.'* 

''What!  and  is  that  half-heathen  Kanacka  to 
be  the  'us'  as  well?'* 

Both  the  brothers  burst  into  a  hearty  laugh  at 
honest  Dickon's  look  of  astonishment. 

"  We  say  not  that,"  replied  Harold,  "  though, 
if  he  consent  to  be  our  guide,  we  will  give  him 
some  better  reward  than  you  propose,  you  jealous 
faithful  miser.*' 

^  He  stands  there  waiting  by  the  chest,  and  eyes 
us  very  anxiously,  Harold,"  said  Edgar. 

'*  Well,  let  Dickon  help  him  to  dri^  the  chest 
hither,  while  we  decide,  for  Dickon  is  of  no  use  in 
council  after  alL" 

^  Kanacka  go? — be  your  saryant  ?  "  asked  the 
sailw  eagerly  of  E^ar,  as  he  helped  Dickon  to 
depoffit  the  heavy  chest  beside  their  other  effects. 

^*  Not  as  a  servant,  Kanacka,"  said  Harold ;  ^'  we 
need  no.  servants  now ;  but  if  you  will  be  our  guide, 
and  know  something  of  the  country,  we  will  pay 
you  fair  wages." 

"^  Es,  Kanacka  know  Joakim  Valley,  Sacramento, 
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and  Cap'n  Satta.  Kanacka  guide,  saryant,  all  one ; 
him  one  sarvant — ^Dick;  Kanacka  find  path»  be 
guide," 

'^  The  copper-coloured  is  right,  you  see  Master 
Edgar ;  even  he  knows  what  the  likes  of  me  ought 
to  do,"  grumbled  Dickon,  aside. 

'^  Be  quick,  Dickon,  and  help  to  open  the 
chest" 

Kanacka*s  eyes  glittered  as  the  lid  of  the  chest 
was  raised  and  disclosed  all  kinds  of  tools  closely 
packed  and  in  perfect  order. 

'<  We  are  but  poor  hands  at  trading  and  traffic, 
Edgar,"  said  Harold;  "but  I  trust  we  were 
rightly  advised  in  investing  our  little  all  in  this 
chest  I  had  no  doubts  at  all  about  our  good 
rifles  there,  or  our  pistols,  but  we  cannot  go  about 
the  streets  of  San  Francisco  with  this  big  box. 
The  town  seems  not  over-peopled,  as  far  as  one  can 
judge ;  and  even  if  we  knew  how  to  sell,  I  don't 
know  who  would  buy — for  all  on  board  seemed 
well  provided."  * 

"  Leave  me  to  manage  that,  Captain  Harold," 
sud  Dickon,  who,  glad  of  any  excuse  to  escape 
the  familiarity  which  suited  so  ill  with  his  previous 
prejudices,  clung  to  the  title  with  great  satisfac- 
tion. '^  I  know  how  to  sell  things,  bless  you;  do 
you  think  I  wore  out  all  your  fine  clothes  that  you 
used  to  be  so  liberal  with  in  the  good  old  times? 
No,  no !  I  know  how  to  sell." 
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**  Wliat  for  sell  them  ?  "  interrupted  E[anacka ; 
^*  no  good  to  sell  axe  and  shovel ;  need  all  dem  by- 
and-by." 

"We  do  not  wish  to  sell  all;  bat  you  see  we 
have  too  much  for  ourselves,  and  wish  to  barter 
them  for  flour,  provisions,  and  horses ;  and  so  we 
shall  keep  all  we  want  and  sell  the  rest." 

**  Grood,  Kanacka  know  now.  He  know  Massa 
Snap — ^him  Yankee,  keep  store  in  San  Francisco ; 
bay  ebery  all  t'ings." 

**  There,  you  see,  this  ignorant  sailor  may  be 
veiy  usefnl  to  us,"  said  Edgar.  **  I  am  glad  now 
that  we  did  not  repulse  him.  He  will  help 
Dickon,  though  I  think  that  we  ought  not  to 
leave  all  to  him.  We  must  try  if  we  cannot  turn 
merchants  ourselves;  we  shall  have  to  do  more 
than  that  by-and-by." 

**  You  are  right  again,  Edgar,  and  we  will  leave 
Dickon  here  while  we  go  ashore  for  a  while.  But 
see  how  busy  Kanacka  is  with  the  tools.  He  is 
taming  everything  over,  and  examining  all  as  if 
he  knew  what  he  was  about." 

"Es,  Kanacka  guide,  find  path,  carry  tools. 
£hl  He  muss  have  not  much,  but  plenty;  no 
leave  noting  good  for  sell." 

So  saying,  the  sailor  unpacked  a  complete  set  of 
all  the  tools  that  they  would  require,  taking  of 
many  of  them  a  double  supply  in  case  of  need. 
He  then  seized  upon  a  blanket,  and  rolled  them  up. 
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putting  them  carefully  on  one  side,  muttering, 
*'Me  make  ease  to-night — ^paok  all."  He  then 
chose  out  four  light  but  strong  and  well-made 
axes,  and  offered  them  to  Harold  to  choose  one, 
saying,— 

''  No  take  sword — not  good ;  axe  best  for  fight 
Injins,  or  cut  tree,  or  make  dug-out." 

'*  I  think  he  is  right,  Edgar;  an  axe  would  be  a 
useful  implement,  as  well  as  a  formidable  wea* 
pon,"  said  Harold,  selecting  one,  while  the  others 
did  the  same. 

*'  Kanacka  get  new  sticks  of  hard  iron-wood 
by-and-by  for  handles,  den  smooth  em ;  head  very 
good  and  keen ;  hab  any  bowie-knives? ** 

"  We  don't  much  like  the  weapons,  E^anacka,** 
replied  Harold,  "  and  so  have  not  procured 
them." 

'^  Berry  good,  bowie-knives — muss  have  deai 
when  close  fight." 

"  Well,  Edgar,  wh^t  do  you  think  of  it?  Ka- 
nacka  here  seems  to  be  making  it  out  that  we 
shall  have  more  fighting  than  we'^expected." 

^^  I  never  thought  that  we  were  going  among 
as  peaceable  a  set  of  men  as  one  meets  in  the 
Strand,  Harold ;  and  so  we  shall  only  do  right  to 
prepare  for  the  worst.  Here  we  must  hold  our 
own  with  a  strong  hand,  and  I  mean  to  keep  a 
pretty  firm  grapple  on  what  we  may  get,  come 
what  may." 
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''  Well  said.  Master  Edgar/'  oried  Dickon,  who 
noted  with  admiration  the  determined  look  of 
Edgar^s  flushed,  animated  countenance,  where  he 
saw  more  spirit  manifested  than  he  had,  it  would 
seem,  expected.  "  You  have  only  to  command, 
Captain  Harold,  and  we  all  are  ready  to  obey, 
you  hear." 

'*  Es,  all  obey  Cap'n,"  said  the  sailor,  wuting 
with  a  look  of  patient  submission  until  Harold 
diould  speak. 

"  Well  then,  Kanacka,  we  will  get  the  knives, 
they  may  be  useful.  I  dare  say  we  can  barter 
the  still  heavy  contents  of  the  chest,  and  all  that 
heap  of  things  beside,  for  which  we  have  no  need, 
for  what  is  really  necessary  for  us  to  procure." 

"  Jonathan  Snap — Yankee  keep  store — buy  all 
—give  knives  and  plenty  dollars — plenty." 

''But  we  do  not  need  dollars,  Kanacka,  we 
want  horses  and  provisions  only." 

"  No,  bosses  not  good  here,  in  San  Francisco, 
too  much  money — no  strong — no  buy  bosses  here 
— in  San  Jose  or  in  Joaquim  Valley,  plenty 
hosses — aplenty  flour  and  pisco,  very  strong  bosses, 
very  good  and  strong.  Buy  knives  San  Fran- 
dsco,  and  take  plenty  dollars.  Hab  much  saws, 
and  hatchet,  and  spades—all  Inglish — berry  good. 
Massa  Snap  give  much  dollars  for  dem.'^ 

"  Well,  then,  you  shall  stay,  Dickon,  and  keep 
guard  over  our  baggage." 
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"  We  shall  have  a  full  moon,  Edgar,  so  suppose 
we  go  at  once  with  Kanacka  on  shore,  and  have  a 
look  at  the  wonders  of  San  Francisco.  You  can 
cover  up  the  chests,  Dickon,  and  if  we  come  back 
to  sleep  on  board,  we  will  sleep  on  deck  by  way 
of  a  beginning;  the  night  seems  calm,  and  not  over 
chilly.  Come,  brother — ^look  sharp  to  our  traps, 
Dickon.'' 
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CHAPTER  11. 

THB  JAMEMM  SVORB-KIBFIB— OOLO-DTTn— KSSV  DSALmO — ^XBZICJJI 
OABALLlBOfl — A  TAJIKXl  HOTBL. 

The  arrival  of  the  good  ship  Golden  Dart  had 
been  for  some,  time  expected  at  Francisco,  for  a 
coasting  crad  belonging  to  Monterey,  had  spoken 
with  her  some  time  before  she  hove  in  sight,  and 
she  had  taken  more  time  than  was  expected  to 
beat  up  the  coast  against  a  head-wind.  The  news 
travelled  overland  to  San  Francisco  from  Mon- 
terey, and  the  town,  which  the  inhabitants  had  all 
but  deserted,  presented  still  a  busy  appearance  in 
consequence  of  the  arrival  of  the  ship. 

The  brothers,  after  making  all  necessary  ar- 
rangements with  the  ship  officers  and  custom- 
house people,  hastened  to  set  foot  for  the  first  time 
on  the  shores  of  the  New  World. 

As  they  proceeded  along  Water  Street,  which 
led  up  into  the  town,  they  encountered  many 
faces  with  which  they  had  formed  an  acquaintance 
durii|g  the  passage,  but  a  hurried  nod  or  a  single 
word,  and  sometimes  not  even  that,  was  all  that 
could  be  spared  firom  business  now. 
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Water  Street  was  busy  enough;  carretas  or 
native  carts,  waggons  laden  ^ith  cases,  and  casks, 
lumbered  heavily  along.  Pack-horses  neighed  and 
plunged ;  but  on  pushed  the  eager  crowd.  The 
stores  were  thronged  with  buyers  and  sellers 
mingled  up  together.  The  drawl  of  the  Yankee 
was  changed  to  a  sharp  ringing  treble,  as  he  re- 
sponded to  the  deep  growl  of  the  Mexican^  or 
rather  Californian  vaquero.  Frenchmen  chattered 
and  grinned  as  they  bargained  for  spades,  which 
the  Yankee  store-keepers  priced  almost  at  their 
weight  in  silver.  Oaths  in  harsh  German,  deep 
Dutch,  French,  Spanish,  and  English,  resounded 
on  ^all  sides.  Poor  half-naked  dirty-looking  In- 
dians, who  had  come  to  beg,  or  steal,  or  perhaps 
buy  a  draught  of  fire-water,  were  unceremoniously 
kicked  aside  by  buyer  and  seller  alternately. 

The  brothers  paused,  and  looked  on  with  won- 
derment— ^but  Kanacka  hurried  them  on  past  the 
busy  stores  in  Water  Street,  and  led  them  to  one 
of  more  imposing  appearance  in  Portsmouth 
Street,  just  beyond,  where  the  throngs  were  not 
so  thick,  nor  the  goods  exposed  for  sale  so  varied 
in  appearance. 

As  was  the  case  with  many  of  the  new  houses, 
that  sprung  up  like  mushrooms  wherever  there 
was  room  for  them  to  grow  in  the  rapidly  extend- 
ing town,  the  store  of  which  Jonathan  Snap  (Ky.) 
was  owner,  had  been  hastily  run  up,  and  though 
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its  appeanmee  was  substantial^  the  structure  was 
composed  of  little  eke  but  wood  and  plaster. 
The  older  edifices  of  the  town,  squat  and  low, 
were  built  of  adobes,  or  unbumt  bricks,  and 
though  far  more  solid  in  reality,  were  quite  put 
m  the  shade  bj  their  new  and  showy  neighbours. 
Many — in  fact,  perhaps,  the  majority  of  them — 
were  deserted,  and  whimsical  inscriptions  on  many 
of  the  closed  doors  accounted  for  the  deserted  ap- 
pearance of  the  buildings,  by  the  information  that 
their  owners  or  occupiers  were  gone  to  the 
diggings. 

With  an  air  of  importance  that,  perhaps,  his 
new  dignity,  as  guide  to  the  party  who  had  ac- 
cepted his  services,  conferred,  Kanacka  pushed  on 
through  the  open  door  of  the  dimly  lighted  store. 
It  was  now  so  dark  that  they  had  to  thread  their 
way  through  packing-cases,  and  sacks,  to  the 
other  end  of  the  store,  where,  in  a  kind  of  office 
niled  off,  sat  a  bald-headed,  sharp-featured  man, 
with  a  dry  saffiron-skinned  face,  from  which  all 
corporeal  juices  seemed  to  have  been  expectorated. 
He  gave  them  one  keen  look  as  they  approached, 
and  then  resumed  his  occupation  of  weighing 
gold-dost 

A  tall,  thin,  dark  looking  man,  with  small  deep- 
set  black  eyes,  and  a  huge  black  beard,  streaked 
ducUy  with  grey,  stood  by  his  side ;  he  wore  a  long 
doak,  and  held  in  his  hand  a  long  narrow  bag  of 
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undressed  hide.  Its  mouth  was  unsewn,  or  cut  open, 
and  exposed  to  view  the  glittering  flakes  and  jel- 
lowdust  which  he  was  now  disposing  of  to  the  store- 
keeper, whose  eyes  seemed  fairly  to  gloat  over 
the  treasures,  while  he  kept  continually  finding 
fault— much  to  the  apparent  dissatisfaction  of  the 
seller — with  the  quality  of  what  he  had  brought. 

Kanacka  touched  Harold  on  the  shoulder,  and 
pointed  to  the  yellow  heaps. 

'^  That  good,  eh?  Kanacka  know  where  dat 
come  from;  plenty  more — plenty  lumps — plenty 
sacks.     Dat  black-looking  rascal  not  take  all." 

"Why,  do  you  know  the  man,  Kanacka?" 
asked  Edgar  in  some  surprise,  and  with  a  shade 
of  suspicion. 

"  No — me  never  dap  eyes  on  him  ugly  face 
before ;  but  me  tink  him  rascal  for  all  that." 

Kanacka*8  further  explanation  of  his  grounds 
for  such  a  supposition  were  put  an  end  to,  by  the 
storekeeper's  exclaiming,  as  he  finished  weighing 
the  last  scale-full  of  dust,  '*  Is  this  all  you  have 
brought  me  then?  Why,  a  few  pounds  was  hardly 
worth  bringing  here  all  the  way  from  the  Fork.** 

"  If  I  had  known  that  you  gave  so  little,  I 
would  have  disposed  of  it  at  Sutter's ; ''  replied  the 
man  in  a  patois  of  broken  English. 

**  I  guess  you  need  not  do  that — ^besides,  you 
must  have  taken  goods,  and  you  see  I  hand  over 
the  dollars,  and  good  price  too/' 
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"  And  80  you  do  not  mean  to  throw  in  thera 
took  as  a  makeweight  after  all?**  asked  the  man 
in  the  cloak. 

*^  Couldn't  do  it  at  any  price.  I  calkilate  that 
if  I  were  to  do  business  in  that  way,  I  might  shut 
up  stores  and  be  off  to  the  diggins  myselF.  And 
your  dusty  stranger,  was  rather  conglomerated 
with  sand;  and  I  reckon  I  have  not  a  soft  bargain, 
by  no  means." 

The  black  beard  growled  out  something  that 
was  lost  in  the  mass  of  dark  hair,  which  gave  a 
wild,  half-savage  expression  to  his  face.  His  small 
glitteiiDg  eye  was  continually  rolling  about,  and 
when  its  glance  was  directed  on  any  one,  it  never 
looked  him  in  the  face — ^it  was  an  uneasy,  un- 
steady glance,  that  put  one  in  mind  of  the  quiver- 
ing of  the  compass-needle.  It  hovered  for  an 
instant  round  the  countenances  of  the  young  men 
as  he  turned  round,  and  after  taking  up  his  pile  of 
dollars,  and  shaking  them  together  in  a  dirty  can- 
Tass  bag,  he  wrapped  his  cloak  round  him  and  left 
the  desk  without  further  greeting  than  a  sulky 
nod. 

The  storekeeper  relieved  himself,  Yankee 
fashion,  by  expectorating  into  the  comer.  He 
watched  the  dark  figure  stumble  along  the  length 
of  Ins  store ;  then  he  turned  round,  and  stooping 
until  only  his  shining  bald  head  was  visible  above 
his  desk,  he  deposited  in  his  iron  box,  with  a  sigh 
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of  anjtliing  but  discomfort,  the  yellow  du8t  he  had 
just  acquired. 

He  then  swept  off  from  his  desk  a  heap  of  small 
wooden  chips  with  which  it  was  littered,  regarding 
them  an  instant,  as  if  they  called  back  to  his 
mind  pleasant  reminiscences  of  bargains,  to  the 
happy  issue  of  which  they  bore  testimony. 

He  next  threw  himself  back  in  the  chur,  and 
taking  up  a  small  square  stick  of  wood,  from  a  pile 
of  several  which  lay  by  the  side  of  his  bespattered 
inkstand,  he  opened  a  vast  ledger  before  liim  at 
random — to  look,  it  may  be  supposed,  business- 
like— and  began  to  cut  and  peck  at  his  little  stick, 
giving  at  the  same  time  a  look  of  half-careless^ 
half-cunning  indifference  at  the  new  comers,  who 
were  waiting  his  leisure  in  impatient  curiosity. 

**  What  can  I  do  for  you,  strangers  ?'*  he  in- 
quired, in  a  drawling  tone;  '^Jonathan  Snap  is  a 
dealer  in  stores  of  all  kinds,  and  gold-dust,  which 
you  are  come  to  get  by  digging  and  not  either  to 
buy  or  sell  I  calkilate." 

As  he  concluded,  he  gave  a  vicious  deep  cut  into 
his  stick,  relieved  himself  with  a  hawk  into  the 
corner,  and  ended  by  throwing  a  searching  side- 
long glance  at  the  brothers  and  their  guide. 

"We  have  come/'  began  Harold,  who  took 
upon  himself  the  office  of  spokesman,  "to  ask 
you  if  you ^ 

Eanacka   had    listened  attentively,    and  now 
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with  a  nudge  of  the  elbow  and  a  deprecating  look 
of  his  dark  eyes — ^which  seemed  tosaj,  Pardon  my 
interference,  but  leave  him  to  me — he  interrupted 
Hsrold  by  stepping  nearer  to  the  desk,  and  saying, 
with  an  air  of  importance, — 

<<De8e  my  young  massa.  Me  Kanacka — 
Sandwich  Tom.  Dis  massa  come  for  know — ^if 
you  hab  shovel,  and  mattock,  and  plenty  of  tools 
for  carpenter?  He  muss  have  plenty — good  fuss 
quality,  and  dam  de  price.  Now,  hab  you  got 
dese  for  sell?'' 

Harold  listened  in  surprise,  and  with  some 
anger,  to  the  false  statement  of  his  guide.  He  was 
going  to  speak,  when  his  brother  touched  his 
shoulder,  and  whispered  that  it  would  be  well  not 
to  interfere  at  present. 

''Well,  strangers,  I  guess  you  have  come  to  the 
right  man  to  let  you  have  what  you  necessitate. 
But,  dam  it,  you  have  come  at  a  difficult  time,  for 
the  price  of  them  goods  is  ris  wonderfully,  that's 
a  fact" 

''Muss  hab — muss  hab  dem^"  said  the  Sand- 
wicher,  positively. 

"Aye,  dark  skin,  all  cry  out  'must  have '  that 
m  goin*  your  arrand,  and  are  as  eager  as  a  nigger 
after  a  pomatum-pot.  The  goods  you  can  have, 
that's  a  {act ;  but  I  tell  you  the  price  is  ris :  and 
as  for  plenty,  that  depends ;  for  I  reckon  my  stock 
is  the  biggest  in  Francisco,  and  it  is  dam*d  low." 
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''Eh^  not  plenty?  Me  tell  masea  here,  dat  de 
store  for  us  be  Massa  Snap;  ebery  tink  plenty 
dere,  and  much  cheap ;  dat  true,  eh  ?" 

The  storekeeper  gave  a  knowing  leer,  and  mut- 
tered, half  to  himself— ^' The  dark-skin  scents  a 
per  centage,  I  guess." 

Kanacka  continued — "  We  muss  try  oder  store, 
Massa  Snap^  eh  ?  Me  tink  plenty  goods  in  Fran- 
cisco, and  much  cheap." 

"  I  wish  I  know'd  where  to  find  them,  then,'* 
answered  the  Yankee,  his  tone  losing  its  slow 
drawl,  and  getting  sharper  in  key.  "  I  guess  no 
man  in  Francisco  has  better  stock  than  Jonathan 
Snap ;  but  them  goods  is  scarce  and  every  one  is 
askin'  for  'em :  but  I'll  call  my  help,  I  see  him 
lounging  against  the  door — ^the  idle  rascal,  he 
means  to  make  a  bolt  of  it,  I  can  see ;  but  that  is 
neither  here  nor  there;  and  as  to  them  goods, 
strangers,  you  can  have  'em ;  but  as  to  them  being 
plentiful  or  low  in  figure,  Mr.  Canister  Tom, 
there  are  them  as  knows  better,  and  would  be 
glad  to  get  sich  at  any  price  in  Francisco  jist  now, 
that's  a  fact." 

The  chips  now  fell  fast  and  thick  from  the 
whittle-stick :  Elanacka  took  off  the  round  tar- 
pauling.  hat  he  wore,  and  rubbing  his  head 
vigorously,  cried, — 

*'  Stop,  Massa  Snap ;  no  call  help.  I  cussed 
head — ^make  dam  mistake.     Massa  no  want  buy 
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rich  goods,  but  be  hab  dem  to  sell;  all  fuss 
quali^j  plenty — ^you  say,  any  price — and  so  I  say 
agab,  li^aaaa  Snap,  dam  de  price/' 

The  Yankee  looked  a  moment  at  die  sailor, 
and  his  eyes  had  a  merry  twinkle  in  them  as  he 
slapped  down  knife  and  whittling-stick  on  the 
desk,  and  burst  into  a  loud  hearty  laugh^  in  which 
all  joined. 

There  was  not  the  slightest  ill-humour  in  his 
look  as  he  cried,  "  Done!  done>  by  the  Lord  I*  and 
that  by  a  dark-skin,  too.  Snap  is  done  brown, 
that  is  a  fact,  stranger.*' 

The  Yankee  seemed  to  relish  the  joke  keenly, 
and  again  threw  himself  back  in  a  good-humoured 
roar. 

Eanacka  meanwhile  had  indulged  in  a  tri- 
umphant chuckle,  and,  with  a  meaning  glance,  had 
taken  a  list  of  the  goods  they  had  to  dispose  of, 
from  Harold,  who  held  it  ready  in  his  hand. 

•*  Well,  Mr.  Canister  Tom,"  said  the  store- 
keeper at  last,  ^'what  are  the  goods?  where  do 
they  lie?  and  what  is  the  figure  ?  " 

His  dry  yeUowHskinned  face  resumed  its  wonted 
gravity,  though  there  was  still  a  humorous  twinkle 
in  his  eye,  as  he  continued,  ^'  Sharp's  the  word, 
Btrangers,  now  that  we  really  understand  each 
other.  I  told  you  the  truth  though,  I  opiniate ;  I 
would  have  jist  given  it  a  tilt  on  the  other  side 
had  I  know'd  that  you  wanted  to  go  ahead  on  the 

YOL.  L  H 
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other  tack.     Give  us  the  invoice,  dark-skiD,  and 
where  are  the  goods  ?  " 

Kanacka  handed  in  the  paper,  while  Harold,  who 
had  some  qualms  in  his  conscience  at  the  trick  that 
had  been  played,  explained  that  the  goods  were  on 
board  ship,  that  he  regretted  that  the  dealing  was 
not  so  straightforward  as  he  would  have  wished, 
and  that  he  only  desired  a  fair  price. 

His  explanations  and  apologies  fell  on  inatten- 
tive ears,  for  the  Yankee  was  deep  in  the  investi- 
gation of  the  invoice,  and  paid  little  attention  to 
explanations  and  scruples  which  he  could  not 
understand,  and  would  only  have  sneered  at  had 
he  understood  them.  The  concluding  words, 
however,  he  caught,  and  answered  quickly,'  **  Of 
course,  young  man,  a  fair  price  for  buyer  and 
seller  is  what  I  reckon  you  may  look  out  for  from 
Jonathan  Snap.  These  articles  that  are  crossed 
out  you  keep  for  Self  and  Co.,  I  opiniate,  and 
they  are  classificated  with  a  sharp  eye  to  business, 
that  is  a  fact.  What  do  you  intend  taking  in 
return,  now  ?  " 

^^  Dollars,  Massa  Snap,  dollars;  wid  one  sack 
of  flour,  one  cask  of  biscuit,  and  one  keg  of 
brandy,  and  five  bowie-knives,  and  two  bosses.*' 

The  Yankee,  who  had  risen  from  his  chair,  and 
now  leaned  forward  on  his  desk,  holding  the 
invoice  to  the  light  of  the  lamp,  turned  sharply 
round  as  if  to  resent  the  interference  of  the  now 
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acknowledged  subordinate,  but  seeing  that  the 
brothers  nodded  assent,  he  replied, — 

''  Well,  I  guess  you  intend  locating  on  board 
until  to-morrow,  and  you  will  be  off  to  the  diggins 
like  a  coyote  on  the  scent  of  a  black  tail.  Well, 
stranger,  the  first  thing  after  my  morning  dram, 
and  I  take  it  airly  these  times,  I  will  beat  up  your 
camp.  As  to  the  bosses,  I  can  give  you  this 
direction ;  the  hotel  is  next  door,  for  I  don't  keep 
the  animals  in  store.  The  other  trifles  we  can 
deal  for,  and  if  you  intend  going  by  Sausalitto,  I 
can  supply  a  launch  cheap." 

"  We  shall  be  ready  for  you  at  any  hour,  Mr. 
Snap,"  answered  Harold;  and  with  a  mutual 
good^night,  and  a  bow  from  the  brothers  that  did 
not  quite  accord  with  their  dress  and  condition, 
they  took  their  leave. 

The  Yankee  dealer  remained  with  his  chin 
leaning  on  his  hands,  looking  after  the  young 
men  with  an  interest  that  he  did  not  often  mani- 
fest, and  said  half  aloud,  *'  These  diggins  whip 
creation,  and  bring  over  all  sorts,  they  do.  Those 
youngsters  are  from  the  old  country,  I  guess,  and 
are  little  used  to  rough  it  as  they  must  do  out 
here.  They  may  jubilate  upon  having  such  a 
tarnation  cute  fellow  to  look  arter  them  and  their 
traps,  with  their  Broadway  bows  and  comely  faces ; 
they  are  as  alike  as  two  peaches,  and  almost  as 
handsome  as  my  Pauline.  Egad,  I  will  shut  up, 
h2 
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and   just  step  into  Sweetman^s    to  give  them 
a  look." 

Meanwhile  the  brothers  had  gained  the  street, 
and  stood  a  moment  at  the  door.  The  light  of 
the  moon,  riding  in  an  unclouded  sky,  illuminated 
all  around  with  a  brightness  only  inferior  to  that 
of  day. 

The  streets  were  still  busy,  and  though  most  of 
the  passers-by  wore  the  stiff  and  straight-cut 
dress  of  Europe,  now  and  then  passed  a  slouching 
sombrero,  and,  at  rarer  intervals,  a  graceful  figure 
undulated  along,  with  the  flowing  rebozo  draped 
coquettishly  in  the  fashion  peculiar  to  Califomian 
belles.  More  than  one  dark  flashing  eye  stole  a 
sly  glance  at  the  brothers  as  they  bent  over  the 
paper  which  the  storekeeper  had  given  them,  and 
tried  to  make  out  the  address  in  the  mooi^ight. 

*'  Yes,  I  can  read  it  quite  plainly,**  said  Edgar« 
^*  Don  Manuel  de  Baregui,  Sweetman's  HoteL" 

'^  Dat  dere,"  said  Kanacka,  pointing  to  the 
open  doors  and  windows  of  a  large  well-lighted 
building  adjoining  the  store,  being  only  separated 
by  a  gateway  and  a  narrow  passage. 

From  the  open  windows,  loud  shouts  and  peals 
of  laughter  were  heard,  while  the  crowds  that 
thronged  in  at  the  door,  told  how  well  every  hole 
and  disposable  corner  was  occupied.  The  brothers 
had  a  little  difliculty  in  finding  the  gentleman  they 
inquired  for.  A  consequential xlirty-looking  widter. 
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whose  appointmexits  of  a  hundred  and  twenty 
doUars  (six  hundred  francs)  per  month  would  make 
a  Paris  gargon  en  chrf  stare  and  Mori  for  a  week^ 
told  them  that  they  must  just  inquire  from  every 
one  they  met,  whether  he  was  the  person  they 
sought,  for  that  he  neither  knew,  nor  cared  for, 
the  name  of  any  one  of  the  hundreds  who  filled 
the  hotel  to  suffocation. 

They  accordingly  poked  their  way  into  a  long 
low  room,  where  the  exhalations  from  some  scores 
of  cigars  and  pipes,  and  as  many  smokers,  rendered 
the  atmosphere  as  impure  as  it  was  dense  and 
obecure. 

They  made  out,  however,  the  outline  of  a 
bright-buttoned  jacket  and  slouched  sombrero, 
worn  by  a  man  who,  leaning  against  the  damp 
greasy  wall,  puffed  furiously  at  a  cigarriUo  de  paja, 
while  he  calmly  risked  his  pesos  at  the  game  of 
mont6,  which  was  going  on  at  a  table  near  him. 

Harold  asked  him  if  he  had  the  honour  of 
addressing  Don  Manuel  de  BareguL 

The  Califomian,  surprised  at  the  courteous 
address,  which,  however  common  among  the 
Mexicans,  was  unusual  from  an  American  or  an 
Englishman,  raised  his  hat,  and  placed  himself  in 
a  moment  at  Harold's  ^'  disposicion,"  saying  that 
Don  Manuel  would  be  found  in  the  next  room ;  to 
which  the  vaquero  or  farm-servant,  for  in  spite  of 
lus  finery  he  was  nothing  more,  conducted  them. 
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The  room  was  very  amall^  and  two  men,  who 
were  seated  at  a  table  lighted  by  a  solitary  candle, 
were  its  only  occupants. 

"  There  is  the  '  intendiente/  Don  Mannel,"  siud 
their  conductor,  and  after  ushering  them  in  with 
a  low  flourish  of  his  sombrero^  he  left  them  to 
state  their  business. 

One  of  the  two  men  was  dressed  in  a  dark 
green  jacket  of  cotton  velvet,  with  short  breeches 
of  the  same  colour,  garnished  profusely  with 
silver,  or  what  looked  like  silver,  buttons.  He 
wore  no  waistcoat,  but  a  crimson  faja  or  scarf,  in 
which  glittered  his  navaja,  was  girded  tightly  round 
his  waist  to  set  off  its  shape,  which  the  wearer, 
^it  was  to  be  supposed,  was  not  ashamed  to  display. 
A  shirt  of  fine  linen,  and  passable  purity,  covered 
his  brawny  chest.  He  was  a  strongly-built  man, 
with  a  dark  sunburnt  face,  high  cheek-bones, 
and  eyes  of  that  peculiar  yellowish  grey  that  is 
often  found  among  the  Basques  of  Northern 
Spain.  His  name,  too,  indicated  his  descent,  for 
when  Harold  inquired,  as  before,  for  El  Senor 
Don  Manuel  de  Baregui,  he  rose  at  once,  and  laying 
down  the  cards  he  held,  saying  to  his  companion, 
"Dispensa  me  un  instante^^  he  advanced  with  a  low 
bow  to  meet  them,  in  answer  to  his  name. 

He  was  a  fine-looking  figure,  though  short  in 
stature,  and  his  dress  set  him  off  to  advantage. 
With  a  politeness  that  was  second  nature  to  one 
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of  Spanish  blood,  he  looked  round  to  offer  the  new 
oomefB  seats,  but  as  there  was  only  the  stool  from 
which  he  had  just  risen  at  his  disposal,  he  merely 
fihnigged  his  shoulders. 

Edgar,  who  spoke  Spanish  with  greater  fluency 
than  his  brother,  explained  their  wants. 

The  Califomian,  if  we  may  so  term  him,  for  he 
himself  refused  the  title  strenuously,  shook  his 
head.  *'  He  had  disposed  of  all  the  spare  horses, 
and  as  the  caballero  to  whom  he  acted  as  in- 
tendiente  proposed  to  journey  on  the  morrow, 
they  could  not  spare  a  single  horse  from  their 
caballada." 

"Pm'o  aqui  tiene^  here  comes  Don  Antonio 
himself,"  he  added,  as  the  door  opened  behind  the 
group,  and  a  tall,  slightly-built,  elegant-looking 
young  man  entered.  His  long  dark  hair,  oval 
face,  clear  olive  skin,  and  large  dark  eyes,  were 
unmistakeably  Spanish. 

The  Intendiente  went  up  to  him  at  once  with  a 
respectful  lur,  and  when  the  young  man  had 
courteously  replied  to  the  salute  of  the  brothers, 
which,  though  he  was  too  well  bred  to  show  it, 
was  to  him  also  a  matter  of  surprise,  he  listened 
while  Don  Manuel  explained  what  their  object 
was  in  coming. 

Don  Antonio  turned  to  the  brothers,  and  with 
a  polite  and  even  warm  smile  expressed  his  plea- 
sure at  being  of  service  to  them,  and  placed  the 
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horses  at  their  disposal^  saying  that  his  caballada 
was  large  enough  without  them. 

''  Manuel^*'  continued  the  young  Spaniard  to 
his  intendiente,  **  let  the  caballeros  be  well 
mounted,  and  when  you  have  explained  where 
their  horses  are  to  be  found,  I  have  a  word  to  say 
to  you."  He  then  bowed  courteously  once  more, 
and  withdrew. 

"  I  fear,  Don  Esteban,''  said  the  Intendiente  to 
his  companion,  who  had  remained  seated  at  the 
table,  "  that  we  must  adjourn  our  game." 

''Not  while  you  are  such  a  winner,  Don  Manuel," 
retorted  a  deep  voice  in  Lepero  Castilian. 

The  brothers  turned,  and  saw  to  their  surprise 
the  black-bearded  stranger  whom  they  had  seen 
at  the  store,  but  his  heavy  cloak  was  now  thrown 
aside,  and  exposed  to  view  a  dress  of  a  similar 
kind  to  the  Intendant*8,  only  faded  and  dirty. 

Kanacka,  who  had  hitherto  remained  silent,  and 

Xij  took  no  part  in  a  dialogue  he  coidd  not  under- 

^i  stand    perfectly,    now    pulled    Harold    by    the 

sleeve,  and  pointing  to  their  acquaintance  of  the 

i  store,  whispered, — 

''  Me  no  like  that  black  fellow.  He  cheat  and 
change  cards  while  dis  man  wid  the  red  band  talk* 
He  dam  rascal" 

**  That  is  no  business  of  ours,  Kanacka,'^  re- 
plied Harold;  ''and  as  Edgar  seems  to  have 
arranged  about  the  horses,  we  have  no  further 
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call  to  stay  here.    But  are  two  horses  enough  for 
uSyEanadca?" 

**  Hosses  plenty  in  Joakim  Valley,  or  Pueblo 
San  Jo6&  Injin  steal  boss,  and  sell  em  dere  for 
glass  of  fire-water.  Plenty  bosses  by-and-by. 
We  walk  one  two  days,  then  buy  bosses." 

Edgar  bad  quickly  terminated  his  arrangements, 
and  the  Intendant  promised  that  a  vaquero  should 
bring  the  animals  down  to  the  ship  soon  after 
daylight.  With  a  profusion  of  bows,  and  wishes 
for  extension  of  years  far  beyond  the  limits  of 
threescore  and  ten,  they  took  their  leave,  and 
after  sundry  squeezings  and  jostlings  in  the  narrow 
passage,  they  found  themselves  again  in  the  moon- 
lit street. 

"Where  to  now.  Captain,  and  what  next?" 
asked  Edgar  from  his  brother,  carrying  his  hand 
to  hb  cap,  and  gravely  ^ving  a  military  salute. 

**  Why,  thanks  to  you,  Edgar,  we  have  done 
all  we  can  do  to-night ;  suppose  we  take  a  stroll 
up  to  the  Plaza.  Ejmacka  says  we  cannot  miss 
it,  and  he  can  return,  and  tell  Dickon  that  we 
shall  be  with  him  shortly." 

The  Sandwicher  hardly  relished  leaving  the 
young  men;  but  Harold  replied  to  his  remon- 
strances by  opening  his  jacket,  and,  with  a  laugh, 
pointing  to  his  well-armed  belt ;  and  while  Ka- 
nacika  returned  to  the  ship,  the  brothers  sauntered 
along,  arm  in  arm,  up  to  the  now  silent  Plaza  of 
San  Francisco. 

h8 
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CHAPTER  in. 

VOOmjOHT  SOKHS — THB  TWUI   BROTHKBS — THI  rilLB— THX  8T0U- 
KKBPBB'S  DAUQBTXB— TBI  RSSOITI. 

• 

Time  passed  quickly  and  unnoticed  while  the 
brothers  wandered  on,  and  unconsciously  left 
behind  them  the  buildings  and  straggling  dwell- 
ings, which  had  sprung  up  in  irregular  clusters  at 
San  Francisco,  almost  like  the  weeds  that  are  the 
growth  of  a  night.  They  reached  a  rising  eminence, 
and  when  in  the  midst  of  their  interchange  of 
inmost  thought,  for  they  had  no  concealment  from 
each  other,  they  turned  and  looked  behind  them, 
the  town  lay  in  .silence  at  their  feet;  part  of  it 
seemed  desolate,  still,  and  deserted;  and  only  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  their  vessel  did  they  perceive 
any  evidence  of  life  and  movement. 

Beyond,  far  beyond,  and  on  each  side  stretched 
the  bay.  Magnificently  beautiful  as  was  the  view 
by  daylight,  the  mild  radiance  of  the  moon  added 
yet  new' beauty  to  the  loveliness  of  the  panorama. 
A  long  bright  quivering  line  of  silver  stretched 
across  the  smooth  surface  of  the  bay,  and  the 
distant  outlines  of  the  hills  on  the  other  side 
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could  be  traced  in  bold  relief  against  the  clear 
depths  of  the  dark  blue  sky. 

The  silence  of  the  night  was  broken  onlj  by 
the  ngh  of  the  breezes,  and  the  distant  plaintive 
call  of  the  coyote  or  jackaL 

The  brothers  sat  down,  and  for  some  time 
neither  spoke,  though  their  hearts  were  full. 

Their  thoughts  were  far  away  in  the  once  happy 
home  from  which  now  they  were  separated  by 
nearly  half  the  wide  world.  Boys  as  they  almost 
were  in  heart,  in  their  affection,  and  knowledge  of 
the  world,  they  were  thrown  on  their  own 
resources  alone,  unsupported  by  the  countenance 
of  iriends,  or  the  asistance  of  their  kin,  to  battle 
with  the  toils  and  hardships,  the  risks  and  perils 
of  unknown  wildernesses,  peopled  by  savage 
Indians,  or,  perhaps  still  worse,  by  lawless  men 
of  their  own  colour,  men  who  would  hesitate  at 
no  crime,  make  no  scruple  to  remove  any  obstacle 
that  might  cross  their  path,  thwart  their  pursuits, 
or  rival  them  in  their  occupations. 

They  sat  down  on  that  silent  hill.  Their  thoughts 
were  at  first  sorrowful  and  cast  down,  but  they  soon 
rose  again,  for  their  hearts,  though  young,  were 
bold — their  courage,  though  untried,  was  high, 
and  their  determination  was  fixed  and  unswerving. 
Those  young  boys  came  of  a  high  race,  and  a  long 
Ibe— for  all  their  coarse  jackets  and  forlorn  con- 
dition— and  not  the  hardened  labourer,  inured  to 
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toil,  not  the  sturdy  backwoodsman  whose  life  had 
been  spent  among  dangers  and  hardships,  would 
face  more  unflinchingly  the  perils,  or  bear  with 
greater  fortitude  the  hardships  of  the  course  that 
lay  before  them. 

^«  We  ought  to  think  ourselves  right  lucky 
fellows,  Harold,"  said  Edgar,  hiding  at  the  same 
time  a  starting  tear,  while  his  tones,  that  were  at 
first  somewhat  uncertain,  acquired  strength  as  he 
proceeded,  ^'to  h^ve  reached  thus  far  so  well; 
we  shall  make  a  fair  start  to-morrow,  famously 
provided." 

^*  I  am  right  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  brother, 
for  sometimes,  dear  and  comforting  as  your  society 
is  to  me,  my  anxiety  seems  to  be  somehow  almost 
all  on  your  account ;  and  then,  in  spite  of  myself, 
Edgar,  my  cowardly  heart  is  obliged  to  confess, 
that  I  could  not  bear  up  at  aU,  if  I  were  quite, 
quite  alone." 

"  We  must  try  to  care  for,  to  fear  nothing, 
Harold,  as  long  as  we  are  together.  So  we  will 
bear  a  stout  heart  upon  it,  and  think  how  well  we 
are  fitted  out  to  meet  every  danger,  espedally 
when  that  cunning  Eitnacka  has  procured  his 
horrid  bowie-knives." 

'«  Yes,  Edgar,  we  are  not  ill  off.  Let  me  see, 
— ^we  have  a  blanket  and  coverlet,  two  suits  of 
clothes,  a  rifle,  and  a  brace  of  pistols  and  an  axe 
apiece." 
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'*  Yea,  Harold,  and  two  good  horses,  our  tent, 
and  imidements  innumerable,  no  lack  of  provisions, 
good  expectations  of  dollars,  and  heaps  of  yellow 
dioas;  and  we  must  not  forget,  two  faithful 
fellows,  to  help  us  in  our  enterprise." 

'^No,  we  could  not  be  so  ungrateful  as  to 
forget  good  honest  Dickon ;  and  the  sailor,  though 
we  know  not  much  of  him,  I  feel  we  may  trust 
him,"  replied  Harold. 

^  So  I  believe,  Harold ;  but,  hush !  is  that  a. 
footstep  ?     I  thought  I  heard  it  before." 

'*  Yes,  and  I  see  a  dark  figure  stealing  through 
the  bushes; — ^no,  he  is  not  creeping,  but  he 
walks  with  firm  upright  steps,  and  now  he  calls 
to  us,"  s^d  Harold,  >vitlidrawing  his  hand  from 
beneath  Ids  jacket,  whence  a  sharp  click  had  just 
proceeded. 

A  loud  harsh  voice  now  called  to  them  from 
bdow,  "  Well,  young  strangers !  what  think  you 
of  our  duck-pond?  It  whips  the  Thames,  I  guess." 

They  distinguished  the  tones  of  the  store- 
keeper's voice,  whose  long  legs  soon  brought  him 
up  the  side  of  the  steep,  and  sitting  down  beside 
them,  he  perched  his  huge  straw  hat  on  one  side 
of  his  heady  and  puffed  away  in  evident  satis- 
faction  at  a  first-rate  Habana  Puro. 

The  brothers  would  have  risen,  but  Mr.  Snap 
called  out,  "  Sit  still,  strangers,  and  rest  your 
young  limbs ;  you  have  enough  before  you  to  tire 
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'em,  I  reckon.  I  was  too  late  to  catch  you  at 
Sweetman's,  and  so  tracked  you  like  an  old  trap- 
per, to  your  perch  here.  Now,  look  you,  young 
strangers,  I  like  your  faces,  and  they  seem  kinder 
honest,  though  too  handsome  for  the  diggins ;  but 
I  want  to  sead  a  parcel  of  things  to  Sutter's  Fort, 
and  if  you  can  take  charge  of  them,  we  can  cir- 
cumlocute  the  matter  as  we  go  down  to  Ports- 
mouth Street,  after  you  ha'  done  looking  at  this 
•  pretty  pictur;  and  we  can  arrange  all  to  the  satis- 
faction and  benefit  of  mutual  parties,  I  calkilate." 

They  did  not  remain  long  on  the  hiU,  and  as 
they  walked  down  to  the  town,  from  Mr.  Snap's 
experience  and  advice  the  youths  gwied  many 
valuable  hints.  He  soon  wormed  out  of  them  a 
list  of  every  article  they  possessed,  and  put  them, 
as  he  said,  *^  up  to  a  wrinkle  or  two  as  to  addi- 
tional necessaries."  However,  his  manner,  though 
rough,  was  straightforward,  and  his  intentions 
were  kind. 

The  forlorn  condition  of  the  two  youths,  and 
their  prepossessing  appearance  and  bearing,  had 
moved  even  the  cold  calculating  Yankee  trader  in 
their  behalf,  and  before  they  had  reached  the 
silent  Plaza,  it  was  arranged  that  Mr.  Snap  should 
furuish  them  with  a  launch  to  convey  them  across 
the  bay  to  Sausalitto,  whence  the  route  by  way 
"^  New  Helvetia  to  the  Sacramento  Valley  was 
favourable  than  the  long  round  by  way  of 
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the  San  Joakim  Valley.  The  service  of  their 
taking  charge  of  Mr.  Snap's  consignment,  was  to 
be  repaid  by  the  use  of  the  launch  and  two  extra 
horses. 

The  hearts  of  the  youths  grew  lighter  as  they 
began  to  see  their  way  before  them  get  clearer, 
and  the  obstacles  yanish  one  by  one.  Lost  in 
their  own  reflections,  all  three  relapsed  into  silence, 
when  it  was  suddenly  broken  by  Edgar's  exclaim- 
ing, ''  Liook  at  that  flash  of  red  light  that  seems 
to  rise  higher  and  higher  in  the  sky."  They  had 
now  reached  the  Plaza.  The  storekeeper  raised 
his  eyes  as  Edgar  spoke,  and  as  soon  as  he  had 
canght  sight  of  the  increasing  glare,  he  started 
forward,  swift  as  a  hound  on  the  scent,  calling 
out,  **  A  fire !  by  the  Lord."  His  long  legs  soon 
carried  him  out  of  sight  of  the  brothers,  in  the 
direction  to  which  Edgar  had  pointed. 

They  followed  as  they  could,  and  soon  were 
mingled  up  in  a  crowd  that  was  hurrying  down 
Portsmouth  Street.  Cries  of  Fire  I  Puego!  De 
Veaul  Agua!  Water!  were  shouted  by  hundreds 
of  voices,  in  almost  as  many  languages.  Men 
rushed  hither  and  thither,  in  blind  disorder; 
women  screamed  aloud  with  terror,  filling  the  air 
with  their  cries,  and  adding  to  the  disorderly 
panic  by  their  screams. 

The  brothers  pushed  on  boldly  through  the 
crowd,  which  they  were  now  able  to  discern  was 
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divided  into  two  parts,  cut  asunder  as  it  were  bj 
the  flames,  which  were  bursting  out  fiercely,  from 
every  window  of  the  hotel,  where  they  had  but 
just  Icfb  a  company  of  shouting  careless  revellers. 

The  portion  of  the  crowd  on  the  upper  side  of 
the  street,  further  from  the  water,  swayed  to  and 
fro  in  wild  disorder,  without  bebg  of  the  slightest 
use,  or  giving  the  slightest  assistance  in  remedy* 
ing  the  sad  catastrophe.  Among  those  on  the 
other  side,  more  method  seemed  to  be  established ; 
some  half-dozen  leaders  took  upon  themselves  the 
necessary  task  of  giving  orders  to  the  crowd  that 
was  eager  to  help,  but  knew  not  where  or  how  to 
begin.  Two  long  lines  of  men  were  formed  lead- 
ing down  to  the  water-side,  and  ships'  buckets 
began  to  be  passed  along  from  hand  to  hand, 
affording  a  scanty  and  unavailing  supply  of  water, 
which  'stout  arms  dashed  as  far  as  they  could, 
through  doors  and  windows,  into  the  roaring  fur- 
nace that  raged  in  the  interior  of  the  hotel,  con- 
suming everything  before  it. 

The  brothers  looked  on  all  sides  to  see  if  they 
could  meet  with  the  thin  tall  form  of  their  late 
companion,  whose  store  was  in  such  fearful  con- 
tiguity  to  the  fire,  but  he  was  nowhere  to  be  seen. 
Fierce  jets  of  flame  spouted  from  the  windows 
of  the  hotel,  and  eddying  upwards  amid  dark 
volumes  of  rolling  smoke,  shed  a  ruddy  glare 
upon  the  up-turned  faces  of  the  crowd.     The  red 
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skm  of  the  Indian,  tbe  swarthy  countenance  of 
the  Mezicao,  the  pale  faces  of  the  Europeans,  all 
looked  lorid  in  that  fearful  glow. 

The  brothers  could  see  that  on  the  other  side 
ladders  b^an  to  be  raised,  and  once,  when  the 
thick  doud  of  smoke  swayed  in  a  whirling  mass 
on  one  side,  they  thong1*t  they- could  distinguish 
the  spare  figure  and  bald  head  of  the  storekeeper, 
who,  mounted  on  the  roof  of  Ids  store,  was  fran- 
tically contending  with  the  raging  element,  and 
by  pouring  buckets  of  water  uix)n  his  roof  was 
braTely  doing  hb  best  to  protect  his  dwelling 
from  its  increasing  violence. 

The  space  in  front  of  the  hotel  was  kept  clear, 
for  none  would  willingly  run  the  risk  of  the  fall- 
ing sheets  of  fire  tliat  seemed  to  peel  off  from  the 
ndes  of  the  building,  and  floating  an  instant  on 
the  dense  clouds  of  smoke,  fell  in  a  fiery  shower 
into  the  street. 

''For  6od*s  sake,  let  us  do  something  to  help, 
Harold,^  whispered  Edgar,  after  they  had  stood 
a  few  minutes  in  contemplation  of  the  scene.  It 
was  a  harrowing  sight  for  their  young  hearts,  to 
see  strong  men  wringing  their  hands,  and  gazing 
in  stupified  despair  upon  their  own  ruin,  while 
others  were  forcibly  held  back  from  rushing 
through  the  burning  rafters,  in  the  insane  attempt 
to  rescue  their  little  all  from  the  destruction,  to 
which  they  would  inevitably  have  devoted  them- 
selves. 
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"What  can  we  do,  Edgar?''  replied  Harold, 
in  the  same  low  tones;  ''we  can  give  no  help 
here,  unless  we  rush  over  to  the  other  side,  where 
there  are  ladders  and  water.'' 

''  Then  let  us  go,  brother;  in  God's  name 
let  us  do  what  we  can,  to  assist  these  unhappy- 
wretches.'' 

They  buttoned  close  their  coarse  jackets,  turned 
the  collars  up,  and  pulled  their  caps  down  firmlj 
on  their  heads: — 

"  Now,  Haroldl'*  «  Ready,  brother  I"  they  cried, 
and  made  a  bold  dash  across  the  dangerous  spot. 
They  felt  the  breath  of  the  fire  hot  upon  their 
cheeks,  for  the  flames  seemed  now  to  have  ob- 
tained full  sway.  The  hotel  was  built  almost 
entirely  of  wood,  and  the  front  of  lath  and  plaster 
seemed  all  at  once  to  curl  up  like  a  sheet  of  paper 
under  the  fierce  dominion  of  the  fiames,  exposing 
to  view  the  interior,  where  their  forked  tongues, 
dancing  round  the  falling  rafters,  licked  up  the 
dry  plank  fioorings,  and  then  shot  up  into  the 
thick  canopy  of  smoke,  as  if  rejoicing  in  the 
destruction  they  had  wrought.  Now  and  then 
sharp  explosions  were  heard,  as  the  thicker  and 
more  massive  timbers  gave  way ;  and  showers  of 
fiery  flakes  and  sparks  were  thrown  high  up,  and 
then  fell  in  a  hot  shower  upon  the  brothers,  as 
they  rushed  through  the  danger. 

On  the  other  side  they  found  that  all  efforts 
had  been  useless  to  quench  the  fury  of  the  fire. 
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The  flames  hissed  awhile,  as  if  in  mockery  at  the 
pony  efforts  of  the  men,  as  they  poured  upon 
them  thdr  scanty  bucketsful,  and  then  leaped  up 
higher,  and  roared  more  loudly  than  before.  The 
crowd  began  to  despair  of  success,  and  slacken  in 
their  useless  efforts.  One  man  kept  to  his  post 
on  the  roof,  and  continually  shouted  for  water  in 
a  bud  shrill  voice,  that  was  heard  above  the 
cradding  of  the  beams,  the  crash  of  falling  tim- 
bers, or  still  louder  roar  of  the  all-conquering  fire. 

There  was  a  group  below  whose  cool  indif- 
ference, whether  assumed  in  mockery,  or  natu* 
rally  characteristic,  afforded  a  striking  contrast  to 
the  terror  and  dismay  aroimd  them. 

A  short  stout-looking  man,  whose  countenance 
was  half  hidden  by  his  huge  straw  hat,  threw  down 
his  bucket,  saying,  '^  I  guess  it's  all  up  now,  and 
can't  be  mended."  It  was  the  owner  of  the  hotel. 

**  Here,  Peter,  bring  me  that  desk,  and  the 
hotel  books,"  he  called  out  to  the  idle,  consequen- 
tial waiter,  who  had  taken  no  further  part  in  the 
scene  than  that  of  standing  guard,  with  his  hands 
in  luB  pockets,  over  the  confused  pile  of  trunks 
and  furniture,  desks  and  utensils,  with  which  the 
street  was  covered,  at  some  distance  from  the 
conflagration. 

The  help  quietly  placed  the  desk  and  stool  for 
his  master. 

''Look  sharp  after  them  effects,  Peter,"  he  said, 
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!<<  and  don*t  let  them  go  until  the  billB  is  paid. 
I  calkilate  that  we  must  give  credit  to  the  poor 
'I  devils  as  have  been  burnt  out ;  and  tell  Mr- 

:I  Planeham  the  builder  yonder,  to  throw  down 

I  his  bucket ;  I  guess  we  may  as  well  confabulate 

i'  about  running  up  a  new  structure.     It  'ud  pay, 

these  times." 
1  And  so,  while  tlie  fire  was  yet  burning,  and 

'.  even  a  part  of  the  walls  were  yet  standing,  partly 

;:i  in    earnest,    partly    in    go-ahead    bravado,    the 

1  Yankee  hotel-koepcr  actually  made  his  prepa«* 

1  rations  for  driving  a  bargain  for  the  re-erection  of 

;|  his  burning  dwelling  I 

>  Many  followed  the  example  of  the  hotel«-keeper, 

and  ceased  to  exei*t  themselves.    Voices  called 
aloud  to  the  man  on  the  roof,   ''Come  down! 
come  down  I     The  hotel  and  store  stand  alone,  I 
and  must  go.     Save  the  other  buildings;  blow 
them  up,  and  cut  off  the  connexion." 
4  But  the  figure  on  the  roof  of  the  store  kept 

firm  to  Lis  post,  and  still  louder  than  before  called 
for  "water!   water!"    The  brothers  each  seized 
a  bucket  from  a  \7avering  bystander,  and  sprang 
up  the  frail  ladders  to  his  help. 
/  The  sforekeeper  turned,  and  knew  them  in  an 

instant  as  they  reached  tlie  summit.  *'  God  bless 
you,  my  boys  I'  he  cried,  "  the  cowards  below  are 
deserting  a  ruined  man."  He  bent  down  to  listen 
to  the  cries  which  came  confusedly  from  below. 
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The  side  of  hie  store  next  the  hotel  had  caught 
file. 

**  Come  down  ?  aye  P  he  cried  bitterly^  **  I  need 
oome  down  when  such  cowards  as  ye  are  leaving 
me  to  destroction ;  but  what  do  they  cry,  strangers  ? 
Blow  up?  O  God,  the  gunpowder! — and  in  my 
blind  avarice — Pauline,  my  daughter! — God  help 
and  pardon  a  wretched  sinner  I "  he  cried  aloud 
wildly,  and  tottered  in  his  despair.  Harold  caught 
him  as  he  reeled,  and  saved  him  from  being  pre- 
dpitated  into  the  street. 

The  crowd  below  saw  their  figures  clear  in  the 
bright  glare,  and  louder  and  louder  grew  the 
cries  of  *'DownI  come  down,  or  the  roof  will 
fillinl" 

**  Where  is  your  daughter  ?  where  is  that  gun- 
powder ?--speak,  we  will  save  her,"  cried  the 
hrothers. 

The  agony  of  the  unhappy  father  found  utter- 
ance as  Harold's  clutch  saved  him  from  destruction. 

<<  My  daughter?  leave  her  to  me,  I  will  save  her 
or  perish  with  her,"  he  cried,  springing  on  to  the 
ladder.  "The  gunpowder?  Ahl  a  large  white 
barrel !  a  man  could  roll  it  out  with  ease :  it  stands 
by  my  desk — ^you  saw  it."  While  he  spoke  he  was 
timidly  descending  the  ladder,  and  even  at  that 
awful  moment  the  thought  of  worldly  wealth 
forced  itself  upon  the  recoUection  of  the  worldly 
man.     The  disconnected,  yet  significant  words. 
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"Dark  green  iron  box — strangers — gold,"  fell 
upon  the  ears  of  the  brothers  as  they  followed 
each  other  rapidly  down  the  ladder,  that  trembled 
under  their  united  weight. 

The  storekeeper  stopped  half-way  down,  oppo- 
site a  window,  through  the  curtains  of  which  the 
rays  of  a  lamp  that  burned  within  the  chamber 
were  dimly  visible. 

"  Pauline  1  Pauline  1  *'  he  cried,  in  the  agony  of 
his  despair,  for  the  roof  where  he  had  lately  stood, 
and  the  side  of  the  building  next  to  the  hotel, 
were  now  wrapped  in  sheets  of  flame,  and  from  the 
cellar  below  dense  volumes  of  smoke  begun  to 
roll.  A  door  which  led  to  them  from  the  hotel, 
had  been  forgotten  and  left  open,  and  burning 
flakes  had  fallen  in.  The  father  had  now  no 
thoughts  but  for  his  daughter,  who  slept  in 
innocent  ignorance  of  the  horrible  fate  that 
threatened  her. 

'' Pauline!  my  daughter!"  again  he  shrieked 
yet  louder  than  before,  and  then,  with  the  energy 
of  phrenzy,  he  made  a  desperate  leap  from  the 
ladder  to  which  he  clung,  and  shivering  with  his 
body  the  closed  window,  dashed  it  inwards,  and 
disappeared  within  the  chamber. 

Meanwhile  the  brothers  had  reached  the  ground, 
and  amidst  the  bravos  of  the  spectators  they 
sprang  through  the  open  doors  of  the  store,  crying, 
"  The  gunpowder!  beware  the  gunpowder!" 
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At  thoee  appalling  words,  the  crowd  fell  back 
paiiie-«tnick,  each  catching  up  the  terrible  crj, 
at  which  the  brayest  felt  a  sudden  thrill  of  alarm. 

The  throng  grew  denser  as  it  rolled  back,  but 
dense  and  thick  as  it  was,  it  parted  like  a  pine 
log  under  the  woodman*6  axe,  as  two  tall  strong 
figures  clove  their  way  rapidly  through  the  press. 
On  they  came,  shoulder  to  shoulder,  though  they 
had  never  stood  so  before :  together  they  burst 
through  into  the  open  space,  and  stood  a  moment 
there — ^Indian  chief  and  pale-face,  each  come  to 
SQOcour  and  save. 

The  store  entrance  was  open,  and  lighted  by 
the  flames,  which  flared  up  through  a  trap-door, 
that  had  fallen  in  upon  the  flames  below.  Dickon 
— ^for  the  pale-face  was  he — saw  the  brothers 
rolling  along  the  floor  something  that  seemed  to 
be  a  heavy  barrel.  Without  a  minute's  hesitation, 
and  without  heeding  the  cries  of  "  The  powder ! 
yon  will  be  blown  up  I  beware  the  gunpowder  I  '* 
Dickon  leaped  across  the  fiery  gulf,  and  with 
^  gigantic  strength  doubled  by  the  energy  of 
ezdtement,  he  raised  the  heavy  barrel  in  his  arms, 
and  without  asking  a  question,  hurled  it  into  the 
street.  It  struck  the  muddy  ground,  bounded, 
and  splitting  open,  the  shining  black  grains, — 
that  had  threatened  a  moment  before  to  blow  to 
atoms  a  whole  crowd  of  human  beings — were 
poured  out  upon  the  wet  ground,  and  rendered 
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harmless  by  a  torrent  of  water,  which  the  by- 
standers poured  upon  them,  with  hands  that 
trembled  at  the  risk  they  ran. 

**  Jump,  Master  Edgar — Jump,  Master  Harold," 
cried  Dickon,  whose  only  fear  was  for  them. 

"  Wait  one  minute,  Dickon,  one  second, 
brother,"  cried  Edgar ;  ^'let  us  save  the  poor  man 
at  least  something."  He  darted  back  to  the  other 
end  of  the  store,  which  the  fire  had  already  reached, 
and  came  back  bearing  a  small  iron  box,  punted 
of  a  dark  green  colour. 

**  I  was  almost  too  late.  Now,  Dickon,  throw 
this  after  the  barrel — take  care,  the  rings  are  hot 
already,"  shouted  Edgar. 

But  had  they  been  red  with  heat,  Dickon  had 
seized  them  as  willingly,  and  at  his  young  master's 
bidding,  would  have  hurled  them  as  steadily, 
though  his  hands  had  stuck  to  the  burning  metal. 

"  Now,  Master  Edgar,  jump,"  he  cried  again, 
as  he  flung  the  heavy  box  to  the  other  side  of  the 
street.  "  Now,  Captain  Harold,  lead  the  way,"  he 
added,  somewhat  assured  of  the  safety  of  those  who 
were  more  precious  to  him  than  life  and  limb. 

Dickon  followed  last,  and  it  was  time,  for  the 
store  was  now  on  fire  at  both  ends,  and  between 
the  crevices  of  the  cracking  floor,  spouted  here  and 
there,  tall  jets  of  flame.  They  had  scarcely  stood  a 
minute  in  the  street  when  the  whole  floor  felL  It  ^ 
seemed  for  a  moment  to  smother  the  flames,  and 
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then  wilh  new  vigour  and  fmy  they  burst  out  into 
one  huge  bkze,  that  seemed  to  envelop  the  whole 
interior. 

While  the  scene  that  has  been  described  was 
passing  below,  Dickon's  companion  had  been  not 
less  active.  Just  as  he  reached  the  foot  of  the 
ladder,  he  heard  a  cry  from  the  window  above, 
and  the  storekeeper  appeared,  holding  clasped  in 
Ins  arms,  a  figure  dressed  in  white.  The  smoke 
that  poured  from  the  window  showed  that  he  had 
bnt  little  time  to  spare. 

He  clutched  frantically  at  the  ladder,  but  it 
was  too  far  removed  from  the  window  for  him 
to  reach  it  He  gave  one  look  of  despair  on  his 
daoghter,  who  clung  convulsively  to  his  breast, 
and  measured  for  an  instant  the  desperate  leap 
he  had  taken  before.  He  stretched  out  one  arm 
to  its  fall  length,  and  claspitig  the  slight  form  of 
his  daughter  more  firmly  with  the  other,  he  pre- 
pared for  the  fatal  spring,  when  the  deep  voice  of 
the  Indian  chief,  who  had  sprung  up  the  ladder, 
and  now  reached  out  his  helping  hand,  called  to 
himto8top» 

•«  Hold  I "  he  cried,  in  English.     "  Give  me  the 

There  was  no  time  for  the  unhappy  father  to 
reflect  or  hesitate.  Clinging  with  one  hand  to  the 
iron  hinges  of  the  broken  window-frame,  he  leaned 
forward  as  far  as  he  could.  The  Indian,  too,  hold- 
ing to  the  ladder  by  one  hand  and  foot,  leaned 
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towards  the  wall,  and  with  one  powerful  hand 
grasped  the  girl's  arm.  In  an  agony  of  suspense, 
when  a  second  seems  an  hour,  the  father  saw  lus 
child  suspended  an  instant  in  the  nervous  hold  of 
the  Indian ;  then,  as  if  her  weight  had  been  no 
more  than  that  of  an  infant,  he  swung  himself 
lightly  round,  and  holding  her  more  carefully  and 
gently,  began  to  descend  the  ladder. 

Loud  huzzas  were  heard  on  all  sides  as  he 
reached  the  ground,  at  the  same  time  that  the 
brothers  and  Dickon  leaped  into  the  street. 

But  the  father,  now  that  his  daughter  was  in 
safety,  now  that  the  fearful  spur  of  terror  on  her 
account  was  removed,  stood  trembling  on  the  ledge 
of  the  window,  shaking  in  every  limb,  and  in  spite 
of  the  ruddy  glare  of  the  fire,  his  face  was  blanched 
with  fear,  that  had  resumed  its  sway  over  him. 

"Help!  helpl"  he  cried;  "neighbours,  will 
you  see  a  man  die  before  your  eyes?**  and 
clung  still  more  tightly  to  his  hold,  while  the  fire 
from  below,  having  caught  the  inflammable  con- 
tents of  his  store,  threatened  to  scorch  him  to 
ashes  where  he  stood. 

"  Jump — jump !  You  have  done  it  once  I"  cried 
the  crowd.  But  presence  of  mind,  nerve,  courage, 
seemed  all  to  have  failed  at  last. 

"  Save,  oh  save  my  father ! "  cried  the  girl  to 
the  Indian,  as  he  carefully  enveloped  in  a  blanket 
her  trembling  form.  The  Indian  turned  to  obey, 
but  his  companion  Dickon  was  before  him. 
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"  I  must  have  a  try  to  help  the  old  man,"  he 
cried,  as  he  sprang  up  the  ladder,  ^^  though,  if  he 
were  a  man,  he  could  jump  that  distance.'* 

He  leaned  from  the  ladder  as  the  Indian  had 
(lone,  bat  was  unable  to  reach  the  shaking  figure 
that  dung  convulsively  to  his  hold. 

''  Stretch  out  thy  hand,  man,''  cried  Dickon, 
^'  and  pluck  up  a  bit  of  spirit'' 

The  terrified  storekeeper  tremblingly  obeyed. 
Dickon  managed  to  reach  his  shaking  wrist,  but 
in  the  obstinacy  of  his  blind  fear,  he  still  convul- 
sively, and  perhaps  unconsciously,  clung  to  the 
broken  frame  of  the  window. 

'^  Let  go,  man !  let  go  I  I  can*t  hold  on  much 
longer,"  cried  Dickon.  A  spout  of  flame  efiected 
what  no  persuasion  could  have  produced,  and  the 
storekeeper  loosed  his  hold,  starting  back  and 
falling  with  a. jerk,  that  would  have  torn  hands 
less  powerful  than  Dickon's  from  their  hold. 

"  Now  we  are  right,*'  said  he,  as  he  twined  his  tall 
body  round  on  the  ladder.  Holding  the  struggling 
form  of  the  storekeeper  suspended  by  one  hand, 
he  reached  the  ground  in  safety,  but  terror  and 
anxiety  had  done  their  work,  and  his  burden  was 
senseless. 

"Father!  father  1"  cried  a  low  sweet  voice  in 
his  ears,  and  a  soft  gentle  hand  parted  the  thin 
grey  hadrs  from  his  temples ;  "  we  are  saved." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

TBX  START  FOB  TBB  GOLD  Mimn,  AKD  THB  OUTFIT— FAITBFUL  FOI. 
LOWBBS — DICKON  AHD  KAVACKA — TBB  BLACK  CHABGBBS — THE 
IHDIAff  OBIEF. 

The  first  grey  beams  of  dawn  had  hardly  begun 
to  dart  across  the  bay,  before  a  group,  which  had 
passed  the  night  in  calm  slumber  on  the  fore-deck  of 
the  Golden  Dart,  began  one  by  one  to  rise  from 
the  simple  couch  of  a  blanket,  on  which  each  had 
reposed. 

Dickon  was  the  first  to  move,  and  he  had 
scarcely  stretched  his  tall  form,  before  the  brothers 
were  on  their  feet  at  his  side.  They  had  a  busy 
day  before  them;  the  events  of  the  preceding 
night  had  somewhat  deranged  their  plans.  The 
alarming  extent  of  the  fire,  which  had  burnt  down 
half  the  street,  and  had  only  been  arrested  on 
reaching  a  row  of  houses  built  of  adobe  or  un- 
bumt  brick,  prevented  them  from  expecting  any 
assistance  from  the  storekeeper. 

They  were,  then,  greatly  surprised  when  K^- 
nacka,  who  had  slept  below,  informed  them,  while 
they  were  preparing  to  partake  of  an  early  and 
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simple  meal,  that  Massa  Snap  was  waiting  on  the 
quay  to  speak  with  them. 

Both  Edgar  and  Harold  rose  at  once,  as  they 
were  anxions  to  learn  more  of  the  condition  of 
lather  and  daughter,  whom  they  had  left  under 
the  care  of  a  fellow-countryman  and  acquaintance, 
who  had  offered  them  the  shelter  of  his  roof. 

They  found  him  pacing  to  and  fro  on  the  wharf, 
and  when  he  saw  them  approach,  he  came  towards 
them  holding  out  his  hand,  but  without  speaking. 

The  pallor  and  convulsive  twitching  of  his  face 
showed  how  much  he  was  affected. 

^  Jonathan  Snap,  youngsters,  is  a  man  of  few 
words/'  he  began,  after  he  had  answered  their 
inquiries  by  assuring  them  that  he  and  his  daugb- 
ter  had  suffered  no  bodily  injuries,  and  were  well 
received  by  their  countryman.  **  His  words  are 
few,  but  his  heart  is  not  so  cold  as  people  think. 
He  has  to  thank  you  for  twice  saving  his  life,  and 
saving  him  from  beggary  besides ;  so  all  I  have  to 
say  is,  half  the  contents  of  the  iron  box  is  yours.'' 

The  brothers  coloured  at  the  thought  of  being 
rewarded  for  their  action,  but  entering  into  the 
trader's  feeling,  they  united  in  kindly  and  firmly 
declining  his  well-meant  proposal  They  said 
that  they  had  now  changed  their  plans  of  crossing 
the  bay  by  water,  and  intended  to  proceed  round 
by  way  of  San  Jos^  and  the  Joakim  Valley. 

The  trader  seemed  hurt  at  first,  at  his  proposal 
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being  refused,  but  the  kind  feeling  of  the  brothers, 
and  their  request  that  he  would  name  some  ac- 
quiuntance  who  might  become  a  purchaser  of 
their  superfluities,  seemed  to  console  him. 

**  That  I  will,  youngsters,  and  I  reckon  you 
will  not  have  a  bad  bargain."  Harold  smiled  at 
Edgar,  but  made  no  remark,  as  Mr.  Snap  pro- 
ceeded to  say  that  his  friend  should  come  in  the 
course  of  an  hour.  "  But  I  have  yet  a  question 
to  ask  you,  youngsters,  and  that  is,  which  of  you 
was  able  to  hand  a  man  of  my  inches  down  that 
ladder,  when  the  fire  was  roaring  in  my  ears  lilce 
ten  thousand  furnaces  ? '' 

"  Neither,*'  said  Harold,  that  was  our  companion 
Dickon  yonder,  who  is  big  enough  to  carry  half-a- 
dozen  of  us.'* 

Mr.  Snap  went  on  board  and  shook  hands 
warmly  with  the  good-natured  young  giant,  whose 
first  inquiries  were  for  the  Indian  chief.  **  Though 
I  thought  he  was  an  Englishman  from  the  way  he 
spoke,*'  added  Dickon,  *'  when  we  were  pushing 
on  together.*' 

Mr.  Snap's  face  wore  a  puzzled  air  as  he  replied, 
*'  I  asked  everywhere,  and  sent  everywhere,  but 
could  get  rightly  no  tidings,  as  no  one  saw  him 
after." 

For  some  reason  or  other,  however,  he  seemed 
disinclined  to  pursue  the  subject,  as  he  added 
somewhat  abruptly,  and  Dickon  thought  ungrate- 
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foUj,  '*  Perhaps  he  has  gone  back  to  his  tribe,  for 
it  is  not  often  we  see  such  as  him  in  Francisco. 
Howsomever,  I  'say  this,  that  you  may  count 
all  of  you  upon  Jonathan  Snap  as  a  friend,  and 
though  his  claws  be  cut  short,  thanks  to  you  and 
the  iron  box,  the  roots  is  left  yet." 

''In  an  hour,  then,  we  shall  expect  your  friend, 
Mr.  Snap."* 

*'  Sooner,  Mr.  Edgar,  as  I  hear  you  are  called ; 
bat  you  mean  to  locate  here  longer  than  that,  I 
guess?"  he  added  with  a  look  of  concern. 

The  brothers  smiled  and  shook  their  heads. 

**  Oh,  no  I  I  shall  have  one  more  shake  of  the 
hand,  strangers,  before  you  leave,  I  reckon ;  or  I 
shall  feel  uncommon  contrariated." 

Mr.  Snap  hurried  off,  muttering  to  himself  as  he 
went;  for  the  refusal  of  all  recompense  b}'  his 
young  preservers,  though  he  began  to  understand 
their  high  feelings,  was  unexpected ;  and  while  he 
was  determined  to  prove  his  own  gratitude,  he  saw 
that  they  would  decline  all  direct  pecuniary  assist- 
ance at  his  hands. 

The  brothers  were  impatient  to  be  on  the  move. 
The  excitement  of  the  previous  night  had  created 
an  uneasy  longing  for  exertion,  which  every  hour's 
delay  increased. 

According  to  promise,  Mr.  Snap's  friend  came, 
and  after  examining  carefully  and  even  minutely 
the  effects  they  wished  to  dispose  of,  offered  them 
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a  price  that  far  exceeded  their  expectations,  saying 
*'  that  the  fire  had  caused  the  value  of  such  artides, 
already  exorbitant,  to  rise  even  higher." 

The  bargain  was  soon  concluded,  and  while 
shaking  hands  with  the  purchaser,  in  the  American 
fashion,  they  saw  with  satis&ction  the  Mexican 
vaquero  ride  up  with  two  pack-horses,  and  besides, 
two  magnificent  animals  fully  caparisoned  after  the 
fashion  of  the  country. 

They  bore  heavy,  unwieldy-looking  saddles,  very 
high  behind,  so  as  to  afford  a  support  to  the  back, 
while  the  pommels  rose  to  a  peak,  presenting  a 
firm,  comfortable  seat,  whicli  only  those  who  have 
experienced  their  good  qualities  in  a  ride  of  a 
thousand  miles  or  so  can  properly  appreciate. 
The  stirrups  were  of  some  dark  wood,  plainly 
carved,  broad,  and  offering  a  good  support  to  the 
feet;  while  bits  of  tremendous  power,  bridles 
ornamented  with  plates  of  silver  and  the  never 
failing  lariat  of  tough  hide,  with  a  running  noosei 
attached  to  the  pommel,  completed  the  equip* 
ment. 

The  eyes  of  the  young  men  sparkled  as  they 
sprang  ashore,  and  walking  round  the  beautifully 
formed  animals,  they  examined  with  unrestndned 
pleasure  and  admiration  the  perfection  of  their 
points.  The  creatures  seemed  to  know  that  they 
were  being  admired,  for  they  tossed  their  proud 
heads,  glanced  round  with  their  fiery-looking  cyea^ 
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shook  their  long  sUkj  manes,  and  pawed  the 
ground  in  fretful  impatience. 

Their  coats  of  glossj  black  shone  bright  in  the 
morning  sun,  and  their  broad  red  nostrils  snuffed 
the  pure  air  with  an  eagerness  that  the  brothers 
felt  to  increase  every  moment,  their  own. 

^  How  is  this,  though,  Sefior  ?  "  asked  Edgar, 
retoming  the  low  bow  of  the  Mexican  vaquero ; 
"we  have  four  horses  instead  of  two,  which  we 
bargained  for  with  the  Intendant  ?  " 

The  question  was  answered  by  the  storekeeper, 
who  had,  unnoticed,  been  watching  the  scene  at  a 
distance,  and  now  came  forward  with  a  female 
figure,  closely  veiled,  leaning  on  his  arm. 

"The  business  is  this  way,  Mr.  Edgar.  Wo- 
man's wit  beats  our'n.  I  was  obligated  to  you, 
and  you  would  not  let  me  prove  it,  or  take  my 
offers  of  helping  you.  Dam  it,  I  was  sorrowful  like. 
Bat  Pauline,  that's  my  daughter,  has  put  me  on 
the  right  trail,  I  guess,  and  says  she,  the  young 
gentlemen  will  not  refuse  a  grateful  daughter. 
But  she  would  come  herself,  and  so,  strangers,  this 
is  Pauline." 

The  young  girl  lifted  a  thick  veil  that  had 
hitherto  obscured  her  features. 

"  Come,  Edgar,  you  are  captain  to-day,"  whis- 
pered Harold,  as  he  managed  to  put  his  brother 
slightly  in  advance- 
But  when  the  veil  was  rdsed,  and  disclosed  the 
I8 
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soft  delicate  features  of  the  storekeeper's  daughter, 
pale,  and  agitated  with  what  she  had  so  lately 
suffered,  the  brothers  felt  their  hearts  melt,  and 
with  the  frank  sympathy  of  youth  they  took  the 
hands  that  she  held  out  to  them.  The  blush 
mantled  in  her  pale  cheeks,  and  the  tears  filled  her 
soft  dove-like  eyes,  as  she  stanmiered  out  her 
thanks. 

Both  Edgar  and  Harold  felt  their  own  moisten, 
while  their  hearts  told  them  that  there  was  nothing 
that  they  would  shrink  from  on  behalf  of  the  fair 
young  girl  who  stood  trembling  beside  them. 

"You  will  not  pain  me — I  mean,  my  Seither, 
gentlemen,"  she  began  in  a  gentle  pleading  tone, 
"  by  refusing  a  grateful  daughter  the  opportunity 
of  showing  that  your  generous  devotion  will  never, 
never  be  forgotten  ?  " 

It  was  the  turn  of  the  brothers,  now,  to  feel 
embarrassed. 

They  stammered  out  the  words  "  munificence — 
unworthy  of  such  a  gift ! "  and  felt  relieved  when 
the  storekeeper  turned  round,  and  drawing  his 
hand  across  his  eye,  rapidly  said, — 

"  Well,  the  matter  is  concluded,  then,  I  guess. 
Pauline,  these  are  Mr.  Harold  and  Mr.  Edgar; 
those  is  their  names ;  at  least,  I  don't  know  of  any 
other  that  they  are  called  by." 

"  I  shall  not  forget,  father ;  "  and  then,  with  a 
blush  at  her  own  eagerness,  she  added,  '*  But  I 
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miiBt  not  forget  either  that  I  owe  deep  thanks  to 
your  brave  follower  t6o,  gentlemen/' 

But  Dickon  had  found  something  that  required 
particular  attention  on  the  other  side  of  one  of  the 
pack-horses,  which  he  was  busily  loading,  and  his 
honest  open  face  was  the  colour  of  a  cactus  as  the 
girl  threw  her  yeil  still  further  back,  and  without 
any  of  the  embarrassment  she  had  manifested  in 
addressing  the  brothers,  she  took  his  broad  hand 
and  pressed  it  between  her  own. 

But  the  quick  perception  of  her  sex  had  told 
her  instantly  that  the  youths  were  not  what  they 
seemed.  Their  bearing,  their  language,  the  tones 
of  their  voice,  their  personal  appearance,  were  all  of 
different  character  to  that  of  the  persons  whom 
she  had  been  accustomed  to  meet. 

Many  causes,  then,  combined  to  increase  the 
agitation  natural  to  her  position ;  but  to  Dickon, 
with  the  artless  freedom  of  an  untutored  American 
girl,  she  expressed  her  thanks  with  a  warmth  that 
seemed  to  relieve  her,  and  when  she  again  shook 
hands  and  bid  him  farewell,  she  left  in  his  awkward 
grasp  a  large  handsome  hunting-knife. 

The  poor  fellow,  who  had  never  once  opened 
his  mouth,  bethought  himself  that  he  ought  at 
least  to  get  out  a  thank ;  but  when  he  raised  his 
eyes,  which  had  been  staring  in  confusion  at  the 
hooks  and  corkscrews,  the  bright  blades,  the 
lancets  and  picks  with  which  the  knife  was  fur- 
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Dished,  she  was  gone,  and,  linking  ber  ann  in  her 
father's,  she  said,  in  her  soft  gentle  voice, — 

<<We  must  not  detain  the  gentlemen  longer, 
father ;  perhaps  we  have  trespassed  on  their  time 
too  much.'' 

**  Thou  art  right,  gal,"  replied  Mr.  Snap,  who 
had  recovered  his  usual  manner,  now  that  his 
inside,  as  he  expressed  himself,  was  satisfied. 
'^The  sun  is  getting  hot;  so,  shake  hands  all 
round.  £  wish,  youngsters,  I  could  ha'  mounted 
the  whole  tote  beside  the  traps,  but  bosses  werVt 
to  be  had  for  love  or  money." 

Pauline  gave  his  arm  a  squeeze,  and  whispered 
something  that  he  only  heard. 

"  Well,  gal,  we'll  say  no  more  on 't.  We  shall 
meet  again,  though,  strangers,  somehow,  I  guess ; 
for  soonest  mended,  best  mended;  and  I  opini- 
ate  at  the  diggins  one  may  drive  a  roaring  trade. 
And  if  it  were  not  for  Pauline,  there 's  no  know- 
ing that  Jonathan  Snap  might  not  take  a  turn  up 
the  Sacramenta" 

The  brothers  stood  looking  after  the  store- 
keeper and  his  daughter,  as  they  returned  to  the 
town.  The  father  repeatedly  turned  and  nodded, 
but  his  daughter  never  once  turned  her  head, 
though  they  thought  that  they  saw  for  a  moment 
&  small  white  handkerchief  agitated;  but  their 
notice  was  taken  off  by  Dickon,  who  pointed, 
with  the  glittering  silver-mounted  knife  which  he 
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Still  held  in  his  hand,  in  the  direction  of  a  tall 
yonng  Indian,  attired  half  in  Mexican  costume, 
half  in  his  native  equipments,  who  leaned  motion* 
lefis  against  one  of  the  wharf-posts. 

''That  is  the  Indian,  Master  Harold.  Shall 
I  go  and  speak  to  him  ?"  but  before  Dickon  could 
step  forward  he  had  suddenly  started,  and  walked 
noiselessly  and  rapidly  away.  He  seemed  to  give 
one  quick  glance  over  his  shoulder,  in  the  direc- 
tion which  the  storekeeper  had  taken.  The  bro- 
thers turned  to  look  in  the  same  direction.  Both 
father  and  daughter  were  just  turning  a  distant 
comer,  and  again  they  thought  they  distinguished 
something  white  flutter  a  moment  as  they  dis~ 
appeared. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

HALT  IK  THB  PRAIBIB — ^BBKDBZTOVS  OF  HORSS-TBIETn — A.  MIXKUI 
CABALLADA — ^THB  ATTACK — BBLP  Of  TDCB  OV  KniV— TSB  BOtl- 
QADB's  BBOAPB — BIOBT-BBOAXPMEBT. 

The  short  space  of  a  few  hours  had  effected  a  great 
change  in  the  crowd  of  adventurers  whom  the 
Golden  Dart  had  borne  so  gallantly  into  the  Bay 
of  San  Francisco.  As  the  sun  sank  beneath  the 
gilded  waves  of  the  Pacific,  he  left  them  thronged 
together  within  the  narrow  limits  of  the  good 
ship ;  while  he  slept,  the  bonds  that  had  tied  them 
together  were  severed,  and  his  rising  beams  shone 
upon  them  scattered  or  scattering  in  every  direc- 
tion, some  north,  some  south,  some  east, — ^like  the 
bees,  who,  when  the  bee-hunter  lifts  his  glass, 
which  has  covered  the  inmates  of  a  dozen  dif- 
ferent hives,  dart  off,  each  on  his  own  path,  perhaps 
each  on  a  different  one.  Some  went  on  their 
way  rejoicing,  full  of  hope  and  courage ;  others 
were  lamenting  their  prospects,  clouded  at  the 
outset  by  a  calamity  against  which  they  stoutly 
contended,  or  under  which  perhaps  they  feebly 
bent.  When  again  the  level  beams  of  the  declining 
sun  struggled  amid  the  mountain-tops  of  the 
coast  range,  they  shone  upon  a  weary  group  that 
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toSed  slowly  among  the  luxuriant  grasses  and 
tough  stalks  of  w3d  oats  that  covered  the  plains  of 
Santa  Clara. 

Here  and  there  clumps  of  the  evergreen  oak 
diversiBed  the  green  monotony  of  the  plain,  which 
the  winter  rdns  had  covered  with  a  rapidly  grow- 
ing and  dense  vegetation,  that  in  some  places 
invaded  and  hid  the  not-much-frequented  road. 

It  was  to  the  inviting  shade  of  one  of  these 
damps  that  a  party  of  three  horsemen  directed 
their  course,  while  a  fourth  rode  on  to  reconnoitre 
a  long  low  range  of  building  which  lay  some  dis- 
tance beyond,  half  hidden  by  another  clump  of 
oaks. 

The  three  horsemen  were  the  brothers  and 
faithful  Dickon,  whose  fortunes  the  course  of  this 
narrative  intends  to  follow.  The  fourth  was  their 
guide,  the  Sandwich  islander,  who  had  led  them 
without  a  falter  through  the  thickets  and  sandy 
plains  of  San  Fracisco,  through  the  silent  streets 
of  the  Pueblo  of  Santa  Clara,  and  over  the  plsdns 
of  mustard  and  wild  oats  which  lay  beyond,  to  the 
spot  where  they  were  now  seeking  repose  and 
shelter.  He  was  gone  forwai*d  to  examine  the 
building,  which  he  had  stated  to  be  the  Mission  of 
Santa  Clara,  and  in  some  part  of  which  he  pro- 
posed that  they  should,  if  his  investigation  should 
prove  satisfactory,  pass  the  night 
Meanwhile  the  brothers  dismounted,  and  after 
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men  and  horses  had  quenched  their  thirst  at  a 
small  clear  pond,  using  the  long  lariat,  or  lasso,  as 
a  halter  for  their  tired  horses,  they  fastened  them 
to  the  trunks  of  the  trees,  and  while  Dickon 
opened  part  of  their  stores,  thej  stretched  them* 
selves  upon  the  soft  grass. 

Though  two  of  their  horses  had  at  first  been 
intended  for  carrying  their  baggage,  they  found 
that  their  progress  was  so  slow,  while  any  of  the 
party  proceeded  on  foot,  that  they  had  purchased 
a  couple  of  stout  mules  at  a  rancho  as  they  came 
along,  and  transferring  the  packs  to  them,  and 
equipping  the  really  stout  and  serviceable  horses 
with  saddles,  they  had  pricked  along  at  such  good 
speed,  that  now  some  two-score  miles  and  more 
lay  between  them  and  San  Francisco. 

They  found  that  Mr.  Snap  had  not  confined  his 
good  offices  to  supplying  them  with  their  splendid 
steeds,  whose  good  qualities  had  been  fairly  tested 
and  as  highly  approved  of  in  the  course  of  the 
day:  provisions,  eatable  and  drinkable,  in  ample 
store,  joined  with  useful  and  simple  apparatus  for 
preparing  their  food ;  a  bale  of  trinkets  of  all  kinds 
likely  to  attract  Indian  fancy,  wrapped  in  not  less 
attractive  cloth  of  gaudy  red ;  case  bottles,  that 
could  be  suspended  to  their  belts;  Indian  mocas- 
sins, and  huge  broad  straw  hats,  whose  comfort 
the  broiling  heat  of  the  day  had  satisfactorily 
tested,  were  found  among  the  packs  provided. 
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They  conjectured,  and  thej  might  not  have  been  far 
wrongs  that  a  female  hand  had  placed  among  the 
varied  selection  two  dark  morocco  cases,  one  filled 
with  all  the  necessaries  of  the  toilette,  and  means 
of  keeping  their  habiliments  in  repair,  the  other 
with  writing  materials.  The  brothers  smiled  as 
Dickon  handed  these  cases  to  them,  while  they 
reclined  at  full  length  under  the  thick  branches  of 
the  oaks. 

'*We  did  not  mean  to  carry  this  refinement 
into  the  wilderness,  Edgar,**  said  Harold,  as  they 
examined  the  plain,  simple,  but  useful  contents  of 
one  of  the  cases. 

"It  was  thoughtful,  though,  of  the  person  who 
pat  them  there,  or  suggested  that  they  should  be 
BO  pkced.  But  what  think  you,  Harold  ?  Was  it 
not  foi^etful  to  omit  these  in  our  supplies  ?" 

As  he  spoke  he  opened  the  other  case,  contain- 
ing a  plentiful  supply  of  writing  materials  of  all 
kinds. 

"You  have  met  with  good  friends.  Captains,** 
sud  Dickon,  '^  as  was  right  proper  and  natural  to 
your  name." 

"Aye;  Dickon,**  interrupted  Harold,  "but  it 
wasjuot  always  so  in  the  old  country.** 

"  Call  it  not  the  old  country,  like  an  American, 
Harold,  but  call  it  home ;  I  shall  ever  think  of  it 
as  such,**  said  Edgar,  "though  I  should  not  do 
right  to  complain  of  so  fair  a  land  as  this.** 
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His  companions  imitated  him  in  casting  their 
eyes  over  the  rolling  plain^  where  the  earth  seemed 
in  generous  richness  to  offer  plenty,  and  crave 
reapers  for  the  spontaneous  harvest  she  would 
t^oice  to  afford.  They  did  not  speak  for  some 
time,  and  the  silence  was  only  broken  By  the 
return  of  their  guide,  who  had  quietly  approached 
within  some  score  yards  unobserved. 

"  You  no  keep  watch,  eh  ? "  he  cried,  in  a 
voice  not  too  elevated,  but  sufficiently  so  to  reach 
them  in  the  stillness  that  reigned  aroimd. 

"  Why  for  you  no  keep  ears  open  in  plain,  eh ! 
Captain  Edgar?  must  place  one  watch — others 
talkee,  or  else  lie  sleep — hunter  fashion/' 

*'  "Why,  Kanacka,''  replied  Edgar,  who,  as  he 
held,  according  to  their  half  serious,  half  joking 
arrangement,  the  command  of  the  party,  felt  the 
responsibility  to  rest  with  him,  "  all  was  so  quiet 
and  still,  that  we  did  not  keep  watch,  and  to  say 
the  truth,  our  eyes  were  fixed  upon  a  dark  moving 
mass,  which  at  the  moment  crossed  the  brow  of 
the  hill  yonder,  and  it  has  either  disappeared  in 
the  hollow,  or  it  is  getting  too  dusk  to  distinguish 
them  any  longer." 

'*  Where ?  where?  "  asked  the  guide  earnestly, 
**me  no  see  nothing.^'  His  dark  piercing  eye 
roved  round,  and  examined  every  point  of  the 
darkening  horizon;  he  stretched  forward  on  his 
horse,  from  which  he  did  not  appear  inclined  to 
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dismotinty  and  listened  with  an  attention  that 
seemed  to  absorb  his  everj  faculty.  His  eyes 
were  fixed  upon  the  point  where  the  dark  moving 
object  had  been  seen,  and  he  raised  his  band  to 
beg  for  silence.  Suddenly,  without  the  slightest 
noise,  he  slipped  almost  unobserved  from  his  sad* 
die,  and,  applying  his  ear  to  the  ground,  said  in 
a  low  whisper,  **  Me  tink  me  hear  bosses'  feet*' 

"  What  if  you  do,  Kanacka?  why  are  you  more 
uneasy  now  ?  We  have  seen  more  than  one  party 
of  horsemen  to-day,  and  they  were  all  very  civil 
It  was  perhaps  not  right  of  us  to  lie  idle  and  in- 
different here,  while  you  rode  forward  alone — ^but 
there  was  surely  no  danger?  *' 

"  Danger,  eh !  DonH  know — keep  eye  open 
now, — ^help  Dickon  to  put  all  traps  in  case,  and 
load  mules,  and  get  bosses  ready  for  start."  All 
immediately  began  to  assist  in  preparing  the  horses. 

*^  I  am  not  quite  satisfied,  Harold,  that  one  of 
Q8  did  not  accompany  Kanacka ;  the  poor  fellow 
has  been  frightened  by  some  puma,  perhaps,  for  I 
hear  the  coyotes  begin  to  howl ; ''  said  Edgar,  as 
he  girded  up  his  horse. 

'^  Why,  his  horse  was  the  freshest,  Edgar,  and 
he  rides  the  lightest  weight;  we  had  breathed 
oun  too  freely  in  trying  their  speed  at  starting,  I 
fear,  but  we  are  all  the  better  prepared  for  our 
short  rest.  Let  us  ask  him  particularly  as  to  what 
he  has  seen,  or  heard." 
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Elanacka  had,  with  Dickoa's  willing  idd,  suc- 
ceeded in  replacing  the  traps  and  reloading  the 
mules  in  much  shorter  time  than  they  had  taken 
to  relieve  them.  He  did  not  wait  for  Edgar  to 
question  him,  but  while  helping  to  coil  up  his 
lariat  in  the  proper  method,  and  attach  it  to  the 
pommel  of  the  saddle,  he  said,  ''  Must  look  to 
rifle  and  pistols  before  mount,  Cap'n  Edga;  we 
no  stop  at  Mission,  eh  ?  not  good — go  on  to  Pueblo 
San  Josfi." 

"  Why  change  our  plans  ?  and  how  much  further 
must  we  ride?  "  asked  Edgar. 

"  How  much?  Kanacka'tink,  not  far — one — two 
leagues,  he  tink  maybe  not  so  much — bosses  now 
fresh  and  cool — Mission  him  not  .good,  go  round 
by  de  phdn.'* 

"  Then  tell  us  quickly,**  interrupted  Harold, 
^^  all  you  saw;  you  need  not  conceal  anything,  we 
are  not  afraid.^' 

*^  Peraps  Ejinacka  not  hear  well — not  see — ^him 
not  sure ;  else  him  tell  all  at  first — muss  not  be 
'fraid  for  not'ing.'* 

"  Well,  tell  us,  whatever  it  was,"  said  Edgar, 
'^  while  we  examine  our  arms." 

Kanacka's  seeming  hesitation  to  tell  what  he 
had  seen  had  only  proceeded  from  a  reluctance 
to  cause  unnecessary  alarm.  As  he  had  chiefly 
persuaded  the  brothers  to  take  this  route,  he  was 
anxious  that  they  should  not  find  cause  to  repent 
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not  baying  followed  the  more  usuallj  preferred 
road  acroes  the  bay  northwards,  by  way  of  Sausa- 
Utto  and  New  Helvetia.  He,  however,  hesitated 
no  longer,  when  Edgar  requested  him  to  tell  all 
that  he  had  seen  in  the  building  he  had  been  to 
reconnoitre. 

He  proceeded  to  detail  how  he  was  surprised, 
on  approaching  with  some  caution  the  abandoned 
Mission,  which  lay  within  view, — much  further  off 
really  than  it  seemed, — to  see,  picketed  behind  a 
deserted  tumble-down  barn,  a  row  of  horses,  whose 
equipments  and  ornaments  showed  that  their 
owners  were  Indians.  The  bam  had  served  as  a 
granary  in  the  times  of  the  industrious,  and  it  is 
to  be  believed  pious  fathers,  who  had  built  the 
Mission  of  Santa  Clara.  They  were  located  there 
by  the  Mexican  government,  ostensibly  for  the 
purpose  of  converting  the  gentile  Indians,  really 
perhaps  to  form  the  nucleus  of  a  new  settlement, 
when  the  Mission,  with  its  peaceful  occupants, 
bad  merged  into  a  presidio  or  military  post,  with 
its  armed  garrison,  and  the  presidio  in  its  turn 
bad  attracted  under  its  protecting  arm  the  flourish- 
ing  pueblo. 

Eanacka  had  dismounted,  and  tying  his  horse 
out  of  sight  among  some  low  brushwood,  he  had 
crept  along  the  shade  of  the  wall  of  unbumt  brick 
surrounding  the  low  range,  until  he  reached  the 
bam,  which  formed  a  kind  of  wing  to  the  main 
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edifice.  He  looked  through  a  crack  in  the  decaying 
wall,  and  saw  a  group  of  men  sitting  round  the 
dying  embers  of  a  wood  fire,  that  had  been  lighted 
on  the  hard  earthen  floor  of  the  bam* 

Kanacka  was  able  to  hear  distinctly  the  voices, 
though  one  who  seemed  to  command  them  rebuked 
them  whenever  the  conversation  became  too  loud. 
Xhis  voice,  whose  tones  did  not  seem  quite  strange 
to  the  listener's  acute  ears,  spoke  in  a  kind  of 
patois,  half  Indian,  half  Spanish,  and  here  and 
there  Kanacka  was  able  to  pick  up  a  word,  which 
convinced  him  that  their  object  in  coming  thither 
was  hostile  to  some  one. 

The  voice  that  Kanacka  thought  he  had  heard 
before,  repeatedly  seemed  to  mention  aytMr,  cabcUlas, 
'^  water,  horses,"  and  the  guide  believed  he  detected 
more  than  once,  the  words  "  son  trea  no  moi^  "  they 
are  three,  no  more ;  ^  but  distrusting  his  scanty 
knowledge  of  the  language,  he  was  resolved  to 
creep  round  to  the  other  side  of  the  bam,  and  try 
to  get  a  glimpse  of  the  speaker,  and  make  out 
clearly  the  numbers  of  the  inmates.  He  relied 
more  upon  what  he  could  gather  from  their  coun- 
tenances, appearance  and  equipments,  than  on  one 
or  two  words,  disjointed,  and  perhaps  imperfectly 
understood. 

He  glided  among  the  rank  grass,  but  as  soon  as 
his  presence  was  noticed  by  the  horses,  their  in- 
stinct led  them  to  give  notice  to  their  masters  of  a 
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stranger's  presence:  they  stamped,  and  snorted, 
and  neighed  their  loud  warnings.  Kanacka  dreaded 
lest  his  own  horse  should  answer  the  challenge, 
and  was  compelled  to  beat  a  retreat. 

"Now  what  you  t'ink,  Cap'n  Edga?"  he  said, 
on  concluding  his  recital,  ''  1  saw  dere  on  road- 
side a  pond  for  hosses'  drink,  by  de  Mission  dose 
near,  and  you  be  t'ree,  and  Eanacka,  who  no  count, 
ch?  Dey  t'ink  we  go  drink  at  pond,  den  dey 
t'tow  lariat,  pull  'em  off  boss,  and  den,  who 
knows?  What  t'ink,  Cap'n  Harold,  and  Dickon, 
eh?" 

''  Captain  Edgar,  you  must  command  us,"  said 
Harold;  "shall  we  mount  at  once,  and  ride  off? 
they  are  too  many,  from  what  Eanacka  says,  for 
us  to  cope  with;  though  we  are  four  and  not  three, 
80  they,  perhaps,  do  not  wait  for  us." 

Edgar  pointed  with  his  finger,  by  way  of  reply, 
to  what  seemed  a  strong  body  of  horse,  which 
came  tearing  along  the  road,  from  which  they 
tbemselyes  had  diverged. 

Eanacka's  eyes  too  were  fixed  in  the  same 
direction. 

'*Me  know  now,  me  see  all  about  dis.  Dese  be 
free,  not  four,  and  dem  Injins  wait  for  they.  Me 
tlnk  they  be  Don  Manuel  de  Intendant,  and  his 
massa,  and  yaquero." 

"I  don't  know,  Eanacka,"  said  Dickon,  who 
seldom  spoke  at  all,  unless  he  was  asked  a  ques- 
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lion ;  but  the  approach  of  danger  to  his  young 
captains,  as  he  always  called  them  now,  seemed 
to  loosen  his  tongue.  "  If  I  ever  heard  the  tramp 
of  horses'  feet  before,  there  are  nearer  twenty  than 
three  thundering  along  yonder." 

**  You  are  right,  Dickon,"  said  Harold,  pointing 
to  a  group  of  at  least  twenty  horses,  that  now 
galloped  past  them,  near  enough  to  be  distin- 
guished  in  the  twilight,  though  their  furious  speed 
soon  carried  them  out  of  sight.  **  There  are  quite 
twenty  there,  but  only  three  were  mounted,  the 
rest  run  by  the  side  of  the  mounted  ones,  riderless, 
as  a  relay  to  relieve  the  tired  ones.*^ 

"  I  thought  I  made  out  the  three  riders,  Harold, 
and  Eanacka  is  right  in  supposing  them  to  be  our 
Spanish  acquaintances  of  tlie  hotel,"  said  Edgar. 

"Dat  sure,  Cap'n  Edga;  Kanacka  see  him 
buttons,  and  red  faja  round  him  body  of  Senor 
Baregui.  Dat  soon  be  round  Injin  body,  I 
guess." 

"You  don't  think  that  they  will  be  attacked  at 
the  pool,  Kanacka,"  asked  Edgar  hastily. 

"  Me  sure  dem  Injin  rascals  ambush  for  cabal- 
lada;  dey  say  no  more  dan  t*ree,  dis  caballada 
tree.  Dey  stop  at  pool  by  de  Mission  for  hosses' 
drink,  and  change  saddles.  Injin  t'row  lariat, 
p'raps  scalp,  maybe  only  steal  bosses;"  replied 
Kanacka  coolly,  and  apparently  quite  satisfied 
now  that  he  found  that  his  party  was  not  to  be 
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attacked,  he  prepared  to  dismount  with  great 
compoeore. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do,  Kanacka  ?"  cried 
Edgar;  ''shall  we  not  ride  down,  Harold  and 
Dickon,  and  help  that  handsome  young  Spaniard 
who  spoke  and  acted  so  kindly  to  us?** 

''No,  Cap'n  Edgar — no,  Injins  not  know  we 
here.  Dey  steal  hosses,  may  be  scalp  dem  Mexi- 
cans, den  go  to  mountains  wid  hosses  and  plunder. 
Den  we  go  to  Mission, — Injins  leave  all  quiet,  and 
we  safe  for  de  ;night." 

Kanacka*s  philosophy  was  not  comprehensive  ; 
faithful  and  brave  as  he  would  perhaps  have 
shown  himself  in  defence  of  his  own  party,  to 
which  he  had  attached  himself  with  such  apparent 
affection  and  even  devotion,  he  saw  no  reason 
to  lisk  their  lives  in  defence  of  strangers  whom 
they  had  barely  spoken  to.  Dickon,  too,  though 
his  generous  fearless  heart  prompted  him  to  rush 
to  the  assistance  of  those  in  danger,  felt  that  his 
anxiety  for  the  welfare  of  the  two  brothers  called 
loudly  to  him  to  be  prudent 

Harold  alone,  and  at  once,  seconded  Edgar^s 
proposition. 

**  Our  arms  were  prepared  in  our  own  defence, 
brother,  and  let  us  not  withhold  the  assistance  we 
may  be  able  to  render,  lest  it  be  withheld  from  us 
in  retain,  in  our  hotur  of  need.*' 

**  Then,  forward,"  cried  Edgar,  striking  spurs 
into  his  horse. 

VOL.  L  E 
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"  Stop  one  moment,  Cap'n  Edga.  I  follow 
where  you  go,  but  muss  cache  dese  mules  anc 
dese  traps  fuss." 

To  lead  them  into  a  close  thicket  and  fastei 
them  securely  with  strong  lariats  was  the  work  o 
a  few  moments. 

"  Npw  den,  Cap'n  Edga,  lead  round  to  right 
behind  dat  clump  of  trees,  and  we  take  dem  ii 
flank,  as  sodger  say  at  Fort  Edward,"  criec 
Kanacka,  who,  now  that  their  plan  was  onc( 
formed,  prepared  to  second  it  as  well  as  he  wa 
able.  He  looked  to  the  nipple  of  his  rifle,  felt  hi; 
pistols,  loosened  his  knife,  and  all  four  pressed  oi 
at  a  smart  gallop  in  the  direction  the  guide  ha( 
indicated. 

'^  Our  brave  steeds  pluck  up  gallantly,  Edgar, 
cried  Harold,  whose  young  blood  fired  under  th< 
excitement  of  the  moment,  and  quickened  witi 
the  active  bounds  of  his  horse,  as  they  plungec 
through  the  thick  grass,  which,  while  it  impedec 
their  progress,  deadened  the  sound  of  their  horses 
hoofs. 

"Yes,  brother,"  replied  Edgar;  "I  doubl 
whether  they  could  have  mustered  strength  aI^i 
endurance  for  such  a  burst  as  this,  bofbre  wc 
halted;  but  let  Eanacka  go  first.  Harold,  rein 
in  awhile,  and  for  both  our  sakes,  be  prudent." 

"  I  obey.  Captain,"  said  Harold,  with  a  laugh 
that  showed  how  little  he  thought  of  danger; 
**  and  I  set  a  good  example,  which  Dickon  must 
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foQow^  and  so  stow  his  bulky  form  beside  if  he 
will,  but  not  in  front  of  us.'* 

The  guide  had  pressed  on,  and  now  led  the  way 
again  towards  the  road  from  which  they  had 
diverged,  keeping  still  the  clump  of  oak-trees 
between  them  and  the  building  behind  which  the 
moon  was  now  rising. 

"  On !  on,  for  the  love  of  God  P  cried  Edgar, 
as  they  heard  a  cry  of  some  one  in  despair  or 
agony  rise  loud  and  startling  in  the  silence  of  the 
ni^t 

All  four  abreast,  they  plunged  on  at  a  furious 
fipeed,  while  again  the  cry  for  help  rang  loud,  and 
then  stopped  as  if  the  cry  was  suddenly  choked. 

^'  It  comes  from  behind  the  trees.  Bound  them, 
Harold:  you  and  Dickon  to  the  right — I  and 
Eanacka  to  the  left, — pistols,  pistols,  Harold ; 
they  are  handier  than  rifles,"  cried  Edgar,  as  the 
brathers  rode  neck  and  neck. 

They  heard  now  the  loud  whoops  of  triumph, 
then  came  a  pistol  shot — another — then  louder 
jells  filled  the  air. 

"Now,  Harold r  "Now,  Edgar,"  cried  the 
biotheia,  simultaneously,  as  they  separated,  and 
took  each  his  own  side  of  the  dump  of  trees, 
behind  which  the  conflict  appeared  to  rage. 

The  water-hde,  or  pond  formed  by  the  winter 
rains,  lay  in  a  small  hollow,  on  one  sloping  side 
of  which  stood  the  clump  which  had  masked  the 
k2 
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approach  of  the  horsemen,  while  at  some  distanc 
from  the  opposite  brink  stood  another  group  o 
trees  growing  amid  thick  brush-wood,  so  that  th 
pond  laj  between  the  two  clumps.  On  the  ope 
space  on  the  margin  of  the  pond  a  furious  contes 
was  going  forwai^d,  when  the  horsemen  burst  i 
upon  the  scene.  Short  time  had  they  in  the  head 
long  shock  of  the  charge,  for  observation,  but 
glance  was  enough  to  enable  them  to  decide  upo 
the  part  each  was  to  take. 

The  tall  young  Spaniard  whom  they  had  mc 
at  the  hotel  was  on  foot,  and  contending  wit 
fearful  odds,  in  the  shape  of  three  Indian  wamoi 
of  great  stature,  who  with  loud  cries  were  pressin 
on  him.  Whirling  round  glittering  tomahawl 
or  battle-axes,  they  strove  to  beat  down  the  sligl 
sword' that  held  them  at  bay.  The  crimson  streai 
that  flowed  from  two  figures  prostrate  on  tl 
ground,  and  pierced  through  the  breast,  showe 
that  the  young  Spaniard  had  already  used  it  wit 
fatal  effect 

The  stout  muscular  figure  of  the  Intendient 
Baregui  was  still  on  horseback,  but  his  arms  wei 
pinioned  to  his  side  by  the  lariats  of  two  dusk 
figures  who  had  thrown  them  over  his  head  wit 
fatal  precision,  and  now  stood,  either  in  concert  c 
rivalry,  as  to  which  should  have  the  glory  ( 
victory— straining  with  every  muscle  and  pullin 
him  in  contrary  directions.     But  the  well-skillec 
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firmlj-seated  Biscayan  was  not  to  be  so  easily 
UDhorBed ;  plunging  his  huge  spurs  into  his  horse'^s 
flank,  he  would  have  broken  from  their  hold,  had 
not  another  figure,  which  was  the  only  assailant 
that  was  mounted,  thrown  a  lariat  over  the  neck 
of  his  horse.  Tightening  the  strain  with  one 
hand,  he  held  the  animal,  whose  past  experience 
tdd  him^how  useless  it  was  to  resist,  in  complete 
subjection,  while  with  the  other  he  levelled  a  long 
pistol  full  at  the  head  of  the  Intendant.  He  saw 
the  danger,  but  did  not  flinch  or  even  wink  in 
fear. 

But  he  could  not  help  giving  a  low  groan  as  his 
old  companion  Pepe,  the  vaquero,  was  dragged 
along  the  ground  a  bleeding  corpse  by  a  fierce 
Indian,  who  shouted  out  a  whoop  of  defiance  and 
insult  at  every  tug  that  he  gave  the  lariat  in  which 
the  unfortunate  vaquero  was  ensnared.  A  bullet 
fix)m  the  pistol  of  Harold  cut  short  his  yell  of 
trinmph.  The  black  horses  plunged  over  his  falling 
body,  trampling  the  quivering  frame  beneath  his 
hoofs,  as  Harold  on  one  side,  at  the  same  time 
with  Edgar  on  the  other,  made  to  the  rescue  of 
the  gallant  young  Spaniard. 

The  guide  had  singled  out  the  figure  on  horse- 
back as  his  foe,  but,  startled  by  the  sound  of 
Harold's  pistol,  the  horseman  gave  one  look  round 
and  fired  his  pistol  at  Kanacka.  His  bullet  missed, 
sod  by  its  flash  the  guide  had  time  to  catch  one 
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glimpse  of  a  mass  of  jet  black  hair  that  hid  a  full 
half  of  the  horseman's  face. 

E[anacka  immediately  made  at  him,  but  the 
sudden  and  vigorous  reinforcement  of  the  new 
comers  had  soon  changed  the  face  of  afiairs.  The 
horseman  did  not  await  Kanacka's  charge,  but 
turned  his  horse's  head  and  fled. 

The  guide  muttered  a  broken  curse  .upon  his 
cowardly  foe,  and  for  a  second  his  pistol  was 
levelled  at  his  fast-retreating  figure,  but  a  cry 
from  the  half-suffocated  Intendant  attracted  his 
notice,  and  the  next  moment  his  bullet  was  lodged 
in  the  brain  of  the  Indian  nearest  to  him.  The 
savage  fell  without  a  groan,  suddenly  releasing  his 
hold,  and  the  form  of  the  Intendant,  no  longer 
sustained  between  the  two  forces,  swayed  from 
the  saddle  and  fell  heavily  down. 

The  Indian  who  had  been  straining  on  the 
other  side  lost  his  balance,  and  reeled  backwards, 
giving  a  whoop  of  triumph,  but  as  he  was  falling, 
a  strong  hand  seized  his  flowing  scalp-lock :  for 
one  moment  he  swung  in  the  air,  and  the  next  his 
starting  eyes  and  protruding  tongue,  as  his  neck 
struck  the  high  sharp  pommel  of  Dickon's  saddle, 
told  the  death  he  died.  But  Dickon  had  no  time 
for  hesitation.  Flinging  the  lifeless  body  from 
his  grasp,  he  dashed  on  to  the  assistance  of  Edgar, 
who  was  in  no  little  need  of  it ;  for,  choosing  one 
of  the  tallest  of  the  three  Indians  attacking  the 
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I^MUiiard,  he  had  fired  at  him.  The  bullet  merely 
Btruck  the  flashing  tomahawk  from  his  hand,  and 
glanced  o%  wounding  him  in  the  wrist.  Pained 
with  the  smart,  the  Indian  turned  upon  his  youth- 
ful opponent  like  a  wounded  panther.  Wreathing 
his  right  hand  in  the  flowing  mane  of  Edgar's 
horse,  he  sprang  full  at  his  throat  With  a  gripe 
of  steel  his  left  hand  fastened,  with  his  right  he 
exerted  all  his  eflbrts  to  release  his  knife,  but  his 
wound  in  the  wrist  luckily  disabled  him.  The 
grasp  of  his  left  hand  tightened  every  minute,  and 
the  blood  starting  to  Edgar's  eyes  began  to  dim 
his  sight,  when  a  bright  blade  flashed  for  a  second 
before  them,  and  Dickon's  knife,  after  passing 
through  the  Indian's  broad  breast,  almost  severed 
his  clenched  hand  from  the  failing  arm  of  the 
expiring  enemy. 

Edgar  gasped  for  breath,  while  Dickon,  shout- 
ing, '^Kanacka  is  right — ^bowie-knives  for  ever  I'* 
turned  to  seek  another  opponent. 

But  there  were  no  more  left:  Harold  had 
struck  his  enemy  full  on  the  shoulder  with  the 
broad  chest  of  his  noble  steed,  and  seconding  the 
onset  with  a  blow  from  the  butt-end  of  his  pistol, 
had  stretched  him  motionless,  if  not  lifeless,  on 
the  earth,  at  the  same  instant  that  the  reeking 
bkde  of  the  Spaniard  was  passed  through  the  body 
of  his  only  remaining  foe. 

Dickon   had    no    sooner    assured    himself    of 
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Harold'^s  safety  than  he  returned  to  Edgar^  who 
had  now  quite  recovered  from  the  fearful  grip  of 
the  Indian. 

"  But  he  gave  me  a  fearful  twinge,  Dickon," 
said  the  young  warrior ;  *'  when  your  knife  entered 
his  breast,  I  thought  my  neck  was  snapped.** 

^^  Es,  Cap'n  Edga,  dat  de  death-grip.  But  why 
you  no  hab  bowie-knife  in  left  hand  and  pistol  in 
right,  den  charge  ?  Dat  de  'Merican  fashion.** 

But  Edgar  had  not  listened  to  Kanacka's  sug- 
gestions; for  the  young  Spaniard  coming  up, 
warmly  shook  his  hand,  and  thanked  him  for  his 
timely  help.  He  then  expressed  himself  perhaps 
even  more  gratefully  to  Harold ;  and  seeing  the 
brothers  dismount,  he  called  the  Intendant  to  hold 
their  horses.  While  the  Intendant  was  bowing 
and  uttering  a  thousand  thanks  to  the  brothers  and 
their  companions  for  the  opportune  rescue,  Don 
Antonio  turned  to  where  the  vaquero  was  lying. 
He  raised  his  arm,  but  it  fell  heavily. 

'*  Poor    P^pe,"    said    he,    **  he    is    gone,    I 
fear.** 

^^  Aye,  Seiior  Antonio ;  I  knew  when  he  fell 
that  it  was  all  over  with  him;  for  that  cursed 
rascal  Don  Estevan  took  cool  aim,  and,  you  will 
find,  shot  him  through  the  heart — a  favour  he 
meant  to  repeat  in  my  own  case,  but  for  the  help 
of  these  excellent  caballeros.  But,  by  the  help  of 
San  Basilio,  (I  am  called  Manuel  Basilio,  Sefiores,) 
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I  will  pay  the  pillo  lep^ro  In  his  own  coin  the 
next  time  we  meet." 

''  It  is  as  you  say,  Manuel,"  exclaimed  the  young 
man,  tearing  open  Pipe's  waistcoat,  and  pointing 
to  a  small  blue  spot,  which  looked  dark  in  the 
moonlight.  "Poor  P^pe!  we  can  do  nothing 
more  for  him." 

"  Senores,  we  are  masters  of  the  field ;  thanks 
to  you,"  said  Don  Antonio  de  Castro,  taking  each 
of  their  hands  once  more,  as  they  advanced  to  meet 
bim ;  *'  but  we  must  now  again  look  for  our  horses, 
for  I  fear  that  our  caballada  is  scattered,  and  ex- 
cepting the  steed  of  Manuel,  our  good  Intendant, 
we  have  not  a  single  animal  left.'' 

''  I  can  soon  catch  them  again,  Senor  Antonio ; 
as  for  my  own,  Juanito  and  myself  are  old  com- 
panions, and  it  is  not  easy  to  part  us."  The  noble 
animal  seemed  to  comprehend  the  Intendant's 
words,  or  rather  the  caress  he  gave  its  shining 
muzzle,  for  it  whinnied  low  in  reply. 

'  Can  our  party  help  you  in  your  endeavours  ?" 
asked  Edgar ;  "  we  shall  all  feel  pleasure." 

''These  two  gentlemen  might  assist,"  replied 
the  Intendant,  pointing  to  Dickon,  who  still  re- 
mained in  silence  on  horseback,  and  Kanacka,  who 
stood  beside  his  horse's  head;  for  seeing  the 
Indian  whom  Harold  had  felled  with  his  pistol 
move,  E^anacka  could  not  resist  dismounting,  to 
give  him  with  his  knife  "  a  quieting  poke  on  the 
sly,"  as  he  siud,  to  *^  make  quite  sartin." 
k3 
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"You  see,  Senores,"  continued  the  Intendant 
"  that  the  horses  those  caballeros  do  the  honour  t< 
mount  in  such  gallant  style/ once  formed  part  o 
our  caballada.  These  two  noble  blacks,  who 
though  strangers  to  me,  are  most  magnificem 
brutes,  are  not  known  to  our  herd." 

^'  I  fear  the  spirit  of  the  Estampedo  has  seizec 
upon  those  whom  the  thieving  Indians  have 
carried  off,  for  there  were  six  or  seven  more  o 
the  villains  skulking  about,  besides  those  who  li< 
here  never  to  rise  again,"  said  Don  Antonio,  aftei 
he  had  decently  covered  with  his  zarape  the  deac 
body  of  his  follower. 

"If  these  gentlemen  will  help  me,  we  can  try,' 
replied  the  Intendant 

"  Yes,  go,  at  once,"  said  Edgar,  in  answer  to  £ 
look  from  Dickon;  "we  will  keep  good  guar^ 
here  till  you  return." 

In  their  absence  the  brothers  related  to  their  new 
friend — for  they  already  began  to  consider  him  as 
such — the  circumstance  which  led  them  to  his  aidj 
and  in  return  he  gave  them  an  account  of  the  attack. 

As  Kanacka  anticipated,  a  party  of  their  assail- 
ants had  hidden  themselves  among  the  thicket  that 
stood  a  dozen  yards  or  so  from  the  brink  of  the 
pond ;  and  while  they  were  allowing  their  horses 
to  quench  their  thirst,  the  Indians  had  suddenly 
rushed  out,  and  in  an  instant  thrown  their  lariats, 
dragged  down  himself  and  the  vaquero,  and  driven 
off  their  hdrses. 
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"Poor  Pfipel"  Biud  Don  Antonio;  "he  was 
pulled  down,  never  to  rise  again ;  and  it  is,  per- 
haps, to  his  warning  cry  that  I  owed  my  life  at 
the  first  onset :  for  I  had  time,  while  in  the  very 
act  of  being  dragged  from  my  horse,  to  slip  my 
right  hand  from  the  fatal  noose,  draw  my  sword, 
and,  severing  the  cord,  I  stood  on  my  guard; 
though  all  our  efforts,  Sefiores,  would  have  been 
vain,  had  not  our  Lady  sent  you  to  the  rescue." 

"  But  why  was  it  that  you  were  not  able  to 
escape  from  so  simple  an  instrument  of  attack  as 
a  cord  and  a  noose,  Don  Antonio  ?  "  asked  Harold. 

"  Ah !  yon  have  not  seen  a  lariat  thrown  often, 
Sefior  Inglese,  or  you  would  know  that  the  rifle 
itself  is  scarcely  a  more  deadly  weapon.  Our 
assailants,  probably,  were  not  provided  with  fire- 
arais,  and,  I  think,  wished,  for  some  reason  or 
other,  to  capture  us  alive  if  possible.  But  stay, 
you  have  a  lariat  hanging  at  your  saddle-pommel. 
You  shall  witness  its  effect,  though  I  do  not  pre- 
tend to  such  skill  as  my  Intendant,  Don  Manuel, 
may  with  reason  boast  of;  but  watch,  Sefiores,  and 
note  yonder  dark  mass,— 'tis  a  coyote,  attracted 
by  the  scent  of  blood  See,  he  is  stealing  down 
to  the  opposite  brink  of  the  pond." 

As  the  Spaniard  spoke,  he  noiselessly  detached 
the  cord  from  Edgar's  saddle,  which  was  the 
nearest  to  him,  and  advancing  to  the  side  of  the 
pool,  stood  with  his  left  foot  advanced,  and  his 
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body  ligbtlj  balanced^  while  the  right  hand  held 
the  coil  of  rope  ready  for  the  throw. 

All  three  stood  in  silence,  while  the  coyote, 
with  its  belly  almost  touching  the  earth,  crept 
along  the  opposite  margin.  Suddenly  it  raised  its 
sharp  muzzle,  and  snuffed  the  (to  its  hungry  maw) 
gratefully  tainted  breeze. 

The  coils  of  Don  Antonio's  lariat  whirled  for  a 
moment  through  the  lur,  and  the  next,  its  tightened 
pull  dragged  the  struggling  animal  by  the  neck 
through  the  water,  to  the  side  where  they  stood 
watching. 

"  A  pistol,  Senores,  for  one  moment." 

Harold  drew  his  from  his  belt  The  Spaniard 
took  it,  fired,  and  the  animal  ceased  its  struggles 
in  an  instant. 

'*  It  is  the  first  time  I  have  witnessed  the  use 
of  this  terrible  weapon,"  said  Edgar,  as  they  ad- 
vanced to  examine  the  dead  coyote. 

**  But  one  can  well  understand  now,  brother," 
added  Harold,  *'  what  our  guide  Kanacka  told  us 
of  the  skill  of  the  Califomians  in  using  it.*' 

'^  Quien  es  Kanacka — ^who  is  Kanacka?"  asked 
Don  Antonio.  "  Can  he  throw  the  lariat? — ^is  he 
a  Mejicano?" 

^'  He  is  a  sailor  from  the  South  Seas,  Seiior; 
but  has  once  before  travelled  through  this  country, 
and  knows  something  of  its  language  and  people; 
he  is  our  guide  now,  and,  I  hope,  an  honest  one." 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YALUET  OP  GOLD.  206 

The  trampling  of  horse's  feet,  as  a  horseman 
dashed  at  full  gallop  np  to  the  pond,  caused  the 
three  young  men  to  turn  round  sharply. 

"How  now,  Dickon?"  cried  Edgar;  '* where 
are  your  companions  ?** 

".I  heard  a  pistol  shot.  Master  Edgar,  and  who 
knows,  those  skulking  black  rascals  might  have 
returned,  and — ^but  I  am  heartily  glad  you  are 
safe." 

**  Why,  Dickon,  it  was  only  this  jackal,  who 
sought  to  dcTour  us  all  in  thy  absence,"  said 
Harold,  with  a  laugh,  pointing  to  the  grinning 
white  tusks  of  the  coyote.  "But  dismount,  Dickon, 
and  leave  us  babies  to  take  care  of  ourselves." 

"Egad,  Captain  Harold,  you  have  proved  your- 
self no  baby  in  this  night's  business,"  replied 
Dickon,  as  he  threw  himself  from  his  panting  steed, 
while  at  the  same  moment  the  Intendant  and 
Kanacka  came  up  with  several  loose  horses  they 
had  managed  to  secure. 

"  I  fear,  Senor  Antonio,"  said  the  Intendant, 

.  after  assuring  himself  that  all  the  party  were  safe 

and  uninjured,  by  a  quick  glance  round,—"  I  fear 

that  we  have    bad    news    for    these   caballeros 

Ingleses." 

"  Que  son  las  novedades  f     Speak,  Manuel." 

**  Their  loaded  mules  have  broken  loose  during 
the  contest,  and  we  fear  they  have  been  driven  off 
by  those  ladrones." 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


M 


206  BANNERFOBD;   OR, 

"What,  Kanacka?"  exclaimed  the  brothe 
together,  with  a  look  of  consternation ;  '*  have  i 
lost  them,  packs  and  all?" 

'^  It  too  true,   Massa  Capons.      De  lariat 
broken  from  tree.    When  Dickon  ride  back  can 
of  shot,  we  find  all  gone." 

"  Sefior  Antonio,  we  must  ride  back  and  e 
amine  for  ourselves.  Shall  we  mount,  Edga 
Come,  Dickon,"  cried  Harold. 

"  Go  with  them,  Manuel, — I  fear  not  to  be  lefl 
said  the  Spaniard,  as  they  rode  off. 

The  Intendant  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  while  1: 
master,  left  alone,  unslung  his  rifle,  and  pac^ 
slowly  up  and  down  the  margin  of  the  pooL 

All  search  proved  ineffectual,  as  far  as  the  r 
covery  of  the  mules  was  concerned;  and  t1 
brothers  returned  with  somewhat  dejected  coui 
tenances.  Kanacka  openly  expressed  his  discoi 
tent  at  the  issue  of  their  generous  endeavours  \ 
help  the  Spaniards,  and  Dickon's  anxiety  for  tl 
welfare  of  the  brothers  led  him  to  give  vent  1 
some  loud  murmurs  at  the  result  of  their  inte 
ference. 

Nothing,  perhaps,  could  have  sooner  restore 
to  the  high-spirited  young  men  their  former  con 
posure  and  courage  than  an  exhibition  of  th 
feeling,  that  ascribed  their  misfortunes  to  sue 
a  cause. 

"  Hush,  Dickon ! — no  more,  Kanacka  I     W 
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only  did  our  duty.  As  for  the  mules,  we  must 
pursue  their  traces  to-morrow,*'  said  Edgar,  in 
English.  He  answered  the  Spaniard's  .inquiries 
after  their  success  with  cheerfulness,  saying,  ^'  that 
they  hoped  to  succeed  better  in  the  morning ;  but 
that  no  traces  could  be  found  of  the  mules  or 
remaining  horses.'' 

"No,  Senor,"  added  the  Intendant;  "and  I 
fear  we  shall  not  be  able  to  secure  the  remnants 
of  our  scattered  caballada  before  daylight.  We 
have  scoured  all  round  the  Mission,  and  ridden 
far  along  the  Alameda,  and,  doubling  back,  ex- 
amined closely  the  thicket  where  the  baggage 
moles  of  these  caballeros  were  concealed. 

"  We  only  found  the  broken  lariat  thong ;  it 
was  snapped,  not  cut,  so  they  must  have  broken 
loose  like  your  own  charger,  who  came  galloping 
up  to  us  on  the  Alameda,"  said  the  Intendant, 
pointing  to  a  splendid  grey  horse,  whose  richly 
ornamented  trappings,  glittering  in  the  moon- 
light, showed  him  to  belong  to  some  person  of 
rank  and  importance.  The  reins  were  snapped  as 
if  the  animal  had  broken  loose  from  the  hold  oi 
some  captor.  Don  Antonio  patted  his  arched 
neck,  and  pointing  to  the  broken  rein  said,  "I 
fear,  Manuel,  even  with  daylight  we  shall  not 
recover  many  hoofs  of  the  caballada,  if  they 
have  been  driven  off  like  my  gallant  grey. 
What  I  grieve  for  still  more  are  the  mules  of 
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these  caballeros;   for  we  have  brought  the  mis- 
fortune.*' 

**  We  struck  their  trail,  and  they  have  gone  off 
to  the  left,"  replied  the  Intendant, ''  so  as  to  avoid 
the  Pueblo  San  Jose,  and  are  making  fast  as 
their  (or  perhaps  our)  horses  will  carry  them  for 
the  banks  of  the  Calaveras,  or  the  Stanislaus. 
What  say  you,  Senor  Antonio,  shall  we  rest 
for  the  night  at  the  Mission,  or  push  on  for  the 
Pueblo?" 

'^  If  these  caballeros  will  join  us,  we  can  stay 
in  the  Mission,  and  at  the  first  dawn  of  day  seek 
our  lost  steeds.  Will  you  permit  a  companion  in 
misfortune,  and  a  friend — for  such  I  hope  you 
will  allow  me  to  call  you,  Senores — to  share  your 
quarters?"  asked  the  young  Spaniard  with  a 
frank  smile  on  his  handsome  winning  coun- 
tenance. 

There  was  something  in  the  hearty  open  bearing 
of  their  new  acquaintance,  an  easy  undissembling 
address — a  beautiful  trait  in  the  Spanish  character 
— that  did  not  fail  to  win  the  confidence  of  the 
brothers. 

Haughty  and  reserved  as  is  the  Spaniard  unless 
his  own  feelings  are  responded  to,  he  is  ever 
ready  to  offer,  and  eager  to  meet  with  irankness, 
any  advances,  even  on  the  part  of  a  perfect 
stranger,  whom  with  a  graceful  confidence  he  ever 
hastens  to  place  at  his  ease. 
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The  brothers  at  once  accepted  the  proposal^  and 
Eanacka  led  the  way  to  the  now  deserted  barn> 
where  the  djing  embers  of  the  fire  were  soon  re- 
kmdled  The  Intendant  furnished  a  meal  from 
the  stores  which  one  of  the  recoTcred  horses 
carried,  and  the  brothers  at  its  conclusion  did  not 
refiise  to  partake  of  Don  Antonio's  provision  of 
dgarillos.  All  in  circle  sat  round  the  bright  fire, 
whose  light  flashed  on  the  glossj  coats  of  their 
horses  as  they  stood  picketed  under  the  same 
roof  at  the  other  end  of  the  long  building.  The 
Intendant,  with  the  assistance  of  Kanacka  and 
Dickon,  who— completely  reassured  by  the  open 
confidence  which  the  Spaniards  inspired — ^had 
ceased  to  grumble  or  suspect,  made  a  round  of 
inspection.  They  did  not  examine  the  other 
bmldings  of  the  Mission,  whose  closed  doors  showed 
that  the  inmates,  if  there  were  any,  were  not 
desirous  of  being  intruded  upon.  The  bam  was 
sufficiently  isolated  for  their  purpose,  and  as  it 
was  proposed  that  the  party  should  in  turn  watch 
throughout  the  night,  and  their  horses  were 
stabled  under  the  same  roof  in  perfect  safety,  no 
danger  was  apprehended. 

The  rounds  of  the  party  extended  as  far  as  the 
pool,  and  the  corpses  were  according  to  the  wishes 
of  Don  Antonio  remoyed  decently  from  sight, 
wlule  the  body  of  his  follower  P^pe,  coTcred  by 
his  scrape.  Was  deposited  at  the  door  of  the  bam. 
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to  be  conveyed  on  the  morrow  to  the  Pueblo  San 
Jo6^.  On  their  return  to  the  bam  with  a  plentiful 
supply  of  provender  for  their  neighing  steeds,  the 
Intendant  and  the  guide  laid  themselves  down 
upon  the  hard  earthen  floor,  while  Dickon,  at  his 
own  express  wish,  mounted  guard,  and  paced  widi 
long  strides  up  and  down  before  the  door. 

The  brothers,  after  protesting  against  the  arrange- 
ment which  precluded  them  and  Don  Antonio 
from  keeping  their  share  of  the  watch,  and  in* 
wardly  resolving  to  take  their  turn,  followed  the 
example  of  the  Spaniards  and  Kanacka,  and  wrap- 
ping themselves  in  their  blankets,  lay  down  side 
by  side  with  their  feet  to  the  fire. 

It  was  some  time  before  either  of  them  could 
compose  himself  to  sleep^  in  spite  of  their  weari- 
ness. A  sudden  damp  was  thrown  over  their 
hopes  by  the  loss  of  their  property,  which,  besides 
the  very  necessary  outfit  of  implements,  com- 
prised their  little  stock  of  money.  The  reaction 
after  the  excitement  of  the  previous  hours,  contri- 
buted to  their  depression.  Neither  spoke  for  fear 
of  disturbing  the  feigned  repose  of  the  other,  and 
imparting  the  sadness  which  each  manfully  strug- 
gled against,  and  at  last  succeeded  in  over- 
coming. 

"  What  if  we  are  left  almost  destitute  ?  "  they 
reflected.  "  Heaven  in  its  protecting  mercy  has 
preserved  us  each  to  assist,  help,  and  comfort  the 
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other,  and  what  has  been  reft  from  us  we  may  yet 
recover.* 

"  Harold ! "  «  Edgar  I "  cried  they  almost  simul- 
taneously in  a  low  voice ;  for  with  the  sjrmpathy 
that  must  be  attributed  to  affection,  they  had  un- 
consdouflly  followed  the  same  train  of  thought, 
and  ended  each  in  falling  back  upon  the  other. 

^  Do  you  sleep,  brother  Harold  ?  " 

'^  I  hoped  that  you  did,  Edgar ;  but  courage, 
brother,  all  is  not  yet  lost." 

'*  Let  us  be  thankful,  brother,  and  pray." 

They  spoke  no  more,  but  their  hands  were 
clasped,  and  in  spite  of  weariness  and  misfortune 
the  brothers  slept;  calm  and  undisturbed  was 
their  repose  as  when  they  slept  side  by  side  in  the 
cradle  of  infancy. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THB  TBAIL  0?  THE  BIHIOU)!  iJTD  HU  H0B8I-THIXTXS — UABSES 
THB  SLAnr — THX  PimSUIT — HABOLD,  IDQAB,  AXD  DOV  AVTOiriC 
OlSTBO— NOOHTIOl  8IBSTA. 

The  cheerful  Toice  of  Don  Antonio  aroused  1 
brothers  at  daybreak.  They  arose  refreshed,  s 
ready  for  another  day's  exertion,  though  th 
couch  had  been  the  hard  earthen  floor  of  a  ba 
and  a  blanket  had  been  their  only  covering. 

They  felt  rather  ashamed  that  sleep  had  be 
so  heavy  upon  them,  that  they  were  the  last 
move,  and  besides  had  taken  no  part  in  the  watc 
but  they  joined  in  the  hearty  laugh  of  D 
Antonio,  who  frankly  declared  that  he  had  ne^ 
thought  of  breaking  his  night's  rest,  for  the  Inte 
dant  and  their  followers  were  quite  numero 
enough  to  keep  watch  about;  '* though,'*  add 
he,  with  mock  gravity,  **I  ought  not  to  have  avail 
myself  of  any  services  but  those  of  my  own  i 
tendant." 

'^But,  then,  we  do  not  wish  our  companions,  ( 
at  least,  Dickon,  to  be  anything  but  a  companii 
— ^you  see  our  dress  is  the  same,  and  our  objec 
are  the  same,"  replied  Edgar. 
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Don  Antonio  looked  surprised.  His  own  know- 
ledge of  the  world  was  not  extensive,  but  the 
maonerB  and  bearing  of  the  two  youths  spoke  for 
themselves,  and  Don  Antonio  bad  no  besitar 
tion  m  wannlj  pressing  them  to  accompany  him 
to  the  hacienda  of  bis  father,  which  lay  at  the 
foot  of  the  Snowy  Mountains,  or  Siena  Nevada, 
beyond  the  great  Mountain  Lake. 

'^  As  for  your  mules,  Senores,  I  have  no  doubt 
Imt  that  we  shall  recover  them,  and  if  we  do  not, 
you  will  only  allow  me  to  discbai^  the  debt  of 
gratitude  I  owe  for  life  preserved,  by  permitting 
my  &ther  to  replace  what  his  son  has  been  the 
iminlling  cause  of  your  leaving  unprotected,  and 
80  losing  altogether." 

^Onr  plans,  Senor  Antonio,  will  not  allow  us 
to  deviate  from  the  straight  path  to  the  banks  of 
the  Sacramento,"  replied  Edgar.  "  If  we  recover 
^  t'^^g^g^  we  shall  go  thither  well  prepared  to 
evry  out  our  intentions,  with  which  we  acquainted 
you  last  night" 

^A'y  Senoresy  and  if  my  aged  father  and  silly 
frightened  sister  would  spare  me  for  a  month  or 
two,  I  would  try  to  persuade  you  still  to  visit  us 
in  Yalcielo,  by  promising  to  accompany  you, 
thongfa  I  am  not  able  to  give  you  much  informar 
tion  on  the  subject  of  these  wonderfiil  discoveries 
we  all  hear  so  much  of." 
^For  the  present,  Senor  Antonio,"  said  Harold, 
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as  he  returned  into  the  building  from  speaking  to 
the  rest  of  the  party,  who  stood  gathered  round 
the  door  in  dose  conversation, ''  we  have,  I  think, 
only  one  thing  to  do, — to  follow  up  the  tnul,  which 
will  not  lead  us — so  your  intendant  informs  me, 
out  of  our  own  course.  Dickon  and  he  have  been 
abroad  early,  Edgar ;  but  they  have  not  discovered 
any  traces  of  the  mules,  beyond  a  dbtinct  and 
clear  trail  which  the  robbers  have  left.  They 
have  recovered  some  of  the  missing  horses  belong-' 
ing  to  Don  Antonio's  caballada,  and  I  do  not 
despair  for  a  moment." 

"Then  let  us  mount,  Senores — to  horse,  to 
horse,  the  grey  of  morn  is  brightening  &8t;  mount 
all,**  cried  Don  Antonio,  gaily. 

The  Intendant  had  succeeded  in  securing  some 
half-dozen  more  horses  belonging  to  the  caballada, 
so  that  they  now  stood  in  fur  array  before  the 
door  of  the  Mission  loose  and  unsaddled,  to  the 
number  of  a  dozen,  besides  a  steed  which  each 
cavalier  saddled  for  himself,  in  order  to  form  or 
keep  up  an  intimacy  between  them,  that  every 
lover  of  a  horse — and  their  number  is  legion — 
well  can  understand  it  became  a  pleasing  duty 
to  cultivate. 

Don  Antonio  proposed  that  the  party  should 
divide  for  the  present,  and  that  while  he  himself, 
the  brothers,  and  Dickon  passed  through  the 
Pueblo  San  Jos£,  Manuel  Baregui  and  Kanacka 
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should  follow  up  the  trail — which,  doubtless,  led 
directly  to  the  banks  of  the  Joakim — in  pursuit 
of  the  mules  and  missing  horses.  Among  them 
was  one  loaded  with  some  of  his  own  effects  and 
valuables  that  he  was  most  anxious  to  recover. 

The  Intendant  and  Kanacka  seemed  to  have 
struck  up  a  great  friendship,  which  it  may  be 
supposed  the  guide's  timely  interposition  between 
him  and  the  pistol-bullet  on  the  banks  of  the 
pond,  had  firmly  established. 

^By  San  Basilio,  Senor  E^anacka,  I  could  see 
down  the  very  bore  of  the  pistol,  so  true  was  the  aim, 
and  I  reconmnended  my  soul  to  the  Virgin,  and 
vowed  when  you  drove  off  that  scamp— that  pillo 
— Esteban,  as  he  calls  himself— to  have  ample  re- 
venge, as  soon  as  the  saints  gave  me  the  chance." 

"He  wid  you  at  hotel,  eh?"  asked  Kanacka, 
expressing  himself  as  well  as  he  was  able  in  broken 
SpanisL 

"  Quite  correct,  Senor,  I  did  him  the  honour  to 
win  a  few  onzas  from  his  dirty  pockets.  The 
rascal  tried  to  cheat  then,  and  being  baffled,  he 
thought  to  steal  them  afterwards,  with  whatever 
he  could  besides  lay  hands  upon,  paying  for  them 
by  an  ounce  of  lead  in  my  brain." 

Kanacka  was  satisfied  at  learning  that  his  sus- 
picions were  correct,  and  was  quite  ready  to 
Beoond  Don  ManueFs  vows  of  vengeance,  should 
the  ladron  fall  into  their  hands. 
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When  Do^  Antonio  assigned  to  them  the  tas 
of  following  up  the  trail  of  the  horse-stealen 
they  both  gave  vent  to  hearty  and  loud  threats  c 
speedy  reprisals,  and  were  impatient  to  start  i 
pursuit  of  their  common  enemy. 

The  cavalcade  was  soon  ready  for  a  start :  tb 
pack  animals  and  relay  horses  which  they  ha 
succeeded  in  recovering  were  to  remain  with  tl 
larger  party,  and  Don  Antonio  appointed  a  plac 
of  meeting  known  to  lus  intendant,  on  the  othc 
side  of  the  town,  on  the  banks  of  the  Santa  Clai 
river,  as  a  place  of  rendezvous  for  all,  where  I 
proposed  to  rejoin  them,  after  he  had  left  tl 
body  of  the  vaquero  to  be  decently  interred  i 
the  pueblo. 

Armed  to  the  teeth,  as  indeed  was  ever 
member  of  the  party,  the  Intendant  and  the  guic 
brandished  their  heavy  rifles  as  they  dashed  off  1 
the  left  in  pursuit  of  the  very  visible  trail  the 
spoilers  had  left  behind.  The  remainder  of  tl 
party  pushed  on  at  a  rapid  pace  along  the  shade 
alameda  which  the  good  fathers  of  Santa  Clara  hs 
planted  on  both  sides  of  the  road  that  led  froi 
the  Mission  to  the  neighbouring  town,  to  afford 
grateful  shade  to  the  pious  worshippers  who  can 
to  visit  their  shrine. 

They  soon  reached  the  Pueblo  San  Jos^,  who< 
houses  seemed  to  have  been  pitched  down  hei 
and  there,  according  to  the  fancy  of  the  owner 
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and  not  with  regard  to  any  fixed  plan.  Their 
horses'  hoofs  raised  clattering  echoes  from  the 
jilent  and  deserted  streets.  In  the  square  or 
plaza  only  were  to  be  seen  evidences  of  life  and 
activity,  in  the  shape  of  the  busy  ground-squirrels, 
hundreds  of  whom  scattered  into  their  holes  as 
they  approached. 

The  kindly  disposed  young  Spaniard  lost  no 
time  in  making  all  the  necessary  arrangements 
with  regard  to  the  coqise  of  the  vaquero.  After 
depositing  something  in  the  hands  of  a  fat,  red- 
taced  priest — whom  he  had  summoned  from  a  low 
(Urty-looking  house  by  the  side  of  the  church,  and 
^hose  ill-temper,  at  being  disturbed,  perhaps,  at 
lis  early  devotions,  was  wonderfully  dissipated  by 
the  weighty  gift — he  again  mounted  his  grey,  that 
neighed  loudly  at  his  approach,  and  pawed  the 
ground  in  impatience. 

The  fat  priest  muttered  something  about  the 
marvellous  efficacy  of  his  own  particular  prayers 
in  connexion  with  souls  and  purgatory,  as  the 
party  rode  off;  and  the  Spaniard,  much  relieved 
apparently  by  having  discharged  his  duties,  as  far 
o  he  was  able,  to  his  slain  follower,  pushed  on 
with  a  lighter  heart,  and  at  a  quicker  pace,  through 
the  melancholy  town. 

"  I  am  glad  once  more  to  be  in  the  open  country," 
he  cried,  as  his  fiery  charger  bounded  under  the 
application  of  his  vast  spurs  ;    '*  what  think  you, 
VOL.  L  L 
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Senores^  of  our  country  ? — I  say  not  of  our  towns, 
for  I  love  them  not.** 

The  prospect  was  one  that  a  native  might  well 
have  been  proud  of;  signs  of  cultivation  were 
more  evident  and  plentiful  than  they  had  beheld 
in  their  progress  on  the  previous  day.  Numerous 
ranchos  or  farm-houses,  surrounded  with  flourish- 
ing patches  of  cultivation,  dotted  the  valley  of 
Pueblo,  which  lay  before  them.  The  antiquity  of 
the  station,  joined  to  the  protection  of  a  numerous 
garrison,  which  was  maintained  in  the  town,  had 
induced  the  settlers  to  increase  and  multiply;  in 
the  broad  bosom  of  the  rich  Pueblo  valley,  there 
was  ample  room  and  means  of  abundant  stores  for 
future  thousands,  where  there  were  only  present 
units. 

Fruit-trees  in  full  blossom,  some  even  giving 
signs  of  early  produce,  diffused  a  rich  perfume  that 
floated  on  the  fresh  morning  breeze!  Orange 
groves,  and  vineyards,  peach  rows,  and  fig-treeSj 
all  testified  how  eagerly  and  generously  the  earth 
rewarded  the  labour  of  the  cultivator. 

"  On  1  on,  caballeros !  ^  cried  Don  Antonio— 
for  all  had  drawn  rein  to  feast  their  eyes  a  moment 
on  the  scene ;  "  we  must  push  along  the  valley j 
and  strike  the  traces  of  our  lost  animals,  for  oui 
caballada  is  not  numerous  enough  for  frequeni 
relays  for  all,  and  you  are  as  impatient  to  reach 
the   Sacramento  Valley   as  I  am  to  regain  oui 
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hacienda.  It  lies  at  the  foot  of  the  sierra,  where, 
far  fix)m  the  world,  its  joys  and  troubles,  my  aged 
father  haa  chosen  to  retire.  Come  and  see  it, 
come  and  see  it,  caballeros,"  he  shouted,  as  they 
pushed  on  into  a  rapid  gallop,  which  their  pack 
animals,  being  but  lightly  burdened,  w^ere  well  able 
to  keep ;  "  fair  and  beautiful  as  is  this  scene,  you 
shall,  if  you  will  accompany  me,  see  our  far-off 
home  in  Valcielo,  and  confess  it  fairer  still."  A 
rapid  gallop  of  an  hour  brought  them  to  the  place 
of  meeting  fixed  on  with  the  Intendant. 

It  was  an  open  glade,  which  led  up  from  the 
banks  of  the  river  Santa  Clara,  into  what  seemed 
a  thickly  wooded  ravine  or  canon,  from  which  a 
clear  stream  poured  foaming  and  tumbling  over 
huge  green  slimy  boulders  of  broken  rock.  An 
aged  oak  stood  in  the  midst  of  the  opening,  in 
Bolitary  majesty,  a  sylvan  monarch  —  his  huge 
arms  flung  broad  shadows  over  the  velvet  carpet 
of  green  grass,  and  each  of  them  in  length  of  time, 
and  favoured  by  position,  had  attained  a  size  which 
rivalled  the  trunks  in  the  neighbouring  forest, 
while  the  patriarchal  stem  itself  exhibited  a  stately 
portliness  of  girth  that  would  have  inspired  respect 
and  veneration  in  the  mind  of  any  enthusiastic 
admirer  of  sylvan  nature. 

"  Here  is  our  place  of  meeting,  Senores,  but  we 
are  first  it  seems,  after  all,  to  arrive." 
"Once  seen,  the  trysting-place  is  not  a  likely 
l2 
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one  to  be  forgotten/*  said  Edgar,  gazing  round  as 
they  drew  up  under  the  spreading  shade  of  the 
oak,  and  dismounted  to  rest  their  steeds. 

'^Ha!  what  was  that?**  cried  Harold,  as  the 
sharp  report  of  a  rifle  rang  along  the  valley.  As  if 
in  reply  to  the  question,  the  fringe  of  brush- 
wood was  pushed  hastily  aside,  as  a  noble  black- 
tfdl  buck  sprang  with  a  bound  into  the  opening. 
Amazed  to  find  the  usually  solitary  haunt  tenanted 
by  such  an  assemblage,  the  creature  stood  on 
instant,  surveying  with  his  large  dark  eyes  the 
curious  and  unwonted  spectacle.  Then,  with  a 
sudden  spring,  he  turned  to  flee,  but  he  was  too 
late — the  ready  rifles  of  the  brothers  were  levelled, 
and  a  dull  '^  thud,  thud,"  told  how  fatally  the  mes- 
sengers of  death  had  sped. 

"Stop,  Edgar  I  Where  did  you  aim?"  cried 
Harold,  as  they  started  forward  to  examine  the 
deer,  which,  afker  a  spring  ten  feet  high  in  the  ur, 
fell  heavily,  quivered  a  moment,  and  then  lay 
motionless. 

"Behind  the  shoulder;  and  you,  Harold?" 

«  Under  the  left  ear." 

"Very  well  shot,  Senores,  muy  bien  apun- 
t^do/'  shouted  Don  Antonio,  who  had  sprung 
from  his  horse.  ^'  If  you  are  stangers  to  our  lariat, 
you  know  how  to  use  the  rifle.  See,  both  shots 
told  fatally ;  one  through  the  spine  of  the  neck, 
the  other  through  the  heart." 
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"  The  mark  was  large,  Senor,  at  scarcely  eighty 

vards  distant  from  where  we  stood,"  replied  Edgar. 

"Your   aims    were    ready,    quick    and    true, 

though,   or  you    would  hardly  have  made   such 

sure  shots." 

"  I  do  not  know  if  we  have  sinned  against  your 
laws  of  venerie  in  bringing  down  this  fine  fellow," 
said  Harold,  who  had  been  examining  his  game 
with  the  keen  satisfaction  of  a  sportsman;  "but 
he  seems  in  prime  condition." 

"  If  the  condition  is  good,  the  season  is  good," 
replied  the  Spaniard,  "  and  we  will  prove  it  with 
our  teeth  upon  his  tender  haunches  at  dinner; 
and  Manuel  shall  show  you  some  of  liis  skill  in 
woodsman's  cookery — here  he  comes  to  speak  for 
himself.*' 

Two  horsemen  came  up,  and  dashed  into  the 
opening  from  the  same  quarter  from  which  the 
buck  had  appeared. 

"  Ho !  Senores,"  roared  out  the  stentorian  voice 
of  the  Intendant ;  **  we  are  late,  but  have  not 
l)een  idle :  we  have  kept  on  the  trail,  and  followed 
:  up  to  within  a  mile  of  this  place.  We  have 
driven  in  upon  your  ambush  a  fine  fellow,  who 
I  see  has  fallen  under  your  rifles,  for  I  beard 
a  double  shot,"  added  he,  dismounting  in  an 
iiifitant,  "to  pay  his  respects  to  the  buck,"  as  he 
facetiously  remarked  to  Dickon,  who,  however, 
made  no  reply,  as  he  understood  not  the  observation. 
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<^  We  shall  dine  famously  from  these  haunches, 
caballeros,  but  I  propose  that  we  first  get  over 
a  score  miles  or  so  before  the  sun  gets  too  hot  to 
allow  us  to  march  on  through  the  open  country." 

All  united  in  secoodiog  this  proposition.  The 
spirits  of  the  brothers  rose  with  the  natural  elasti- 
city of  youth ;  and  Kanacka  contributed  not  a 
little  to  encourage  them,  by  infomung  them  that 
he  had  distinctly  beheld  the  hoof-prints  of  their 
mules  in  some  clayey  ground  over  which  the  tndl 
had  passed. 

^^Then  never  fear,  Captuns/'  cried  Dickon, 
whom  the  news  did  not  fail  to  cheer, — the  more 
so  as  he  saw  the  countenances  of  the  brothers 
brighten  up  at  the  intelligence ;  "  we  will  follow 
them  as  old  Talbot  used  to  follow  the  scent  that 
none  of  the  rest  could  find,  in  the  old  times  you 
know  of." 

The  cavalcade  moved  rapidly  along  the  river 
side  for  some  distance,  and  then  struck  off  to  the 
left,  and  in  a  few  moments  the  whole  body  gave 
vent  to  their  satisfaction  at  the  sight  of  the  trail, 
which  they  struck  without  difficulty,  by  a  hearty 
hurrah,  that  made  the  forest  ring  again.  There 
it  lay,  the  grass  trodden  down,  the  twigs  broken, 
leading  to  the  north-east,  towards  the  coast  sierra, 
and  they  lost  no  time  in  pursuing  it. 

Elanacka  rode  first,  in  capacity  of  guide,  and 
nothing  escaped  the  keen  scrutiny  of  his  dark 
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restless  eyes.  Thea  came  Don  Antonio — Harold 
and  Edgar  oq  either  side;  next  came  the  loose 
animals,  while  the  tall  form  of  Dickon  and  the 
square  sinewy  figure  of  the  Intendant  brought  up 
the  rear. 

The  good-humoured  Biscayau  endeavoured  to 
maintun  an  intercourse  by  signs,  gestures,  and 
meaning  though  comical  grimaces.  Habituated 
as  the  Spaniard  was  to  accompany — like  most  con- 
tinentals— his  words  with  free  and  expressive 
action,  he  had  not  much  difficulty  in  making 
Dickon  comprehend  him.  He,  besides,  taciturn 
as  he  usually  was,  did  not  seem  ill  pleased  at  such 
a  mode  of  communicating  their  thoughts.  Shouts 
of  loud  laughter  from  the  rear  satisfied  the  bro- 
thers, that  a  capital  understanding  was  evidently 
being  established,  between  Dickon  and  Don  Manuel 
Baailio  de  Baregui  y  Cequia. 

A  louder  roar  than  usual  caused  thera  to  turn 
their  heads,  and  in  spite  of  the  rapid  pace  at 
which  they  were  riding,  they  could  not  help 
'•keeping  their  beards,"  or  chins  rather,  "on  the 
shoulder,"  as  the  Spanish  proverb  has  it,  and 
joining  heartily  in  Dickon's  merriment  at  the  Bis- 
cayan's  significant  pantomime.  He  pointed  first 
to  the  carcase  of  the  buck,  which  he  had  slung 
over  the  back  of  a  spare  horse,  then  to  his  own 
capacious  and  well-armed  jaws,  and  concluded  by 
stroking  his  goodly   paunch,    and   throwing  an 
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inimitable  side-leer  at  Dickon,  expressive  of  hi 
complacent  satisfaction  at  the  anticipated  feast  h< 
meant  shortly  to  enjoy. 

A  stumble  or  two  of  their  horses  over  the  root 
of  trees,  under  whose  thick  branches  they  wer 
passing,  called  the  riders'  attention  to  their  path 
Suddenly  their  guide  turned  sharply  to  the  left 
and  the  brothers  felt  thankful  for  the  protectinj 
shade  of  their  huge  hats,  as  the  sun's  powerfu 
rays  beat  full  upon  them  in  the  open  plain. 

Their  path  now  led  across  a  wide  rolling  prairie 
and  the  clumps  of  trees  became  fewer  and  fewei 
until  they  were  left  behind.  All  around  was  : 
plain,  covered  with  waving  patches  of  mustard  aD( 
wild  oats,  through  which  their  horses  had  to  plougl 
their  way,  though  the  trail  of  the  Indians  whoD 
they  were  pursuing  had  beaten  down  in  a  measur 
a  broad  clear  pathway. 

Dim  in  the  distance  rose  the  blue  summits  o 
the  range  of  mountains  that  formed  the  westen 
boundary  of  the  Joakim  Valley,  while  the  paralle 
range  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  shuts  it  in  on  th( 
eastern  side. 

The  heat,  from  which  now  they  had  no  protection 
joined  to  the  impediments  of  the  luxuriant  herbage 
caused  them  to  slacken  their  pace :  a  circumstance 
of  which  the  Spaniard  took  advantage,  by  having 
recourse  to  his  case  of  clgariUos  de  papel  o  de  paja 
the  tobacco-leaf  being  wrapped  in  linen  paper,  oi 
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maixe  straw,  according  to  choice.  Neither  Harold 
uor  Edgar  refused  his  offer  of  a  consoling  whiff,  and 
as  they  toiled  over  the  exposed  prairie,  the  blue 
smoke  curled  lovingly  under  the  broad  sombreros, 
giving  a  tone  of  calm  satisfaction  to  the  reflections 
into  which,  by  mutual  consent,  all  relapsed. 

The  brothers  could  not  help  stealing  frequent 
ndelong  glances  at  the  figure  of  their  companion, 
which  almost  for  the  first  time  they  now  had  an 
opportunity  of  examining  closely. 

He  was  tall  and  slightly  made :  his  figure  was 
as  elegant  as  his  countenance  was  attractive.  In 
addition  to  perfection  of  feature,  there  was  a 
kindly  open  expression  in  his  oval  countenance, 
while  a  winning  smile  played  upon  his  well-shaped 
mouth,  and  there  was  a  merry  sparkle  in  his  dark 
eyes,  which  contrasted  with  the  sadness  that 
seemed  to  beam  in  the  equally  dark,  and,  perhaps, 
more  expressive  eyes  of  the  brothers. 

He  rode  on  a  high-backed,  high-pommelled 
saddle  of  the  same  shape  as  their  own ;  but  while 
theirs  were  covered  with  strong  dark  cloth,  his 
was  quilted  with  rich  velvet  of  deep  purple,  em- 
braidered  with  gold.  His  broad-  stirrups  were  of 
mamve  silver,  as  were  the  side-pieces  of  his 
monstrous  bit,  and  plates  of  silver  studded  his 
bridle.  At  the  peak  of  his  saddle,  as  a  matter  of 
course,  was  suspended  his  long  and  tough  lariat, 
while  a  rifle  slung  at  his  back,  and  a  pair  of  long 
l8 
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silver-mounted  pistols  in  his  silken  crimson  saah, 
completed  his  warlike  equipment. 

A  broad  hat  of  some  dried  leaf,  plaited  with 
coarse  light  straw,  protected  his  head,  which  was 
beside  covered  with  a  black  silk  handkerchief, 
whose  ends  dangled  behind  his  neck. 

Like  the  Intendant,  he  wore  a  jacket  and  tight 
breeches,  but  they  were  of  plain,  dark-brown 
cloth,  richly  but  simply  braided,  and  unoma- 
mented  by  the  bright  silver  buttons  in  whose 
innumerable  sparkles  the  burly  Biscayan  took  such 
delight. 

A  p^r  of  riding-boots  of  soft  deer-skin,  beau- 
tifully dressed,  came  up  above  his  knees,  while 
their  heels  were  armed  with  formidable-looking 
silver  spurs,  whose  huge  rowels  were  capable  of 
giving  most  severe  punishment  to  the  flanks  of 
any  refnictory  steed. 

The  Spaniard  on  his  side  too  had  cast  fre- 
quent glances  from  one  side  to  the  other,  and 
broke  the  silence  by  a  merry  ringing  laugh,  as 
he  said, — 

^^  I  vow,  Seiiores,  that  I  have  been  for  this  kst 
ten  minutes  trying  to  make  out  whether  Don 
Edgardo  or  Don  Aroldo  is  riding  on  my  right  or 
lefl ;  and  it  was  only  by  recognising,  Senor 
Edgardo,  my  own  handiwork  in  the  coil  of  your 
lariat,  as  it  hangs  at  your  saddle,  that  I  found  out 
that  you  were  riding  on  my  left  hand.     Nature 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE   VALLEY  OF  GOLD. 


227 


has  (I  mean  no  compliment)  done  her  best  with 
both  of  you,  and  has  exactly  ^succeeded  in  each 
case;  your  own  caprice,  or  accident,  has  com- 
pleted the  identity  by  the  similarity  of  your 
equipments ;  but  I  rejoice  I  have  found  out  a 
distinguishing  mark,  Senores,  and  crave  your  par- 
don for  my  rude  merriment." 

*'  No  need,  Senor  Antonio ;  I  must  confess  that 
my  brother  and  myself  do  take  a  pride  in  being 
as  much  alike  outwardly  as  we  are  united  in  heart, 
feehngs,  and  desires ;  in  addition  to  being  brothers, 
very  dear  to  one  another,  we  are  twins,  Senor," 
replied  Edgar. 

A  glance  of  affection  was  unconsciously  inter- 
changed between  the  brothers,  and  a  tear  of 
bympathy  started  to  the  eye  of  their  sensitive  com- 
panion, whose  nature  and  heart  were  ever  moved 
at  once  by  the  impression  of  the  moment. 

"  We  must  wear  a  patch  in  different  parts  of 
our  face  to  distinguish  us,*'  said  Harold. 

"  Or  use  the  war-paint,  like  our  friends  whose 
company  we  are  anxious  to  be  favoured  with, 
and  whose  trail  your  guide  follows  up  so  closely," 
added  the  Spaniard ;  "  and  see !  he  is  pointing 
forward,  and  making  signs  for  us  to  quicken  our 
pace;  let  us  pass  the  word  of  command  to  our 
noisy  friends  in  the  rear  to  quicken  their  pace." 

The  cavalcade,  which  had  maintained  the  same 

iderin  their  passage  over  the  prairie,  now  moved 
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on  at  a  more  rapid  pace.  The  Intendant,  Don 
Baregui^  from  time  to  time  put  spurs  to  the 
strongly-built,  clean-limbed  roan,  which  bore  his 
rather  cumbrous  weight  with  the  greatest  ease* 
and  dashing  to  the  front,  cast  a  keen  glance  a1 
the  trailj  and  muttered  a  few  words  to  the  guide  ; 
but  apparently  satisfied  with  the  keen  sight  and 
evident  experience  of  Kanacka,  he  soon  fell  bacli 
agaiuj  and  making  a  profound  obeisance  to  the 
centre  trio,  he  reined  in  his  roan  to  let  them  pass. 
Then  he  rejoined  Dickon  in  the  rear,  discharging 
a  volley  of  endearing  blessings,  mingled  with  s 
few  antidotes,  according  to  their  deserts,  upon  the 
various  eager  Capitanas  and  Pepitas,  or  lagging 
B*itas  and  Manolas,  of  the  relays  which  carried 
their  baggage,  or  were  reserved  to  replace  shortly 
the  most  wearied  of  their  chargers. 

The  prospect  of  the  prairie  began  to  change. 
The  eastern  horizon,  which  seemed  to  recede  evei 
as  they  pursued,  had  for  some  time  been  bounded 
by  the  monotonous  green  swell  of  the  vast  pndrie. 
The  blue  summits  of  the  coast  sierra  over- topped 
the  apparent  rise  of  the  distance,  like  cliffs,  whose 
base  is  hidden  from  view  on  board  a  ship  far  out 
at  sea  by  the  seeming  swell  of  the  watery  horizon; 
but  as  the  guide  pointed  forward,  they  remarked 
that  the  distant  prospect  began  to  be  fringed  with 
trees.  They  moved  on  at  increased  speed,  and 
their  trunks  gradually  rose,  and  over  their  waving 
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tops  thej  could  distinguish  the  bare  shoulder  of 
a  spur  of  the  mountain  range,  which,  after  a  gra- 
dual descent,  seemed  to  lose  itself  in  the  belt  of 
green  forest  which  dung  round  its  base. 

The  guide  Kanacka  now  fell  back,  and  pointing 
to  their  shortening  shadows^  said, — 

"  Bess  stop  dere  in  forest  for  dinner,  and  wait^ 
till  sun  begin  come  down,  eh?** 
Edgar  interpreted  what  the  guide  had  said. 
"  He  is  right,"  said  Don  Antonio,  "  if  we 
hasten  forward  we  shall  reach  yonder  green  shade 
by  midday,  and  the  sun  will  by  that  time  have 
attained  a  power  that  will  force  us  to  halt.** 

'^  Dat  is  good ;  see  him  trail  strike  straight  de 
forest,  and  me  t'ink  it  den  go  over  de  bare  swell 
of  dat  mountain."    As  he  spoke,  Kanacka  pointed 
with  his  out-stretched  arm  to  the   spur  of  the 
coast  sierra,  which  has  been  spoken  of  already. 
It  rose,  sloping  northwards,  in  bold  rugged  naked- 
ness from  the  forest^  which,  spreading  some  dis- 
tance up  its  rocky  sides,  covered  the  valley,  or 
deBle,  which  seemed  at  this  point  to  cleave  the 
range  like  a  green  wedge.     The  Intendant,  who 
had  observed  the   conference,   came    up  at   full 
speed  from  the  rear,  and  hastily  begged  Harold 
to  lend  him  the  telescope,  which  he  carried  slung 
in  its  leather  case  beside  the  rifle.     Harold  has- 
tened to  detach  it,  and,  looking  in  the  direction 
in  which  it  pointed,  the  Biscayan  thought  that  he 
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could  distinguish  some  minute  black  specks  upon 
the  mountain  side. 

^*  For  la  satUisima  Virgen  y  toda  hi  Santot, 
I  see  the  ladrones^  Senor  Antonio/  cried  the  ex- 
cited Intendant^  handing  the  glass  to  his  joung 
master. 

'' Eh^  see  dem  Ingins,  Don  Manuel?"  asked 
Kanacka^  stretching  his  eyes  in  the  direction  of 
the  mountain. 

"  There  is  lio  doubt  of  it,  Senor  Tomas.  I 
thought  the  trail  grew  fresher,  though  the  sun 
had  faded  it*' 

The  glass  was  handed  from  one  to  the  other, 
and  every  one  saw  distinctly  a  band  of  half  a 
dozen  horsemen  leading  or  driving  about  twice 
that  number  of  horses,  some  of  which  were  bur- 
dened, while  others  ran  quite  free.  They  seemed 
to  move  at  a  slow  pace  across  the  bare  shoulder, 
as  if  wearied  by  their  journey,  or  oppressed  by 
the  great  heat. 

"  I  believed  I  saw  our  very  mules,  Edgar ;  we 
will  catch  them  yet  before  sun-down.*' 

"  How  far  do  you  think  it  to  be,  Senor  Baregoi, 
to  yonder  mountiun,  where  those  thieves  are  cross- 
ing?" asked  Harold,  as  he  handed  the  telescope 
to  the  guide,  who  impatiently  waited  his  turn  to 
look. 

^^  Why,  two  leagues,  I  should  think,  at  least, 
as  that  eagle  yonder,  that  soars  above  them  to 
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caldb  hifl  shore  of  their  dinner^  I  suppose^  would 
fly,  in  direct  line;  and  with  the  dip  and  the  Tise, 
and  ins  and  outs  of  the  forest,  we  must  reckon  it 
a  league  and  a  half  more." 

"  Es,  but  dey  are  berry  tired ;  me  t'ink  dey 
ride  all  night,"  said  Kanacka,  closing  the  glass, 
after  a  long  and  carefnl  survey,  which  only  ended 
as  they  passed  over,  and  disappeared  behind  the 
ridge  of  the  shoulder.  ''  Sure  dey  halt  in  de 
forest  on  oder  side  of  de  ridge." 

"  Then  let  us  push  on,"  cried  Harold,  with  his 
usual  impetuosity,  '^  and  catch  them  before  they 
recover  from  their  fatigue ;  our  horses  are  fresh 
even  yet."  As  Harold  spoke,  his  black  steed  gave 
a  light  caracole,  as  he  spurred  its  flank,  to  show 
its  willing  spirit  and  enduring  courage. 

"  No,  Cap*n  Harold,  no  bosses  can  cross  dat 
bare  mountain  at  midday;  dem  rascals  make 
haste  to  get  shade  and  sleep  till  night,  den  ride 
all  night  me  t'ink,  as  dis  night.  Ask  Spanish 
Don  if  no  t'ink  muss ,  stop  in  wood  dere  two  t'ree 
hours." 

Don  Antonio  and  his  Intendant  were  quite  of 
the  opinion  of  the  guide.  They  had  now  the 
certainty  that,  in  spite  of  their  probable  night 
march,  the  marauders  were  but  a  few  hours  in 
advance.  They  had  seen  the  direction  the  fugi- 
tives had  taken,  and  Don  Antonio,  whose  eager- 
ness, like  Harold's,  made  him  credulous,  thought 
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he  had  been  able  even  to  distinguish  the  portinan- 
teau  containing  some  valuables  and  papers  belong- 
ing to  his  father,  and  which  he  had  come  to  Sai 
Francisco  almost  on  piurpose  to  secure,  and  wai 
therefore  riiost  anxious  to  recover.  The  belt  o 
forest  was  hardly  more  than  a  league  in  breadtl 
round  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  at  the  poini 
where  thej  proposed  to  penetrate  it,  though  or 
their  right  southwards  it  filled  up  the  entire  boson 
of  the  gorge. 

They  hastened  to  reach  its  grateful  shade.  The 
Indians  had  apparently  made  no  attempt  to  dis 
guise  their  trail,  being  aware,  probably,  that  th< 
.stony  surface  of  the  mountain  would  leave  bu 
little  evidence  of  their  passage,  when  they  hac 
once  gained  the  shoulder  of  the  spur. 

The  brothers,  and  Dickon,  who  knew  no  wil 
but  theirs,  resigned  themselves  to  the  guidance  o 
their  more  experienced  companions,  whose  gooc 
faith  and  friendly  intentions  it  was  impossible  t( 
question  for  a  moment. 

The  brothers  found  the  conversation  of  Dor 
Aotonio  beguile  both  time  and  distance.  Th< 
information  with  regard  to  the  manners  anc 
habits  of  the  natives  of  Spanish  descent,  as 
well  as  of  those  of  the  Indian  tribes,  which  he 
gave,  was  most  useful  and  valuable.  With  regard 
to  himself  and  family,  the  young  Spaniard  spoke 
with  some  reserve.     He  gave  them  to  understand 
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that  out  of  a  numerous  family  onlj  three  were 
now  left — his  father,  his  sister  Merced,  and  him- 
self. In  the  struggle  between  the  Mexican 
colonies  and  Spain,  his  fathers  principles  led  him 
to  espouse  the  part  of  his  native  Castile,  and  in 
the  ferocious  reprisals  which  unfortunately  ensan- 
guined the  struggle,  he  had  suffered  so  severely  in 
every  respect,  that  he  sought  refuge  and  consola- 
tion in  the  retirement  of  Yalcielo  at  the  foot  of  the 
Sierra  Nevada. 

There,  their  only  society  was  that  of  the  chap- 
lain and  a  friend  of  his  father's— of,  he  believed, 
French  origin — who  shared  with  them  the  posses- 
sion of  the  lonely  but  beautiful  valley. 

The  brothers,  without  entering  into  any  of  the 
particulars  of  their  past  life,  spoke  openly  of  their 
objects  and  hopes  in  visiting  the  golden  shores  of 
the  valley  of  the  Sacramento ;  and  by  the  time 
that  the  party  had  reached  the  grateful  shade  of 
the  forest,  the  young  men  were  as  unreserved  in 
their  communications  with  regard  to  their  future 
intentions,  as  if  the  acquaintance  had  counted  as 
many  months  as  it  did  hours. 

The  sun  had  nearly  attained  its  full  altitude, 
when  the  panting  horses  were  halted  in  the  bottom 
of  a  wooded  ravine,  through  whose  rocky  bosom 
babbled  and  sparkled  a  stream  of  clear  and  deli- 
cious water. 
Horse  and  man  lost  no  time  in  cooling  their 
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parohed  throats  with  refreshing  draughts  from  th 
stream,  and  while  the  former,  relieved  of  their  bui 
dens,-  wandered  at  liberty  among  the  rich  herbag 
that  grew  here  and  there  in  the  openings,  th 
latter  were  occupied,  some  in  unpacking  storei 
some  in  preparing  the  fire,  some  in  breaking  up  i 
proper  woodsman  fashion  the  carcase  of  the  deer. 

It  was  the  Intendant  who  took  this  duty  o 
himself.  Indeed,  the  deer,  covered  with  his  ow 
doak  from  the  fierce  rays  of  the  sun,  had  been  a 
object  of  his  anxious  solicitude  during  their  morn 
ing^s  march. 

He  lost  no  time  in  scientifically  separating  tli 
favourite  joints,  and  setting  aside  the  remainder  t 
add  to  their  stores,  which,  considering  their  nun 
ber,  were  not  now  too  abundant.  He  prepared  tb 
well  larded  saddle,  and  a  plump  haunch  for  thei 
immediate  meal.  In  addition,  he  cut  long  thi 
strips  of  flesh,  which,  being  more  speedily  cooke( 
he  intended  for  a  first  course  as  it  were. 

Dickon  and  Kanacka  soon  kindled  a  roaring  fii 
of  dry  logs,  which  they  had  little  difiiculty  in  pre 
curing,  and  Edgar,  cutting  a  long  straight  stick  ( 
dry  hard  wood,  and  two  smaller  ones,  forked  t 
one  end,  and  sharpened  to  a  point  at  the  othei 
with  ready  ingenuity  improvised  a  spit 

He  delighted  the  eyes  of  Senor  Manuel  b 
running  the  sharp  point  of  the  long  rod  throug 
haunch  and  saddle,  and  then  fixing  the  two  end 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YJdJLSI  OF  QOLD.  285 

of  the  cro6s-q>it  upon  the  two  forks  of  the  upright 
rods,  which  he  stuck  into  the  ground.  He  gave 
to  Kaaacka  the  task  of  turning  the  rod,  as  he 
seemed  to  be  least  inconvenienced  by  the  heat  of 
the  huge  fire,  which  Dickon  kept  well  supplied 
with  fae]^  though  he  took  care  to  retire  out  of  its 
reach. 

Don  Antonio  appeared  to  take  it  as  a  matter  of 
course  that  the  followers — as  he  would  persist  in 
callmg  them — ^should  wait  upon  them,  without  his 
t^ing  a  share  of  the  trouble.  He  entered  into 
the  spirit  of  the  scene,  however,  as  soon  as  he  saw 
that  his  new  friends  were  determined  to  share  and 
assigt  He  helped  Harold  to  carry  a  supply  of 
water  from  the  bubbling  stream,  unpacked  the 
lather  scanty  supply  of  stores  which  they  had  left, 
then,  after  giving  a  look  to  their  horses,  he  sat 
down  on  a  shaded  mossy  knoll,  and  began  to 
employ  himself  in  renewing  his  almost  exhausted 
stock  of  cigariUos,  in  the  manufacture  of  wHch  he 
was  very  expert. 

'^  There  is  not  much  hardship  in  such  a  life  as 
this,  Edgar,**  said  Harold,  as  the  brothers  stood 
a  moment  to  con^mplate  the  occupations  of  their 
hnsy  and  happy  party. 

"No,  Harold,  this  is  the  sunny  side  of  the 
picture.  Heaven  grant  its  shade  may  never  be 
tomed  towards  us,  though  it  is  not  without  its 
dangers  too,  brother,  and  its  misfortunes.*' 
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"  I  had  almost  forgotten  them,  Edgar/*  replie 
Harold,  with  a  laugh;  "but  then  I  had  bettc 
luck  and  less  active  opponents  than  fell  to  you 
lot ;  but  we  are  quite  compensated  for  the  risk  b 
the  society  of  our  new  friends/*  he  added,  lookin 
around,  '*  in  spite  of  mules  lost — soon  to  be  recc 
vered,  I  trust." 

Don  Antonio  was  seated  under  a  tree,  busil 
rolling  up  his  tobacco-leaf  in  oblong  squares  ( 
paper,  while  his  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  risin 
flames  of  the  fire. 

Dickon  was  leaning  his  huge  form  against 
tree,  apparently  watching  for  another  opportumt 
of  hurling  a  dry  log  he  held  ready  poised,  upo 
the  burning  mass  extended  on  the  ground,  an 
shaded  in  a  measure  from  the  increasing  heat  by 
leafy  branch,  which  the  proximity  of  the  flame 
as  he  held  it  before  his  face,  shrivelled  and  drie 
with  a  sharp  crackle ;  their  trusty  guide  was  bus 
turning  the  loaded  rod  with  alternate  hand 
while  every  now  and  then  he  entreated  Dickon  1 
be  sparing  in  his  supplies. 

Squatted  on  his  massive  haunches,  by  his  sid< 
though  at  a  more  agreeable  distance  from  the  fir 
sat  the  burly  Intendant,  complacently  watchin 
the  cooking  of  his  long  vension  steaks,  whicl 
kabob  fashion,  he  had  twisted  round  one  end  < 
long  dry  sticks.  The  other  end  was  sharpene 
and  stuck  in  the  ground,  while  the  steaks  wei 
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inclined  towards  the  fire,  and  soon  began  to  exhale 
a  grateful  odour,  if  the  satisfied  snuflSngs  of 
Senor  Baregui's  nostrils  were  any  indication  of 
the  circumstance. 

**  I  warrant  that  th*6  old  Greek  whom  we  used 
to  read  of  at  Rugby  was  just  as  satisfied  with  his 
own  cookery  as  ^ur  friend  Don  Manuel/^  said 
Edgar,  pointing,  with  a  laugh,  to  the  face  of  the 
Intendant ;  but  all  classical  recollections  vanished 
with  the  matter-of-fact  necessity  of  the  moment, 
as  the  Intendant,  with  wonderful  activity,  sprang 
on  his  feet.  The  general  appearance  of  the 
curling  savoury  morsels  satisfied  his  experienced 
eye  that  they  were  ready  for  the  hungry  expect- 
ants, whose  appetites  cared  little  for  the  absence 
of  table  or  cloth. 

All  were  soon  busily  at  work.  The  kabobs 
disappeared  with  significant  rapidity,  and,  lulus 
like,  Harold  began  to  cast  lon^ng  looks  at  the 
hard  ship's  biscuit  which  had  served  as  a  platter. 
Luckily,  for  the  sake  of  propriety,  E[anacka  came 
to  the  rescue,  bearing  the  scorched  rod  and  its 
substantial  burden,  which  hissed  and  spluttered 
most  invitingly^  as  with  ready  invention  he  stuck 
the  sharpened  end  upright  in  the  soft  turf  on 
which  they  were  seated.  The  circle  closed  up 
round  the  savoury  centre  of  attraction,  and  huge 
as  were  the  morsels,  the  vigorous  onslaught  of  half 
a-dozen  hungry  men,  with  appetites  sharpened  by 
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a  ride  of  six  or  eight  hours^  told  with  remarkable 
effect. 

One  by  one  they  fell  off  from  the  eircle,  and 
slight  and  spare  as  was  the  figure  of  the  Sandwich 
Islander,  his  attacks  were  as  pertinaciously  re- 
peated as  those  of  the  Intendant,  whom^  with  him*- 
self)  the  others  had  left  masters  of  the  field. 

At  length  haunch  and  saddle,  whose  shape  it 
would  have  puzzled  an  observer  to  recognise, 
slipped  gradually  to  the  bottom  of  the  upright  rod. 

Don  Manuel  then  rose  with  a  sigh  of  satisfac- 
tion, and  stretched  himself  on  the  soft  grass  by 
the  side  of  the  sleeping  form  of  Don  Antonio, 
who,  coyered  by  his  serape,  was  already  wrapped  in 
the  enjoyment  of  his  accustomed  siesta. 

Inhaling  potent  whiffs  from  his  huge  cigarro 
puro,  he  poured  forth  two  dense  streams  of  smoke 
from  hi^  nostrils — ^his  head  fell  back,  the  lighted 
cigar  dropped  from  his  relaxed  fingers,  and  his 
heavy  breathing,  and  the  regular  rise  and  fall  of 
his  brawny  chest,  soon  told  that  Don  Manuel  was 
lost  in  the  unconsciousness  of  sleep. 

The  brothers  sat  with  their  backs  leaning 
against  the  trunk  of  an  oak,  and  took  upon  them- 
selves to  watch,  while  the  rest  gave  way  to  the 
indulgence  which  was  unusual  to  their  own  habits. 
Dickon  prepared  also  to  share  in  their  watch, 
but  the  example  of  the  others  was  contagious,  and 
his  tall  form  gradually  sank  upon  the  grass  at 
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their  feet.  He  opened  his  eyes  heayily  for  an 
instant,  as  Edgar  leaned  forward  and  covered  his 
face  from  the  insects,  but  he  yielded  to  his  com- 
mand, and  did  not  attempt  to  rise. 

The  oppression  of  the  midday  heat,  shaded 
though  they  were  by  the  close  thick  foliage  above 
them — the  calm,  yet  hot  stillness  of  the  forest, 
broken  only  by  the  babbling  of  the  neighbouring 
stream,  and  the  hum  of  the  insects—joined  to  the 
subdued  green  light  of  the  wood,  all  combined  to 
bring  over  the  senses  of  the  brothers  a  heavy 
feeling  of  drowsiness,  against  which  they  struggled 
for  some  time,  but  in  vain. 

Conversation  gradually  ceased ;  their  thoughts, 
reflections,  and  ideas,  began  to  be  confusedly 
jumbled  up,  and  before  they  were  aware  of  it,  they 
had  yielded  to  the  somnolent  influences  that  sur- 
rounded them,  and,  unmindful  of  watch  and  ward, 
followed  the  example  of  the  sleepers  that  lay 
around  them. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


THB  LASSOED  PANTHER — DON  HAlfVBL  DE  BABBOUI— DEATH  OP 
rAVOURITB — FRESH  TRACES  07  THE  BEKBOADE  AND  HIS  TROOP 
DESCENT  OF  THE  RIVER— CAPTURE  OF  THE  RENEOADE  AND  I 
PLUNDER — LTNGH  LAW. 


The  slumbers  of  all  were  suddenly  broken  I 
the  trampling  of  their  horses,  as  with  starting  ey 
and  stiffened  manes  they  galloped  up  to  the 
masters^  and,  uttering  loud  neighs,  seemed 
claim  the  protection,  their  instinct  told  them  th 
man  was  able  to  afford  them.  In  their  wi 
savage  state,  they  would  have  shunned  him  as  the 
most  dreaded  foe,  but  now  they  looked  to  k 
strong  arm  and  triumphant  skill  to  defend  the 
against  a  threatened  danger. 

The  sleepers  sprang  to  their  feet  in  an  instan 
each  man  seized  his  ready  rifle,  and  turned  I 
looks  in  every  direction  in  search  of  an  enem 
None,  however,  appeared;  but  the  Intenda 
seemed  to  comprehend  the  cause  of  the  terr 
which  the  horses  manifested.  They  were  all  tun 
ing  their  starting  eyes  in  the  same  direction,  ai 
stamping  with  their  trembling  limbs,  while  th< 
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snorted  and  shook  their  long  flowing  manes  in 
mingled  rage  and  fright. 

''Puma,  or  else  oso  bear,  perhaps/'  whispered 
Baregui. 

"  Then  look  to  your  rifles  I"  cried  Don  Antonio. 

*'  Stop,  Senores ;  if  you  will  allow  me,  I  may 
perhaps  show  you  a  pretty  cast  of  the  lariat,"  said 
Bar^ui. 

''Manuel!  Manuel!"  exclaimed  Don  Antonio, 
''do  not  be  rash ;  let  us  trust  to  the  rifles :  I  could 
not  spare  you;  we  have  lost  enough  in  poor 
Pfepe." 

Manuel  turned  from  saddling  his  stout  spirited 
roan,  who,  though  he  had  a  moment  before  trem- 
bled in  every  limb,  seemed  to  recover  all  his 
courage  as  he  felt  his  master's  hand  and  heard  his 
voice.  Pointing  with  pride  to  the  steady  figure  of 
his  trusty  favourite,  the  Intendant  replied, — 

"You  see,  Don  Antonio,  Juanito  has  confidence 
in  his  master,  and  yrith  me  on  his  back,  would  face, 
I  believe,  the  devil  himself.  Our  enemy,  be  it 
what  it  willy  is  somewhere  in  the  direction  of  the 
banks  of  the  stream,  which  get  more  open  lower 
down ;  so  you  can  command  and  protect  me  all 
the  time  with  your  rifies,  if  you  do  me  the  favour 
to  feel  any  anxiety  on  my  account.'^ 

There  was  truth  in  what  the  Intendant  said :  by 
advancing  in  a  body  to  the  banks  of  the  stream, 
they  could  command  an  uninterrupted  view  of 

VOL.  L  M 


Digitized  by  VjQOQIC 


242  BINNEBTOBD;  OB, 

some  hundreds  of  yards  down  the  opening.  The 
ground  was  broken  and  covered  with  green  moesy 
rocks,  probably  deposited  by  the  swollen  stream, 
when,  increased  into  a  torrent,  it  overflowed  its 
banks  during  the  winter  season. 

The  confident  bearing  of  the  Intendant,  his 
known  strength  and  oft-tried  skill,  reconciled  in 
a  measure  Don  Antonio,  to  the  risk  he  ran,  and 
he  contented  himself  with  so  arranging  the  party 
among  the  brushwood  that  fringed  the  stream, 
that  their  rifles  commanded  the  rocky  banks  of 
the  river,  where  the  brushwood  and  overhanging 
branches  of  the  forest  only  partially  obstructed  the 
view. 

The  Intendant  leisurely  mounted  his  willing 
steed,  which,  in  contrast  to  his  trembling  com* 
panions,  stood  firm  as  a  rock,  when  Don  Manuel 
rode  to  the  upright  wooden  rod,  which  yet  bore 
the  fragments  of  their  meal. 

As  he  raised  it  from  the  ground,  a  loud  deep 
roar  burst  from  the  neighbouring  thicket.  The 
rifles  of  the  ready  watchers  clicked,  but  nothing  ^>- 
peared.  The  loose  horses  crowded  into  a  narrower 
circle,  and  pointed  down  the  rocky  opening  widi 
distended  nostrils ;  but  the  brave  roan  stood  firm, 
confident  in  its  rider,  who  leaned  forward,  hdding 
the  meat  in  one  hand,  and  raising  the  other  to  en- 
treat his  party  not  to  fire.  He  listened  for  a 
repetition  of  the  tremendous  roar. 
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It  came  again,  rolling  up  the  river  bank ;  this 
time  somewhat  more  distant  than  before. 

The  Intendant  listened  with  attention,  and  in  a 
firm  Toice  cried — "  Hai  una  no  mas — ^there  is 
only  one  of  them,  Senor  Antonio.  It  is  a  hungry 
puma,  whom  the  scent  of  our  dinner  has  attracted ; 
he  had  his  eyes  upon  this  morsel,  and  roars  with 
rage  at  its  being  removed :  he  will  keep  watch 
upon  it,  so  look  for  some  sport" 

None  knew  better  than  the  Biscayan  the  deadly 
ferocity  of  the  animal  whose  attack  he  boldly  pro- 
voked; none  had  oftener  witnessed  evidences  of 
Its  tremendous  strength  and  prodigious  activity : 
bat  not  a  muscle  in  his  strong  frame  quivered  as 
he  rode  slowly  down  the  river  bank,  confident  in 
his  own  address,  and  the  powers  of  his  good  roan, 
— backed,  to  boot,  by  three  or  four  ready  rifles, 
held  io  hands  who  knew  well  how  to  use  them. 

As  Manuel  rode  slowly  down  the  bank,  the 
rans  knotted  on  the  neck  of  his  horse,  a  rustle  in 
Ae  thicket  on  his  right  told  him  that  his  move- 
ments were  watched.  A  low  snarl  reached  his 
ears,  and  he  thought  that  he  saw  the  flash  of  two 
large  greenish  yellow  eyes,  under  the  dark  shade 
of  a  bush :  his  left  hand  held  firmly  the  meat  he 
intended  for  a  bait ;  his  right  loosened  and  cocked 
his  pistols  in  his  belt;  his  long  sharp  knife 
glittered  between  his  teeth,  and  choosing  as  open 
a  space  as  he  could,  he  grasped  the  coils  of  his 
H2 
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lariat  with  ready  skill,  and  tomiDg  round  ii 
saddle,  he  dropped  the  tempting  bait  upon  a  sm 
rock. 

He  had  not  proceeded  many  yards,  when,  w 
loud  harsh  roar,  a  tawny  puma,  with  huge 
expanded,  and  bushy  tail  stiffening  in  the 
sprang  with  a  mighty  bound  upon  the  mc 
Quick  as  was  the  spring,  and  unerring  as  wft 
aim,  the  whirl  of  the  lariat  was  as  rapid,  its  ai 
unfailing. 

The  body  of  the  rider  was  half  turned  rou] 
the  saddle  to  watch  the  fall  of  the  fatal  noos 
encircled  the  tawny  neck  of  the  puma,  a 
stooped  to  the  bdit.  The  fiery  roan  sprang 
ward,  like  a  rocket,  under  the  smart  of  thi 
tendant's  spurs ;  the  stout  lariat  tightens,  an< 
strain  jerks  the  high  peak  of  the  saddle  as 
would  tear  it  asunder;  but  the  cord  is  tc 
and  the  saddle-bow  remains  firm  under  the  su 
jar.  The  puma*s  roar  of  maddened  rage 
choked  in  its  blood-red  throat,  which  the  gnae 
Jaws  now  and  then  exposed  to  view;  and  afl 
moment's  tremendous  struggle,  the  ferocious  \i 
America  was  hurled  upon  its  back,  beating  th 
with  his  huge  paws,  and  clutching  with  dav 
steel  at  the  overhanging  boughs,  which  sna 
like  dried  reeds  imder  the  blows  it  gave,  as  it 
dragged  at  fiill  speed  over  the  rough  stones 
sharp  rocks. 
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The  pace  of  the  stout  roan  was  tremendous, 
but  his  footing  was  sure,  and  his  strength  was 
such  that  the  weighty  animal,  in  spite  of  its  strug- 
gles, was  dashed  from  rock  to  rock  in  his  headlong 
gallop,  covering  every  jutting  point  with  blood, 
which  began  to  pour  from  a  hundred  Cuts  and 
bruises.  The  puma  soon  ceased  to  struggle,  and 
the  Intendant,  proud  of  his  daring  achievement, 
turned  his  horse's  head  round  up  the  bank,  and, 
with  a  loud  hurrah,  returned  at  full  gallop  towards 
his  party,  dragging  still  the  bleeding  puma  after 
him,  and  making  his  victory  doubly  sure.  As  he 
approached,  Don  Antonio  and  his  companions 
quitted  the  bank  where  they  had  lain  in  readiness 
to  give  aid,  and  luckily  for  the  Intendant  the 
young  Spaniard  in  his  anxiety  called  to  the 
brothers  even  then,  to  look  to  their  rifles. 

**  He  has  as  many  lives  as  a  cat,  and  in  propor- 
tion as  he  is  larger  in  size,  so  is  he  harder  to  kill," 
he  cried. 

The  lassoed  puma  was  dead  enough,  but  the 
daring  Biscayan  had  made  a  mistake  in  saying 
that  only  one  was  prowling  near.  He  had  ap- 
proached within  some  few  score  yards  of  the  place 
where  Don  Antonio  and  the  brothers  were  waiting 
to  welcome  him,  when  the  quick  eye  of  the  young 
Spaniard  saw  a  dark  mass  creeping  and  crouching 
among  a  bunch  of  marsh  tule,  that  grew  on  the 
right. 
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"  Hold— back,  Manuel — beware  the  female,*^ 
cried  Don  Antonio  in  agony  of  dread  for  the 
safety  of  hie  intrepid  follower,  '*  Your  rifles,  all 
— for  the  sake  of  the  Holy  Virgin,  fire," 

The  warning  reached  the  ears  of  Manuel ;  the 
well-trained  roan,  checked  in  his  full  career,  was 
thrown  back  on  its  haunches,  just  as  a  full-grown 
female  puma  crept  out  with  a  snarl  of  mge  from 
the  tule  clumps.  Gathering  her  nervous  limbs 
imder  her,  and  arching  high  her  long  back  with 
fearful  grace,  she  lashed  her  tail  for  a  moment's 
space  to  and  fro,  and  then  made  a  vast  spring, 
aiming  at  the  rider  as  he  was  dashing  by  her. 
But  the  cry  of  Don  Antonio  gave  timely  warning; 
the  spring  of  the  puma  fell  short,  and  massing  the 
rider,  who  threw  himself  back  from  the  saddle, 
she  buried  her  sharp  cLiws  in  the  upraised  neck 
of  the  poor  roan.  The  horse  fidrly  shrieked  with 
pain  and  terror.  The  Intendant  did  not  lose  his 
presence  of  mind ;  he  discharged  a  pistol  full  in 
the  grinning  face  of  the  hideous  brute — though 
the  flash  singed  its  fur,  the  bullet  only  flattened 
on  its  mighty  skuIL  For  a  moment — it  seemed 
an  hour  to  poor  Manuel — the  struggles  of  the 
puma  to  daw  itself  up  to  reach  the  rider,  agunst 
whom  its  rage  was  most  directed,  were  truly 
terrific ;  its  bloody  fangs  sank  deep  into  the  neck 
of  the  horse,  and  its  fore-claws  cut  deep  long 
gashes  in  its  poor  shoulders,  while  those  on  its 
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hind  paws  lacerated  and  tore  open  its  broad  chest 
until  the  blood  poured  out  in  torrents. 

*'  Now^**  shouted  Don  Antonio,  ^'  all  at  once, 
rifles — two  inches  behind  the  fore-shoulder — fire  1" 
For  an  instant  the  group  seemed  to  stand  as  still 
as  if  carved  in  stone,  while  four  sheets  of  flame 
darted  from  the  levelled  tubes  of  their  rifles. 

The  aim  was  deadly.  The  puma  dropped  from 
her  hold ;  a  long  low  howl  came  from  her  gaping 
jaws,  and  she  lay  still  terrible  in  death,  while  the 
wounded  and  exhausted  roan  fell  down  beside  her. 
So  true  had  been  the  aim  of  the  marksmen,  that 
a  lady's  palm  would  have  covered  the  four  bullet- 
holes  in  the  puma's  side,  and  her  death  had  been 
instantaneous. 

Manuel  extricated  himself  from  his  fallen  steed 
as  it  reached  the  ground. 

'^  Poor  Juanito  l^  were  his  first  words — ^unmind- 
ful of  the  danger  from  which  he  had  but  barely 
escaped,  as  a  deep  gash  in  his  thigh  testified ;  he 
gaxed  mournfully  upon  his  gallant  roan.  ^'  Poor 
Juanito  I'' 

The  noble  animal  recognised  the  well-known 
tones  of  his  voice.  It  raised  its  head,  and  turning 
its  eyes  imploringly  upon  its  old  master,  made 
one  last  efibrt  to  rise;  but  it  was  to  no  purpose — it 
feU  back  exhausted,  its  eyes  glazed,  and  with  a 
deep  sob  it  stretched  its  stifiened  Umbs,  never  to 
rise  again. 
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*'  Poor  Juanito  I"  was  all  the  reply  which  the 
Intendant  made  to  the  oongratulations  of  all  upon 
his  narrow  escape.  ''  For  four  years  we  have 
travelled  together^  and  slept  often  side  by  side. 
I  shall  miss,  thee  sore,  Juanito.  Pmv  8mor§$,  no 
hat  remedioJ'  In  spite  of  his  self-consolation  the 
stout  Biscayan  turned  away»  and  was  not  sony  to 
escape  notice  by  relieving  the  poor  animal  of  its 
saddle  and  equipments ;  the  lariat  he  cut  entirely 
from  the  saddle  and  flung  aside,  as  if  it  had  been 
a  cause  of  his  misfortune. 

''  This  is  an  unlucky  loss/*  said  Don  Antonio 
as  they  gathered  round  the  slaughtered  animalsy 
^'but  better  so  than  Manuel  should  have  been 
injured." 

''  I  think  he  has  not  quite  escaped,"  replied 
Edgar,  *^  for  Kanacka  is  binding  a  bunch  of  some 
green  herb  on  his  thigh,  and  his  clothes  are  torn 
and  bloody." 

'*  'Tis  but  a  scratch,  Don  Antonio,"  said 
Manuel,  in  reply  to  his  master's  anxious  inquiry, 
*^  and  I  am  as  ready  for  the  trail  as  before,  except 
that  I  must  look  far  to  replace  poor  Juanito ;  but 
the  sun  is  declining,  caballeros)  and  we  should 
move  forward,"  added  he,  not  sorry  to  leave  the 
spot  that  was  never  pleasantly  associated  in  his 
recollection  from  that  day. 

The  horses  were  soon  collected  and  resaddled. 
The  brothers  and  Don  Antonio  kept  to  their 
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own;  but  the  others  mounted  fresh  steeds  to 
resume  their  journey,  for  those  Kanacka  and 
Dickon  had  ridden  in  the  morning  seemed 
fiiligued. 

Moving  still  in  the  same  order,  and  breaking 
where  it  was  necessary,  into  single  file,  they 
marched  rapidly  through  the  forest,  and  gained 
the  bore  shoulder  of  the  hill  over  which  by  the 
aid  of  the  telescope  they  had  seen  the  Indians 
pass.  Here  more  skill  and  care  was  requisite  to 
follow  up  the  trail,  and  it  was  only  by.  a  crushed 
stone  here  and  there,  or  a  scattered  hoof  mark 
scarcely  indented  on  the  rocky  soil,  that  they 
could  keep  on  the  tracks.  The  difficulty  increased 
as  they  crossed  the  ridge  of  the  shoulder,  for  on 
that  side  the  mountain  shelved  very  gradually 
down  into  the  valley  of  San  Joakim,  its  base 
southwards  being  covered  with  dense  forest,  while 
to  the  north  lay  an  open  prairie  extending  as  far 
as  the  eye  could  reach.  Here  and  there  gentle 
imdulations  and  valleys  seemed  to  cross  the  plain, 
but  no  trees  interrupted  th^  view  in  that 
direction.  A  stream  which  spread  upon  a  bottom 
of  pulvarized  rock  and  shingle,  after  descending 
abruptly  from  the  mountain,  ran  down  into  the 
plain,  getting  broader  and  shallower  as  it  de- 
scended. 

The  quick  eyes  of  Kanacka  followed  the  trail 
without  hesitation,  some  distance  along  the  banks 
m8 
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of  the  stream,  and  then  he  suddenlj  faltered  and 
stopped. 

Every  member  of  the  band  halted,  and  examined 
carefully  the  bank  of  the  river;  but  all  evidences 
of  the  trail  had  disappeared  at  one  point,  where 
it  seemed  to  have  entered  the  bed  of  the  stream. 

**  It  18  of  no  use  halting,  Sefiores,"  said  the  In- 
tendant,  ^*  the  ladrones  have  taken  to  the  bed  of 
the  stream.  These  cunning  Indians  would  not  have 
left  so  broad  and  long  a  trail,  had  they  not  counted 
upon  throwing  ns  off  before  they  reached  their 
haunts  on  the  banks  of  the  Stanislaus  or  Cabir 
veras;  for  I  am  mistaken,  unless  they  prove  a 
band  of  horse-thieves  from  the  eastern  side  of  the 
San  Joakim,  with,  maybe,  a  renegade  white  or 
two  among  them.  One  I  am  certain  of,  Sefior 
Antonio,  and  have  marked  him  for  some  future 
convenient  occasion;  he  was  the  same  rascal  from 
whose  company  you  summoned  me  at  the  hotel  at 
Francisco." 

"  Aye,  Manual,  fondness  for  running  into 
danger,  a  spice  of  vanity,  and  love  of  gambling, 
may  yet  lead  you  into  a  bad  scrape.** 

^'  I  have  had  enough  of  scrapes  for  many  a  long 
day,"  replied  the  Biscayan,  as  a  cloud  came  over 
his  face;  he  bent  down  to  examine  the  badra 
more  closely,  while  Kanacka  dismounted,  and, 
after  turning  over  some  of  the  stones  in  the  clear 
stream,  exclaimed, — 
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"  Dat  no  use;  dis  stream  be  broad^  dey  march 

in  Indian  file,  and  de  stones  be  washed  by  water. 

Best  go  down  banks  on  both  sides — eh,  Cap'n 

Hsrold?" 

*'  What  do  jon  think  of  the  pkn,  Sefior  An- 
tonio ?"  asked  Harold,  explaining  the  meaning  of 
the  guide. 

"We  can  do  nothing  better,"  replied  the 
Spaniard.  "  We  will  again  divide  our  party,  and 
keeping  as  much  in  sight  as  these  tall  reeds  will 
dlow,  and  hailing  across,  we  shall  always  keep 
together." 

'*  No  shout,  no;  muss  keep  silent,  not  hail — 
lise  rifle  so,  as  signal,"  interrupted  Ejinacka. 

"  Then  suppose  Dickon  and  Manuel  take  the 
nrther  side,  while  we  follow  Kanacka  on  this," 
udEi^ar;  ''they  cannot  have  got  much  start, 
Bpedally  if,  as  E[anacka  supposes,  they  must  have 
alted  somewhere  to  rest." 

"Who  knows?"  said  Harold,  ** perhaps  they 
are  had  a  glimpse  of  us,  and  are  hidden  some- 
here  until  we  pass.'' 

"  No,  Cap*n  Harold,  no  fear  of  dat.  Indian 
lb  no  glass  like  Cap'n  Edga's — ^no  see  free  four 
ague;  but  must  not  go  fast, — ^look  ebery  leaf 
id  stone  wid  all  eyes." 

Making  the  disposition  proposed,  they  proceeded 
owly  down  the  banks,  which  in  some  parts 
!C«kd  so  far,  that  the  rifle  which  Manuel  raised 
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as  a  signal  on  the  left  bank  could  scaroely  b 
observed  bj  the  other  party  on  the  right 

The  windings  of  the  stream  led  them  fin 
towards  the  forest  that  covered  the  valley  to  th 
south,  and  then  again  almost  due  north  toward 
the  open  prairie,  while  the  dense  tall  reeds  thfl 
lined  its  banks,  and  which  had  evidently  not  bee 
disturbed  by  any  party  issuing  .£rom  the  river,  s 
times  hid  the  stream  and  opposite  banks  entire! 
from  view. 

They  had  not  proceeded  very  far,  before  Do 
Antonio  proposed  that  their  progress  should  b 
made  more  rapid  by  sending  on  an  advance 
guard,  who  could  return  at  speed  to  the  rear^  an 
report  any  discovery  he  might  make.  Th 
brothers  volunteered  at  once,  but  Kanacka  vehc 
mently  protested  against  further  separating  thei 
party. 

"  Dese  Injins  perhaps  cache  in  de  tule,  or  behin 
a  ridge,  or  in  bush,  till  we  come.  No,  Cap'ni 
must  have  ear  open  and  keep  all  ready;  but  sur 
must  keep  togeder."    . 

"  Then  suppose  two  of  us  ride  down  in  th 
very  bed  of  the  stream,"  said  Edgar.  "  If  thes 
Indians  have  done  so,  as  we  all  think,  we  may  d< 
the  same,  and  so  observe  where  they  have  emerged 
and  keep  up  a  more  easy  communication  witl 
either  bank." 

*'  £s,   es,   dat    bery  good.     Uncommon  goo( 
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Cap'n  be  Cap'n  Edga,^  said  Kanaoka,  as  the 
brothers  entered  the  stream. 

In  this  still  more  divided  order,  but' jet  more  in 
concert  than  before,  they  advanced.  Harold  and 
Edgar  found  little  difficulty  in  keeping  up  with 
their  companions  on  the  bank,  and  their  horses 
appeared  to  grow  fresher  as  the  cool  stream 
^vrashed  their  sinewy  legs. 

''  Harold,  what  is  that?  Surely  that  must  be 
the  trail,"  whispered  Edgar,  as  a  turn  of  the  river 
disclosed  an  opening  in  the  reeds  that  was  as  yet 
ludden  from  the  parties  on  the  bank. 

*'  Let  us  spur  on,  and  examine  it  more  nearly," 
said  Harold. 

*'  Then  warn  those  on  the  banks  first,"  replied 
his  brother,  signalling  with  his  rifle  the  discovery 
which  their  nearer  approach  to  the  spot  enabled 
them  to  judge  of  with  greater  certainty. 

Kanacka  and  Don  Antonio,  with  the  pack- 
horses,  pushed  on  along  the  right  bank,  while 
Dickon  and  thv  Intendant  kept  up  with  them  on 
the  other  siue. 

They  found,  upon  coming  up,  that  the  deeply- 
indented  marks  evidently  proceeded  from  an 
immense  number  of  hoofs,  far  exceeding  the 
supposed  number  of  those  in  pursuit. of  whom 
they  were  hurrying  on,  in  eager  impatience. 

At  this  point  a  broad  beaten  track  led  from  the 
right  bank  southwards,  in  the  direction  of  the  forest 
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the  nrevj  they  did  not  attempt  to  croes,  but 
answered  his  signab  by  pointing  to  their  own 
hank,  as  if  they  too  had  made  some  discovery  of 
importance. 

*^  Stay  with  Don  Antonio,  Edgar/*  he  said, 
**  while  I  cross  over  to  Dickon,  yonder ;  I  will 
retnm  and  tell  you  the  result  in  a  minute.'' 

The  stream  deepened  suddenly  as  he  neared  the 
left  shore,  and,  to  his  surprise,  he  found  his  horse 
swimming  in  deep  water.  Raising  his  fire-arms 
in  one  hand,  he  turned  his  head  against  the  stream, 
and  after  a  struggle  the  noble  animal — whose 
enei^es  and  vigour  seemed  in  no  way  impured  by 
his  long  march — threw  the  water  from  his  broad 
chest,  and  gained  the  shore  at  the  point  where 
Dickon  was  with  some  anxiety  waiting  for  him. 

^  See,  that  sudden  dip  of  the  bottom  has  caused 
the  rascals  to  leave  the  bed  of  the  stream,  and  we 
have  hit  upon  their  tracks,  as  plain  as  a  rabbit- 
run,"  said  Dickon,  after  assuring  himself  of 
Harold's  having  sustained  no  injury  beyond  the 
inconvenience  of  a  wetting. 

**  We  have  hit  upon  the  trail  of  the  ladrones, 
without  doubt,  caballero,'' said  the  Intendant,  ^^and 
I  was  just  going  to  cross  the  river  with  the  infer- 
matioD,  when  your  mercy  anticipated  my  purpose; 
but  before  you  go  back,  may  I  request  you  to 
remain  here  on  the  bank,  while  I  gallop  to  the 
top  of  yonder  swell,  round  which  the    stream 
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seems  to  wind?  Ijcan trace  the  trail  that  hr, 
and  perhaps  make  out  where  it  goes  to  after- 
wards.'' 

The  Intendant  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  which, 
having  been  mounted  only  for  the  few  hours  that 
they  had  been  on  the  march,  was  comparatively 
fresh.  Both  Harold  and  Dickon  watched  until  he 
disappeared  over  the  comb  of  the  swell,  instead 
of  halting  there.  They  then  turned  to  observe 
the  remainder  of  the  party  on  the  oppodte 
bank.  They  had  all  dismounted,  and  seemed 
to  be  attentively  considering  the  marks  which 
Kanacka  pointed  out  to  them.  Edgar  every  now 
and  then  appeared  to  throw  impatient  looks  across 
the  river,  and  more  than  once  raised  his  rifle  to 
invite  them  to  hasten  to  pass  over. 

'*  We  will  wait  awhile  before  we  cross,  Dickon, 
until  Manuel  returns,  to  tell  us  what  he  has 
made  of  these  marks ;  to  my  eyes  they  do  not  seem 
so  numerous  as  such  a  party  as  we  saw  crosang 
the  hill  yonder  would  in  all  probability  leave 
behind ;  even  although,  as  Manuel  supposes,  they 
marched  in  single  line." 

'*  I  think  too.  Captain  Harold,  that  these  marks 
are  those  of  beasts  unshod ;  now  I  am  sure  that 
our  mules,  at  least,  wore  iron.  But  here  comes 
the  foreigner  with  a  mouth  full  of  news,  in  his 
strange  lingo." 

'^You  seem  disappointed,  Senor  Manuel,"  snd 
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Harold,  as  the  Intendant  came  up,  looking  some- 
what creet-fiJlen. 

**  Why,  would  you  believe  it,  Sefiior  ? — ^the  river, 
which,  as  you  see,  flows  here  direct  south  towards 
the  forest  in  the  defile,  bends  round  this  rising 
ground,  and  flows  back  almost  due  north  again. 
The  trail  only  cuts  across  this  bit  of  land,  and 
then  strikes  the  water  again,  and  I  could  almost 
swear  it  takes  up  the  stream,  for  I  saw  some 
boshes  broken  down  higher  up ;  it  really  seemed 
that  they  had  crossed  over  to  the  other  side,  and, 
instead  of  proceeding  as  any  one  would  expect, 
they  had  turned  their  horses'  heads  up  stream, 
back  again!  I  must  say,  caballero,  I  feel 
puzzled." 

"Well,  let  us  cross  over  to  the  other  side, — 
avoiding  that  deep  run  lower  down ;  and  when  we 
have  joined  our  discoveries  to  what  they  have 
£Mmd  out  yonder,  which  £rom  their  gestures  seems 
of  importance,  we  may  hit  upon  the  truth." 

Upon  arriving  at  the  other  bank,  which  this 
time  Harold  managed  to  do  without  wetting  above 
his  horse's  flanks,  they  found  that  Kanacka  had 
tnused  what  were  evidently  the  hoof-prints  of  the 
mules,  though  trodden  over  in  many  places  by 
unshod  hoofs,  as  if  the  Indians  had  driven  the 
mules  on  before  and  followed  in  single  line,  along ' 
the  wide  track  of  the  wild  horses. 

Eanacka's  supposition  was,  that  they  had  hoped 
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that  any  one  in  search  of  their  traces,  w< 
confound  them  with  those  of  the  wild  h 
that  those  of  the  mules  would  escape  unn 

Manuel  then  related  what  they  had  d 
on  the  other  bank,  and  how  the  trail  8e< 
were,  to  double  back  up  the  stream  aft 
and  cutting  across  the  bend. 

"Then,  I  wager  my  rifle  to  a  }n 
Edgar,  with  a  gleam  of  intelligenc 
eyes,  '*  that  part  of  them  have  ein  ^ 
this  point  where  we  stand,  while  ot   l^ 
a  blind  have  crossed  over  to  the 
stopped  by  your  water-hole,  Han 
it,  they  landed,  struck  across  the 
the  bed  of  the  stream,  and  in  ren 
and  came  out  at  this  point,      Sc 
on  the  trail  of  their  companions 
forest,  where  we  shall  find  them      ^ 

Kanacka  had  listened  attei 
conjecture,  and  without  a  word 
the  stream  and  waded  some  dist 
every  now  and  then,  looking  fi 
then  the  bed  of  the  river. 
upon  the  bank  and  catne  ru^ 
in  triumph  in  his  har. 
arrow. 

He  pointed  to  tl> 
seemed  stained    ^ 
hairs  still  adhr 
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subdued  voice,  as  if  afraid  that  the  bushes  should 
conceal  a  listener,  ^*  look  ^  arrow — ^Massa  Cap'n 
Eldga  be  quite  right.  Injiu  boss  return  up  stream. 
Dey  make  big  trail  on  oder  side  where  'em  get 
oat — ^tlnk  we  follow  dat  tnul,  find  it  enter  river 
again ;  den  we  follow,  follow,  down  stream  always, 
to  catch  trail  on  bank.  Dey  fools;  Eiuiackaknow 
daft  dej  come  back  on  dis  side,  and  make  trail  on 
top  of  tracks  of  wild  bosses.  Why  ?  He  find  dis 
arrow  in  tule.  Injin  goad  boss, — see  blood  and 
hair ;  him  break  arrow,  d^n  trow  it  away.  Kanacka 
find  it  and  say,  'Injin  arrow  dere;  Injin  muss 
p«8S  by  dere;  dey  not  go  down  stream,  cause 
Cap'n  Harold  see  marks  where  'em  get  out  on 
oder  dde ;  den  dey  muss  hab  come  back  up  stream 
and  got  out  here  on  wild  boss  trail.  Dat  lead 
straight  for  forest ;  we  follow  it  and  cotch  dem  dere 
— p'raps  asleep,  p'raps  eating  supper,  who  knows?" 

Don  Antonio  listened  eagerly  while  Edgar  in- 
terpreted. 

*'  The  man  is  right.  There  is  no  doubt  he  is 
right.  Now  for  the  best  way  of  coming  upon  them 
unobserved." 

*'  Let  us  dash  boldly  on.  We  are  men  enough 
to  ride  over  such  a  set  of  ragamuffins,^  said 
Harold. 

The  young  Spaniard  smiled,  and  said,  '^  When 
yon  have  seen  a  little  more  of  our  wilds  and  their 
inhabitants,  Seiior,  you  will  proeeed  with  more 
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caution.  No  one  would  begin  to  bruise  a  serpent's 
head  by  trampling  on  its  tail." 

*'  I  beg  pardon  for  mj  impatience,'*  replied 
Harold,  with  a  blush,  *'  but  lead  on  where  you  wiU, 
Sefior  Antonio,  we  will  follow." 

All  were  soon  mounted,  and  Don  Antonio,  with 
his  intendant  and  KanacTca,  led  the  van,  while  the 
other  three  brought  up  the  rear,  conversiiig  only 
in  low  whispers. 

The  bend  of  the  river  from  which  the  track 
started  was  really  about  half  a  league  from  the 
verge  of  the  forest,  though  a  long  bank,  as  it  were, 
of  rising  ground,  which  interposed  at  two-thirds  of 
the  distance,  made^it  seem  much  nearer. 

It  was  by  availing  themselves  of  the  cover  of 
this  rise,  that  they  hoped  to  approach  the  forest 
unperceived  by  the  Indians,  who  they  were  now 
convinced,  lay  hidden  there  until  they  could  sally 
out  in  the  cool  of  the  evening,  and  resume  their 
march  northwards  to  the  banks  of  the  Calaveras. 

On  arriving  at  the  foot  of  the  ridge  all  dis- 
mounted, and  leaving  Dickon  and  Manuel  in 
charge  of  the  horses,  which  remiuned  in  a  hoUow 
to  the  right  of  the  horse  track,  the  others  crept  to 
the  summit,  and  stooping  down  among  the  tall 
grass,  they  carefully  examined  the  skirts  of  the 
forest 

''  Dere — dere  dey  be,"  cried  Kanacka,  pointing 
to  a  thin  colunm  of  blue  smoke,  that  rose  straight 
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above  the  tree  tops,  about  half  a  mile  to  their 
right,  and^  unbroken  by  a  breath  of  wind,  seemed 
Uke  some  tall  landmark  towering  into  the  clear 
blue  skj. 

All  turned  their  eyes  to  the  blue  column,  and 
their  hearts  beat  quick  as  they  now  felt  their 
enemies  were  within  reach. 

**  They  seem  but  a  few  yards  deep  in  the 
forest,"  whispered  Don  Antonio,  for  the  proximity 
of  their  foes  rendered  him,  without  thinking,  un- 
necessarily cautious. 

**  Must  leave  bosses  in  hollow — creep  round 
through  grass  on  right,  and  come  slap  on  *em  like 
China  typhoon  in  Yallow  Sea,"  said  the  guide. 

The  Intendant,  whom  they  had  beckoned  to  join 
them,  no  sooner  saw  the  smoke  than  he  cried, — 

"  Vato  a  Dio8  alii  estan.  There  they  are.  We 
will  crush  the  villains,  Senores,  as  a  grizzly 
bear's  fore-paw  would  crush  a  nest  of  prairie  dogs. 
We  must  leave  our  horses,  though,  unless  we 
mean  to  try  a  rush,  which  I  do  not  advise." 

All  agreed  to  try  the  issue  on  foot. 

The  Intendant  set  about  fastening  the  horses 
by  tying  the  head  of  one  to  the  tail  of  the  other, 
and  so  forming  a  complete  ring.  This  method 
left  them  at  liberty  to  crop  the  ^ass,  but  effec- 
tually prevented  them  from  straying  from  the 
hollow,  where  they  were  well  concealed. 

Disencumbering  themselves  of  all  unnecessary 
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clothing, — for  the  heat  of  the  sun,  though  it  Ii 
descended  abready  half-waj  towards  the  west^ 
horizon,  was  still  excessive, — thej  all  prepared 
their  march  through  the  grass.  Their  arms  w< 
carefully  looked  to,  and  put  in  a  state  of  rea 
ness  for  instant  use. 

They  started  in  Indian  file,  the  Intendant  le^ 
ing  the  way,  followed  closely  by  Kanacka.  I 
patient  Harold  came  next,  then  the  Spania 
Don  Antonio,  then  Edgar,  while  Dickon  brouj 
up  the  rear.  He  grumbled  awhile  at  the  p 
assigned  to  him,  but  the  thought  that  he  shoi 
thus  have  the  brothers  imder  his  own  eye  and  pi 
tection,  soon  reconciled  him  to  the  arrangement 

The  horse-trail  led  to  the  right,  and  as  t 
Indians  would  in  all  probability  station  scoi 
to  guard  against  approach  in  that  quarter,  tfa 
resolved  to  proceed  to  the  left.  A  bend  round 
nearly  a  mile  brought  them  to  the  veige  of  t 
forest,  when  the  line  halted,  and  the  silence  whi 
all  had  maintained  for  the  previous  quarter  of 
hour  was  broken  by  the  word  "  pronto  "  (read^ 
which  passed  from  front  to  rear,  and  was  follow 
by  another,  "  adelante  "  (forward),  when,  creepii 
hands  and  knees,  the  file  noiselessly  entered  t 
thick  underwood  that  skirted  the  forest. 

It  was  a  nervous  and  a  trying  moment  Tl 
oldest  and  most  experienced  among  them  felt  I 
pulse  quicken,  and  his  breath  catch  in  the  excit 
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tnent  of  the  danger,  while  those  who  were  younger, 
and  new  to  such  scenes  of  risk  and  peril,  felt  their 
hearts  swell  to  choking, — ^not  with  fear,  but  with 
uneasy  eager. impatience  to  be  up  and  at  the  foe. 

As  they  advanced  the  underwood  grew  less 
dense,  until,  each  rising  up  to  his  feet,  the  line 
halted  once  more. 

■^Cuidado^  (beware),  ^^yhagacomo  d  vecino^ 
(and  do  like  the  one  next  before  you),  passed  in  a 
low  whisper  along  the  line,  and  gliding  from  tree  to 
tree,  each  taking  up  the  post  which  the  companion 
preceding  him  vacated,  they  advanced  to  the  spot, 
whence  from  time  to  time  the  sound  of  voices,  with 
now  and  then  a  loud  neigh,  seemed  to  proceed. 

They  at  length  reached  a  huge  rock,  which,  as 
if  upheaved  by  some  throe  of  nature,  jutted  up  in 
the  midst  of  trees  and  brambles,  apparently  barring 
thdr  further  advance. 

**  There  they  lie,  behind  that  rock,''  whispered 
the  Intendant,  pointing  to  the  smoke  which 
seemed  to  curl  over  its  summit.  "  I  will  creep 
up  and  reconnoitre." 

Leaning  his  rifle  against  the  foot  of  the  rock, 
while  each  of  the  file  remained  motionless  behind 
his  tree,  watching  his  movements,  Manuel  glided 
noiselessly  as  a  snake  up  the  side  of  the  rock.  For 
one  moment  he  peered  over  its  top,  and  the  next 
he  was  again  at  its  foot,  and  catching  up  his  rifle 
he  called  in  a  low  tone, — 
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'*  Qus  ngum  todot—foYLow  all  I    We  can  sb 
every  rascal,  tbey  are  all  feasting  on  one  of 
good  horses  which  they  have  skughtered.** 

'^  Let  us  not  be  hasty y**  whispered  Don  Ante 
to  those  next  him,  as  with  little  noise  they  reac 
the  summit  of  the  rock,  and  gazed  on  the  sc 
before  them ;  '^  let  us  not  shed  blood  unnecessai 
Hold  fire,  all." 

**  Hold  fire,"  responded  the  brothers,  for  tl 
young  hearts  were  not  yet  able  to  contempl 
without  a  shudder,  the  wholesale  slaughter  of 
wretches  who  sat  below. 

Ignorant  of  the  danger  that  menaced  thee 
party  of  about  eight  Indians  were  seated  in 
open  semicircular  space  that  lay  at  the  foot 
the  rock,  against  which  they  had  built  their  i 
The  half-raw  carcase  of  a  horse  was  suspen 
amidst  its  smoke  and  flame,  and  the  Indians  y^ 
busily  engaged  in  gorging  themselves  to  replel 
with  huge  quivering  slices,  which  each  hewed 
himself  from  the  huge  mass  of  meat,  and  ravenoi 
devoured. 

Some  distance  apart  on  the  left,  where 
fringe  of  forest  that  hedged  in  the  opening  seen 
thickest,  sat  a  man  with  his  back  to  the  ro 
covered  with  a  large  Mexican  cloak,  and  bent  i 
ward  with  his  face  resting  in  his  hands,  as  if 
were  asleep. 

At  his  side  lay  open  a  portmanteau  contain 
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bundles  of  papers  and  parchments,  which  Don 
Antonio  recognised  as  his  own.  There  were  also 
the  cases  and  the  saddle-bags  belonging  to  the 
brothers,  all  laid  out  apparently  for  distribution 
among  the  party,  as  soon  as  their  feast  was  ter- 
minated. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  fire,  on  the  right,  were 
picketed  a  line  of  horses,  among  which  were 
those  stolen  from  the  pursuing  party,  and  the  two 
mules.  On  this  side  the  brushwood  was  not  so 
thick,  and  a  partial  gap  had  been  trodden  down 
close  by  the  foot  of  the  rock,  through  which  the 
Indians  had  probably  entered,  though  they  had  done, 
their  best  to  conceal  it  by  replacing  the  broken 
branches  and  raising  the  trodden-down  brambles. 

*'  El  renegade  Eitetauy^  growled  the  Biscayan, 
pointing  his  rifle  at  the  sleeping  figure  in  the 
doak. 

**  No  tiral  Manuel,"  cried  his  young  master. 
'*Do  you  not  see  the  wretches  are  so  gorged 
they  cannot  and  will  not  make  any  resistance? 
We  can  glide  round  the  foot  of  the  rock  to  the 
right,  and  getting  between  them  and  the  line  of 
hones  which  they  have  picketed  on  that  side  of 
the  fire,  we  can  hold  them  at  our  mercy.'* 

The  brothers  seconded  this  proposal. 

With  an  air  of  accustomed  command  the  young 
Spaniard  prepared  to  lead  the  way.  Pushing 
aside  the  bushes  that  at  its  base  clung  to  the  rock» 

V0L.L  N 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


266  BANN£RFORD;  OR, 

lie  sprang  onwards,  and  the  Indians,  starting  to 
their  feet,  saw  to  their  consternation  a  line  uf  six 
white  men  interposed  between  them  and  their 
horses,  and  their  rifles  aimed  full  at  their  naked 
breasts,  within  the  distance  of  a  few  feet. 

All  idea  of  resistance  seemed  instantaneously 
abandoned ;  the  dark  forms  of  the  Indians,  who 
expected  every  second  to  see  the  rifles  pour  out 
their  deadly  flashes,  disappeared  behind  the  cover 
of  the  forest  trees,  as  if  by  magic  One  of  them, 
a  tall  ferocious-looking  man,  paid  the  penalty  of 
his  boldness,  for  as  he  was  drawing  his  bow  behind 
a  thick  trunk,  with  the  arrow  pointed  full  at  Don 
Antonio's  breast,  the  rifle  of  Don  Manuel  gave 
tongue,  and  his  black  form  sprang,  with  a  yell> 
high  in  the  air,  then,  with  extended  arms,  fell  flat 
on  its  face. 

In  the  midst  of  the  sudden  surprise  and  confu- 
sion, the  figure  in  the  cloak  almost  succeeded  in 
escaping  notice,  by  passing,  at  the  risk  of  singing 
his  huge  beard,  between  the  fire  and  the  rock, 
against  which  it  had  been  piled.  He  had  managed 
to  reach  the  row  of  horses,  which,  it  has  been 
mentioned,  were  tied  up  to  the  trees  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  fire  to  that  where  the  feasten 
were  seated,  that  is,  on  the  same  side  as  the  gap 
though  which  Don  Antonio  had  eflfected  his 
sudden  entrance. 

The  Renegade,  for  Baregui  was  right  in  sup* 
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posing  that  it  was  he,  had  caught  up  his  rifle^  and 
holding  it  in  his  hand  ready  for  a  parting  shot,  in 
case  he  should  be  able  to  get  clear  off  without 
being  observed,  he  speedily  detached  the  horse 
nearest  to  him.  Turning  his  head  towards  the 
gap  which  the  new  comers  had  made  in  tl.e  bushes 
by  the  side  of  the  rock,  he  was  in  the  very  act  of 
springing  on  hi^  back,  when  Dickon,  who  stood 
nearest  to  him,  caught  sight  of  the  enemy  who 
had  thus  artfully  turned  his  flank. 

Disdiuning  to  use  rifle  or  knife  upon  a  fugitive 
who  had  already  turned  his  back,  Dickon  seized 
him  by  the  shoulders  with  a  grasp  like  a  vice,  and 
though  the  Renegade  was  far  from  being  of  small 
stature,  his  surprise  was  so  great,  or  the  strength 
of  Dickon  was  so  much  superior  to  his  own,  that 
he  was  instantly  rendered  incapable  of  all  resist- 
ance. Dickon  raised  him  from  the  ground,  and 
with  a  rough  shake,  such  as  a  mastiff  might  give  a 
long-legged  cur,  he  fairly  shook  the  rifle  from  his 
grasp,  and  it  exploded  as  it  fell. 

The  report  attracted  the  notice  of  the  others  to 
this  little  scene  of  bye-play,  which  hardly  occu- 
pied a  minute  in  taking  place. 

**Amiffo  mio  i  esku  alii  f — you  there,  my  friend  ? 
T0  buKoba!  I  was  looking  for  you,"  shouted 
the  Biscayan,  as  with  the  quickness  of  thought 
he  passed  the  end  of  a  lariat  through  his  arms, 
which  Dickon  compressed  till  the  shoulders 
n2 
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cracked  again,  and  then  giving  it  a  turn  or  two 
round  his  legs,  they  lidd  him  upon  his  back,  where 
he  lay  motionless,  casting  glances  of  cowardly 
terror,  disappointed  malice,  and  cringing  entreaty 
for  mercy,  at  the  group  which  stood  a  moment 
around  him. 

**  Dat  de  dam  rascal  cause  all  de  mischief.  He 
steal  hoss,  shoot  poor  P£pe  in  him  heart,  level 
blank  at  Seiior  Manuel,  and  just  miss  self— p'raps 
he  set  store  on  fire,  who  know?"  sud  Kanacka» 
his  dark  eyes  glittering,  and  threatening  as  the 
naked  blade  he  held  ready  in  his  hand, — *'Me 
finish  his  bis'ness  fuss,  den  must  march  off  wid 
bosses  up  de  valley — double  quick,  eh  ?  ** 

'^ Don't  injure  him,  Kanacka,  he  is  our  prisoner, 
and  must  be  judged  by  the  laws,"  said  Edgar, 
laying  a  hand  on  the  guide's  wrist. 

''Laws,  eh,  Cap^n  Edga?  in  dis  land  on'y  one 
law,  that  berry  good,  and  Massa  Lynch  do  bis'ness 
sharp." 

''  But  we  had  better  take  him  with  us  a  dose 
captive,'*  added  Harold,  ''and  leave  him  to  be 
dealt  with  by  the  authorities." 

The  prisoner,  who  had  lain  perfectly  still  during 
this  conversation,  turned  his  small  serpent-like 
eyes  from  one  speaker  to  the  other.  In  spite  of 
his  assumed  Mexican  dress  and  appearance,  the 
brothers,  who  were  convinced  of  his  identity  with 
the  gold-seller  in  the  store  at  San  FranciscQ,  could 
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percrive  that  he  understood  all  that  iras  said,  and 
his  frame  seemed  to  writhe,  as  Kanacka,  in  action 
and  word,  threatened  him  with  the  prompt  punish- 
ment of  Lynch  law. 

**  Senor  Manuel — him  know  how  to  Lynch  the 
hoes-t'ieves ;  look  dere,"  shouted  Kanacka,  while  a 
cry  of  terror  and  pain  broke  from  the  prostrate 
captive. 

The  Biscayan,  whose  face  wore  a  determined 
look  of  vengeance,  had  quietly  detached  a  lariat 
from  the  saddle  of  the  horse  which  the  Renegade 
was  preparing  to  mount,  and  knotted  it  firmly  to 
the  broad  neck  of  the  young  and  half*broken 
animaL  Then  without  opening  his  mouth,  whose 
compressed  lips  showed  that  he  meant  mischief, 
he  suddenly  threw  the  deadly  noose  over  the 
captive's  head. 

The  afirighted  young  horse,  released  from  the 
Litendant's  strong  hold,  sprang  forward. 

But  Don  Antonio,  as  soon  as  he  perceived  the 
intentions  of  his  follower,  had  unsheathed  his 
knife.  It  was  too  late  to  stop  the  course  of  the 
terrified  horse,  but  as  the  cord  tightened,  and  the 
wretch's  head  was  jerked  upwards  with  a  sudden 
wrench,  the  keen  blade  cut  the  stnuning  lariat, 
and  the  horse  galloped  off  with  the  divided  cord 
tnuling  behind  him,  and  was  lost  amid  the  dense 
forest. 

The  renegade,  laying  aside  all  disguise,  howled 
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out  a  string  of  prayers  and  piteous  cries,  now  in 
English,  now  in  Spanish,  now  in  a  jumbled  patois 
of  both  languages. 

^'  Por  la  santisima  Madr^,  no  m$  mata !  do  not 
murder  roe,  Senores.  For  the  love  of  God  saTe 
me,  young  gentlemen — I  will  be  your  senrant, 
your  slave,  I  will  gather  you  gold, — O  spare  a 
miserable  wretch.  Senary  merced!  escucha  me! 
Hear  me — I  am  an  Englishman,  young  gentlemen ; 
do  not  give  me  up  to  be  murdered  before  your 
eyes.  I  will  be  your  guide — I  know  where  the 
richest  placeros  of  gold  are  to  be  found.  I  will 
take  you  to  the  haunts  of  these  Indians  who  have 
robbed  you — Conozco  el  oamino,  Senores;  I  know 
the  road.  You  can  bum  their  rancherias,  and 
drive  them  from  their  valleys*  Oh  mercy,  mercy, 
save  me !  ^ 

The  brothers  turned  away  in  pity  and  disgust, 
as  the  wretch,  ignorant  that  Don  Antonio  had 
interposed  between  him  and  the  horrible  death  he 
expected  to  suffer  every  moment,  continued  to 
pour  out  his  cowardly  cries  and  treacherous  offers 
to  betray  his  allies  in  crime,  mingled  with  what 
he  hoped  would  prove  tempting  offers  of  his  own 
services. 

Don  Antonio,  with  an  air  of  greater  severity 
and  command  than  the  brothers  had  before  seen 
him  assume,  came  forward,  after  rebuking  the  In- 
tendant  in  a  low  tone  for  his  violent  proceedings. 
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He  quieted  the  meanings  and  howlinga  of  the 
renegade  by  showing  him  the  severed  rope/ and 
tossing  it  down  in  silent  contempt  by  his  side. 
He  then  made  the  apology  which  he  thought  the 
case  required  for  the  yiolence  of  his  impetuous 
follower  Manuel. 

**  We  live-  in  a  land  where  laws  are  weak, 
Senores,''  he  said ;  "  and  we  rely  more  on  our 
own  right  hands,  than  on  their  protection.  Cruel 
and  blood-thirsty  as  Manuel  Bar^ui  may  hare 
appeared  to  you,  I  must  say  in  his  behalf,  that 
the  customs  of  the  country,  and  the  necessity  of 
striking  terror  into  the  lawless  bands  of  robbers 
and  assassins,  fearing  the  laws  of  neither  God  nor 
man,  that  infest  our  provinces,  give  him  some 
warrant  for  the  summary  proceeding  which  I  was 
fortunately  able  to  frustrate.  But  enough  of  that 
subject,  and  we  have  no  time  to  lose.  Let  us  lead 
back  these  horses  behind  the  rock;  the  Indians  did 
not  expect  us  in  that  quarter,  or  doubtless  they 
would  have  stationed  scouts,  as  they  have  perhaps 
done  on  their  broad  trail  Our  retreat  is  safe  in 
all  probability,  if  we  hasten  by  the  road  we  came : 
but  we  must  lose  no  time.  Manuel,  let  the  pri- 
soner be  secured  on  one  of  the  horses,  so  that  he 
cannot  escape ;  we  can  decide  hereafter  about  his 
future  fate." 

The  captive,  once  assured  that  his  life  was  in  no 
dauger,  relapsed  into  sullen  silence,  and  suffered 
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himself  to  be  bound  on  one  of  the  led  horses  witl 
out  a  struggle  or  a  murmur.  Dickon  and  tl 
brothers  lost  no  time  in  securing  their  proper! 
once  more  on  the  backs  of  their  mules;  whi 
Don  Antonio,  equally  pleased  at  recovering  k 
valuables  and  papers,  strapped  his  portmantea 
firmly  behind  the  saddle  of  the  horse  he  propose 
to  mount  himself. 

All  were  soon  ready  to  proceed.  "  Let  us  fii 
a  volley  of  our  pistols  before  we  start,'*  sai 
Harold,  who  had  mounted  the  most  spirited  of  tfa 
animals  that  they  had  recaptured.  ^'  It  ma 
frighten  oif  any  skulker  who  may  feel  an  indi 
nation  to  hang  upon  our  traces/' 

The  volley  was  fired,  and  one  after  the  othe 
the  horsemen  sprang  through  the  gap,  and  makinj 
a  short  bend  round  to  avoid  the  dense  underwooi 
through  which  they  had  crept  on  foot,  they  gaine< 
with  a  shout  of  triumph  the  open  plain. 

They  found  their  living  ring  of  neighing  steed 
undisturbed,  and  retaining  the  animds  they  ha< 
chosen  in  order  to  give  some  respite  to  their  owi 
chargers,  they  were  soon  again  in  motion.  Th< 
cavalcade  now  in  point  of  numbers  and  equipment 
assumed  quite  a  formidable  appearance ;  besides 
the  Indians  were  left  on  foot  far  behind.  So  the 
party,  in  high  spirits  at  their  success,  pushed  oi 
rapidly  and  boldly,  and  before  sunset  were  far  on 
their  way  northwards  up  the  valley  of  San  Joakim 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

FBI80V1B*8  KOAPl— Air  AMMBIOAV  VALLET— BXNBWSD  H0P18  Or  THS 
S0L]>flSEKXB8 — ^WILD  B0B8I8 — THX  STAMPBBB. 

Aht  one  who  bad  witnessed  the  furious  pace  at 
irhich  a  well-horsed  Califomian  caballada  gene- 
rally travels,  would  have  little  difficulty  in  under- 
standing how  the  next  camp-fire,  round  which  the 
wearied  party  were  stretched  in  sound  slumber, 
was  pitched  a  distance  of  a  dozen  leagues  or  so 
from  the  forest  where  they  had  so  fortunately 
recovered  their  stolen  property,  and  even  recruited 
their  numerous  relay. 

They  had  bivouacked  for  the  night  under  the 
shelter  of  a  spreading  cedar-tree,  of  centuries' 
growth,  which  stood  not  far  from  the  banks  of 
a  tule  lake,  whose  feathered  tenants  had  contri- 
buted to  their  evening  meal,  while  its  limpid 
waters  had  refreshed  the  stiffened  riders  and 
panting  steeds  with  reinvigoratlng  draughts. 

The    prisoner,  whose  bonds  were    somewhat 

relaxed,  was  deposited  at  the  foot  of  the  tree, 

while,  a  little  distance  apart,  the  party  had  laid 

their  blankets  on  a  soft  mossy  bank,  and,  with 

n3 
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CHAPTEE  VIII. 

E — kn  AMERICAS  PALLET— RENEWED  HOPES  OF  TBM 
SZKKBS — WILD  HORSES — THE  STAMPEDE. 

10  had  witnessed  the  furious  pace  at 
11-horsed  Californian  caballada  gene- 
i,  would  have  little  difficulty  in  under- 
>w  the  next  camp-fire,  round  which  the 
rty  were  stretched  in  sound  slumber, 
id  a  distance  of  a  dozen  leagues  or  so 
forest  where  they  had  so  fortunately 
their  stolen  property,  and  even  recruited 
leroua  relay. 
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tt  the  foot  of  the  tms 
psrUtbepsitrh/^ 
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their  feet  turned  to  an  enormous  fire,  had  lain 
down  for  the  night 

At  the  express  desire  of  the  brothers,  the  task 
of  keeping  watch  was  this  time  divided  among  the 
party,  and  it  was  arranged  that  each  should  watch 
an  hour  in  his  turn.  All  night  long  a  sentinel 
walked  round  and  round  the  drcle  of  the  cedar. 
Ever}'  now  and  then  the  plaintive  call  of  a  night- 
bird,  or  the  long  howl  of  a  coyote  would  put  him 
on  the  aleriS,  and  replenishing  the  bright  blaze 
with  a  fresh  supply  of  fuel,  the  light  would  glance 
upon  the  bright  barrels  of  his  ready  fire-arms  as 
he  stooped :  and  again  the  sentinel  would  resume 
the  regular  round,  which  all  had  in  turn  agreed 
incessantly  to  make  during  their  watch,  now 
showing  ruddy  in  the  fire-light,  now  growing  dark 
in  the  gloom  of  the  thick  shadows. 

The  eldest  and  more  experienced  of  the  party 
kept  the  early  watches,  leaving  those  more  unused 
to  the  task  to  recruit  themselves  for  a  time  by 
sound-  sleep,  which  did  not  in  any  case  soem  to 
wait  for  much  invitation. 

During  the  watch  of  the  Intendant  and  Eji- 
nacka,  the  dark  cloak  that  covered  the  ren^ade's 
crouching  figure  was  more  than  once  torn  roughly 
aside,  and  something  that  sounded  in  his  frightened 
ears  like  a  curse,  was  growled  out  as  the  sentinel, 
satisfied  with  his  scrutiny,  dropped  the  doak,  and 
resumed  his  rounds. 
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Upon  Dickon,  too,  thej  had  laid  particular 
injunctions  to  keep  an  eye  upon  the  prisoner, 
whom,  if  they  could  have  followed  their  own 
inclinations,  they  would  have  bound,  regardless 
of  his  suffering,  tightly  and  securely  to  the  trunk 
of  the  tree,  or  still  worse,  have  strung  up  on  one 
of  its  branches. 

In  addition  to  the  natural  hatred  of  a  settler  in 
California  for  a  horse-thief,  they  felt  doubly  hos- 
tile towards  one  of  their  own  colour  who  had 
sdlied  with  the  ferocious  Indians  to  plunder  and 
murder  them.  It  cannot  be  supposed  that  the 
Tengeful  Biscayan  had  forgotten  whose  bullet  had 
passed  through  the  heart  of  his  old  companion, 
Pepe,  the  vaquero,  or  whose  pistol  was  leveUed 
at  his  own  head.  These  were  circumstances  too 
fresh,  and  too  painfully  vivid  in  his  mind,  to  be  lost 
sight  of,  and  he  loved  the  renegade  accordingly. 
The  first  thing  that  Baregui  did,  when  Harold, 
fit  the  end  of  his  watch — for  his  turn  had  come 
last — ^aroused  the  whole  band,  was  to  look  eagerly 
to  the  spot  where  the  renegade  lay  at  the  foot  of 
the  tree. 

The  cloak  lay  there,  but  Manuel  was  not  satis- 
fied; and  a  word,  whose  termination  was  very 
like  ajoy  burst  from  his  lips  as  he  sprang  up  and 
rnshed  to  the  doak.  He  raised  it,  and  dashed  it 
down  with  a  stamp  of  rage,  for  the  prisoner  had 
disappeared.     The  cloak  only   covered  a  stone, 
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whose  sharp  edges  bore  marks,  as  if  the  cords  that 
had  bound  the  prisoner's  feet  had  been  frayed 
upon  them. 

^^  He  has  cut  the  ropes  on  this  cursed  stone, 
and  escaped,  Senor  Antonio,  after  all,"  shouted 
the  Biscayan,  kicking  the  offending  fragment 
sixty  yards  before  him. 

'*'  He  not  slip  off  in  my  watch/*  cried  KanackiL 

'^  Nor  in  mine,"  added  Dickon,  ^*  for  I  turned 
the  poor  devil  over  to  make  sure,  though  I  was 
loath  to  disturb  him." 

Don  Antonio  looked  vexed;  shrugging  his 
shoulders,  and  glancing  from  Harold  to  Edgar,  he 
eaid,  '*  I  fear  one  of  us  was  the  negligent  sentinel, 
for  I  confess  I  was  satisfied  with  the  presence  of  a 
dark  mass,  which  I  took  for  the  captive,  but 
might  have  been  only  his  cloak,  and  so  I  made  no 
nearer  survey." 

The  brothers  confessed  that  they  had  done  no 
more. 

^^  Then  we  must  divide  the  blame,  Senores,  into 
three,"  said  Don  Antonio  with  a  laugh,  adding 
more  seriously,  "  Woe  to  him  if  he  does  us  any 
more  injury,  or  crosses  our  path." 

•^  His  escape,"  rejoined  Edgar,  "  must  spur  our 
activity,  and  make  us  keep  guard  with  keener 
watchfulness." 

All  efforts  of  the  Intendant  and  Kanacka  to 
discover  traces  of  the  fugitive  were  fruitless;  in 
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ade  the  circuit  of  the  tree,  examining 
f  ground  and  every  blade,  in  hopes  of 
a  trail,  upon  which — in  spite  of  the 
>f  the  morning  meal  —Manuel  meant 
)r8e'8  hoofs  at  once,  feeling  sure  that 
could  not  have  proceeded  far.  Not  a 
d  to  have  been  bent,  not  a  leaf  to 
stirred,  and  in  disappointment  they 
search. 

bt  have  been  more  successful  had  they 
I  carefully  and  closely  the  thick  flat 
kt  spread  out  above  their  heads;  for  a 
:  eyes  peered  from  the  leafy  shades, 
ery  movement  with  eager  and  malig- 
);  and  when  the  horses  neighed  and 
they  snuffed  the  pure  morning  breeze 
mr  that  equalled  that  of  their  eager 
rhen  the  caballada  set  out  in  numerous 
ening  ear  might  have  heard  a  slight 
J  the  cedar  branches  above  their  heads, 
or  the  hidden  fugitive,  the  shouts  of 
gling  of  accoutrements,  the  caracoling 
of  impatient  steeds,  swallowed  up  all 
),  or  a  rifle  bullet  might  have  tumbled 
;he  broad  boughs  their  unwonted  bur- 
was,  scarcely  had  the  cavalcade  dls- 
the  dim  distance,  already  tinted  with 
approaching  mom,  when  a  tall  spare 
id  down  the  huge  trunk,  and  clutching 
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up  the  fragments  of  the  morning  meal,  that  were 
left  on  the  ground,  stealthily  crept  awaj  into  the 
shelter  of  the  neighbouring  thicket. 

The  merry  joyous  party,  which  skimmed  lightly 
over  the  plain,  soon  forgot  all  about  the  escape  of 
the  renegado.  Again  the  prospects  of  the  future 
seemed  to  brighten  like  the  scene  around  them, 
which  appeared  every  moment  to  grow  gayer  and 
brighter  in  the  gladdening  beams  of  the  morn- 
ing sun. 

Their  course  now  turned  from  the  range  of  the 
coast  sierra,  which  forms  the  western  boundary  of 
the  Joakim  Valley,  and  bent  to  the  north-east 
towards  the  banks  of  the  noble  river  itself.  The 
bare  summits  and  rugged  blufis  of  the  moun- 
tains on  their  left  glowed  with  a  golden  sheen  as 
they  were  first  caught  by  the  beams  of  the  rising 
sun,  while  the  deep  shadows  of  the  wooded  canones 
or  ravines  that  furrowed  their  sides  below,  served 
a3  the  darker  shades  to  throw  up  with  startling 
effect  the  broader  masses  of  light  that  flooded  the 
landscape  from  above. 

Nature  seems  to  have  lavished  her  bounties 
with  full  and  overflowing  hands  upon  the  highly- 
favoured  regions  of  America.  The  gigantic  scale 
on  which  her  labours  have  been  conducted,  both 
as  regards  the  natural  features  of  the  soil,  and  its 
[)roduction9,  is  an  often  discussed  theme  on  which 
it  is  idle  to  dilate.     May  a  future  page  of  history 
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record,  that  its  people  in  greatness,  in  power,  in 
renown,  in  advancement,  moral,  political,  and 
aocial,  iu  universal  e<^e-80und  philanthropj,  have 
reached  a  perfectian  of  growth,  commensurate  with 
the  majestic  scale  of  God's  own  handiwork. 
When  that  time  comes,  the  descendants  of  the 
pilgnm  fathers,  whom  England  nurtured  and 
England  taught,  will,  with  opened  eyes  and  grate- 
ful tongues,  acknowledge  the  benefits  derived  by 
the  transplanted  shoot  from  the  venerable,  and 
time-strengthened  parent  stem,  and  own  the  deep 
debt  that  is  due  with  filial  thankfulness. 

One  thing  is  to  be  particularly  guarded  against 
.while  forming  our  ideas  and  judgments  of  the  new 
world  from  written  descriptions,  and  that  is,  not  to 
apply  to  the  terms  made  use  of,  illustrations 
derived  from  our  own  country. 

In  speaking  of  the  valley  of  San  Joakim,  the 
idea  to  be  conveyed  will  not  be  helped  out  by 
calling  to  mind  the  valley  of  Evesham  or  Rich- 
mood,  when  we  consider  that  the  Joakim  Valley 
is  nearly  six  hundred  miles  long,  and  averages 
nearly  sixty  miles  in  breadth:  this,  considering 
the  uneven  nature  of  the  ground,  would  afford  an 
area  of  forty  thousand  square  miles,  at  a  low 
estimate.  It  contains  a  lake  a  hundred  miles 
long  and  fifteen  broad,  whose  depth  is  in  some 
places  more  than  forty  fathoms,  and  the  river 
which    flows   through    the   valley    irrigates    its 
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fertile  banks  during  a  course  of  more  than  three 
hundred  miles. 

It  was  toT/ards  the  banks  of  this  river  that  the 
caballada  was  now  hastening.  Their  course  at  firsts 
as  they  skirted  the  base  of  the  sierra,  led  over  a 
country  varied  by  a  succession  of  hill  and  dale : 
in  many  places  thickly  wooded  by  live  oak,  red 
pine,  and  here  and  there  by  cedars.  The  earth 
was  everywhere  plentifully  covered  with  long 
grasses,  mustard,  and  wild  oats.  As  they  drew  to 
the  eastward  the  scenery  grew  more  level,  the 
country  more  open,  and  the  woods  more  rare. 

They  w^ere  obliged  to  make  frequent  bends,  to 
avoid  extensive  marshes  fringed  with  a  thick 
border  of  tule,  from  which  long-legged  birds  arose 
with  a  harsh  cry  at  their  approach.  Often  their 
course  was  crossed  by  a  herd  of  bounding  deer, 
and  the  rifles  of  the  brothers  and  Don  Antonio 
left  the  supplies  for  their  next  meal  a  matter 
beyond  question. 

The  brothers  could  not  but  admire  the  sagacity, 
for  it  seemed  nothing  else,  with  which  the  Biscayan, 
who  now  rode  ahead,  conducted  them.  He  never 
halted,  never  faltered  in  his  course ;  a  rapid  glance 
at  the  position  of  the  sun,  and  the  general  bearing 
of  the  country,  was  enough  for  him  to  decide  upon 
the  route. 

They  had  proceeded  for  some  hours,  only 
halting  at  times  to  place  the  saddles  on  fresh 
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horses,  for  loath  as  the  brothers  were  at  first  to 
part  from  their  black  steeds,  they  soon  foond  the 
benefit  both  to  themselves  and  their  animals,  from 
Qsing  the  relays. 

**  There  is  the  San  Joakim,"  cried  the  Intendant, 
as  he  led  the  troop  down  a  kind  of  undulating 
valley,  between  two  gently  rising  ridges,  whose 
sides  were  dotted  at  intervals  by  clumps  of  trees. 
'^  This  canonillo,  Seiiores,  will  lead  us  straight  to 
its  banks,  and  unless  I  am  deceived,  I  can  even 
now  see  its  mista  and  vapours."^  As  he  spoke  he 
pointed  to  what  seemed  a  kind  of  misty  cloud, 
which,  to  his  evident  surprise,  appeared  to  come 
rolling  nearer  up  the  valley. 

*'  I  am  not  at  all  satisfied  with  the  appearance 
of  yonder  river  mist,  as  you  call  it,  Manuel — ^it 
seems  to  be  nearing  us,  and  I  hear  a  sound  like 
that  of  a  roaring  torrent,  as  if  the  Joakim  had 
burst  its  banks,  and  was  now  rolling  on  its  flood  to 
overwhelm  us,**  said  Don  Antonio.  Manuel  made 
no  reply,  but  threw  himself  from  his  horse,  and 
placed  his  ear  to  the  ground — ^he  immediately 
raised  his  head,  and  his  face  wore  an  expression  of 
fear,  or  rather  anxiety  for  the  safety  of  his  charge 
and  companions,  which  even  in  moments  of  the 
greatest  personal  danger  he  had  not  manifested. 

**S(m  lo9  eaballos  salvages.  Wild  horses  in 
thousands,  caballeros,  are  coming,"  cried  he; 
*^euidado — ^beware  the  estampedo  of  our  own." 
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'^  Let  each  horseman  seize  another  horse  beside 
his  own,  and  make  for  the  summit  of  the  ridge 
across  the  ravine/'  exclaimed  Don  Antonio,  giving 
lus  orders  with  steady  coolness;  "perhaps  they 
may  sweep  by  us — ^but  beware,  Senores,  that  your 
horses  do  not  break  loose,  or  still  worse,  carry  you 
into  the  herd,  for  you  would  be  crushed,  horse  and 
man,  into  ten  thousand  pieces,*' 

"  Valga  ms  Dias^  and  may  all  the  saints  protect 
us  and  Our  Lady  hold  our  horses  well  I  for  an 
estampedo  is  an  awful  thing,"  cried  the  Biscayan, 
whose  anxiety  for  the  safety  oF  the  horses,  which 
seemed  already  to  be  growing  uneasy,  produced 
more  effect  upon  him,  than  from  his  former  steady 
bearing  and  well  proved  bravery  would  have  been 
expected.  But  he  knew  the  danger  of  the  half- 
broken  animals,  which  formed  a  large  proportion 
of  the  caballada,  being  exposed  to  the  temptation 
excited  by  the  near  rush  of  their  wild  and  free 
ancient  companions. 

'•'  It  is  very  hard/*  he  grumbled,  "  to  loose  half 
one's  caballada,  which  we  recovered  with  so  much 
trouble,  at  one  swoop;  but  we  must  hold  on, 
Senores,  like  a  panther  on  the  back  of  an  elk, 
when  it  has  the  luck  once  to  get  there."  So 
saying,  he  chose  one  of  the  most  serviceable  of  the 
loode  horses,  and  taking  a  firm  hold  of  its  bridle, 
forced  it  with  some  difficulty  up  the  side  of  the 
ravine,  for  as  the   thunder   of  the   approaching 
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boofe  grew  louder,  the  uneasiness  of  the  animals 
eyidentlj  increased.  All  hastened  to  follow  his 
example,  and  seizing  each  the  rein  of  a  horse, 
ffCFambled  up  the  side  of  the  ridge. 

Dickon  alone  was  unsuccessful  in  his  en- 
deavours to  coax  or  drive  the  two  nciules,  between 
whose  heads  he  had  pushed  his  horse,  grasping 
with  his  strong  hands  the  rein  of  each  of  them,  in 
his  determination  that  this  time  at  least  he  would 
answer  for  the  safety  of  their  really  precious 
burdens. 

But  the  demon  of  obstinacy  seemed  to  have 
entered  into  the  brutes ;  they  set  their  feet  firmly, 
and  pointing  their  long  ears  in  the  direction  of 
the  approaching  drove,  they  would  not  stir  an 
bch,  in  spite  of  his  utmost  endeavours  to  haul 
them  along. 

The  brothers  were  preparing  to  dismount  and 
go  to  their  assistance,  but  with  earnest  entreaty 
the  Inteudant  dissuaded  them  from  making  the 
attempt. 

'^  No,  Senoritos,  mounted  on  your  noble  blacks, 
which  seem  well  trained,  you  have  a  chance  in 
any  case,  but  once  down  on  foot,  I  would  not 
give  a  maravedi  for  your  lives,  should  our  animals 
tarn  restive.  Besides,  Don  Antonio  has  gone  to 
the  rescue  of  Senor  Ricardo  and  your  obstinate 
mules,  eabezudos  qtie  son!" 

And  so  it  was ;  entreating,  wi{h  a  loud  cry,  the 
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brothers  to  remun  where  they  were,  Don  Antonio, 
fearful  leet  once  more  they  should  experience  a 
loss,  which  this  time  would  be  irreparable,  had 
agun  spurred  down  the  ravine  to  Dickon's  idd. 
But  no  sooner  had  he  reached  his  side,  than  <me 
of  the  mules  aimed  a  kick  at  him  as  vicious  as  it 
was  unexpected.  He  threw  himself  back  from  the 
saddle  to  avoid  the  blow,  but  could  not  altogether 
escape  it ;  it  struck  him  on  the  thigh,  and  he  fell 
to  the  ground  unable  to  rise. 

The  situation  of  both  was  now  highly  criticaL 
Scarcely  two  minutes  had  in  reality  elapsed  from 
the  time  when  Don  Antonio  had  issued  his  first 
orders,  but  short  as  was  the  time,  it  had  sufficed 
to  give  a  definite  shape  to  the  misty  doud  that 
came  rolling  up  the  ravine,  and  bring  the  rushing 
drove  of  wild  horses  into  fearful  proximity  to 
them.  Don  Antonio  could  see  distinctly  a  waving 
sea  of  floating  tails  and  stifiened  manes  come 
retiring  along,  while  above  them  hung  a  doud 
of  steamy  vapour  that  rose  from  their  reeking 
flanks,  mingled  with  thin  fine  dust  raised  by  ten 
thousand  hoofis. 

*'  Come  back,  Sefior  I  come  back,Dickon  I"  cried 
the  brothers,  whom  the  united  efibrts  of  Kanacka 
on  one  hand,  and  Manuel  on  the  other,  could  with 
difficulty  hold  back.  **  Come  back  and  leave  them 
to  their  fate,  good  Dickon ;  leave  all  behind." 

But  Dickon's   only  reply  was  a  tremendous 
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wrench  at  the  mulesj  as  if  he  meant  to  wring  their 
heads  off;  but  for  all  that  they  would  not  stir. 

*'  Then  cut  the  girths  and  leave  the  brutes  to 
their  fate,"  shouted  Edgar  at  the  moment  when 
the  kick  of  the  mule  caused  Don  Antonio's  falL 

With  the  speed  of  thought  the  keen  knife  of 
Dickon  divided  the  girths.  Luckily,  the  packages 
were  well  strapped  together,  and  raising  a  mule  s 
burden  in  each  hand,  packs  and  pack-saddle  all  toge- 
ther, he  bounded  up  the  side  of  the  slope,  shouting, 
^*  Bowie  knives  for  ever,  again.  Captain  Edgar." 

In  the  meantime  the  situation  of  the  young 
Spaniard,  which  Dickon  had  not  observed  while 
boded  in  his  own  exertion,  was  far  more  perilous ; 
he  lay  right  in  the  way  of  the  apparently  mad*  ' 
dened  drove,  unable  to  rise  from  the  ground,  so 
violent  had  been  the  kick.  Nothing  but  his  own 
presence  of  mind  and  the  remarkable  docility  of 
his  beautiful  grey,  could  have  saved  him  from 
being  pounded  to  pieces  under  the  hoofs  of  the 
wild  horses. 

**  Claro !  Claro !  ten  aca  nina.  Come  hither, 
boy,**  he  exclaimed  in  the  soft  endearing  tones  he 
was  wont  to  use  to  his  favourite. 

The  intelligent  animal  turned  its  head,  and 
giving  one  wild  look  down  the  ravine,  and  pricking 
its  small  ears  in  the  direction  in  which  the  drove 
was  now  fast  approaching,  it  trotted  to  the  side  of 
its  disabled  master,  and  bending  round  its  graceful 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


286  BANNERFOKD;   OR, 

head  gently  knelt  to  enable  him  to  slip  upon  iU 
back.  Then  with  a  bound  like  that  of  a  startled 
roe,  it  sprang  up  the  slope,  and  gained  the  sammit, 
just  as  Dickon  threw  down  behind  the  stump  of  a 
tree  the  heavy  burdens  he  had  borne  off  in  such 
triumph. 

With  a  rush  like  that  of  a  mighty  torrent  the 
drove  came  thundering  on;  a  fine  old  patriarch, 
whose  nervous  legs  and  flowing  mane  and  tail  of 
blackest  jet,  set  off  the  bright  bay  colour  of  his 
body,  led  the  herd.  As  he  came  near,  and  saw  the 
terrified  mules  standing  terror-stricken  in  the  way, 
he  seemed  an  instant  to  pause  and  gather  up  his 
strength ;  but  the  momentum  of  that  tremendous 
rush  was  irresistible,  and  borne  on  by  the  press 
behind,  he  gave  a  plunge,  a  snort  of  rage,  and 
dashed  forward,  turning  his  haughty  head  full 
round  to  gaze  on  the  unwonted  spectacle  of  men, 
that  stood  on  the  right  bank. 

A  violent  struggle  took  place  between  the 
riders  and  their  horses  on  the  bank,  as  the  wild 
herd  plunged  on  after  their  fiery  leader,  trampling 
under  their  hoofs  the  unfortunate  mules,  which 
disappeared  in  an  instant  under  the  press  of  the 
den  e  throng. 

The  loud  shout  of  the  Intendant  was  heard 
above  the  roar — "  Hold  on,  caballeros  I  for  the 
love  of  the  holy  Virgin  keep  to  your  holds»  or  wc 
are  lost." 
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Luckilj  for  the  party,  Don  Antonio's  gentle 
grey  aod  the  noble  coursers  on  which  the  bro- 
theia  were  mounted  stood  firm,  and,  obeying  the 
impulse  of  their  masters,  seemed  to  do  their  best 
to  restrain  the  efforts  the  other  animals  made  to 
break  loose.  Had  Dickon  and  Don  Antonio  but 
gained  a  spare  minute,  they  would  have  been  able 
to  second  the  intentions  of  the  Intendant,  which 
were  to  form  a  circle  with  their  horses'  heads  in- 
ward, every  pair  of  mounted  horsemen  holding 
between  them,  with  firm  gripe,  a  led  animal,  thus 
enclosing,  as  it  were  in  a  living  ring,  all  the  rest, 
to  the  number  of  some  dozen  or  more, — for  the 
caballada  numbered  nearly  thirty  strong. 

But  so  close  had  the  drove  been  upon  them,  that 
Dickon  declared  he  had  felt  the  bresith  of  their 
<£stended  red  nostrils  upon  his  cheeks,  as  he 
sprang  out  of  their  way.  Don  Antonio  and  he, 
therefore,  had  barely  time  to  push  their'  horses' 
heads  into  the  group,  and  catching  up  the  bridles 
as  they  could,  link  themselves  on  to  the  band, 
when,  with  an  impetus  that  a  dozen  Mississippi 
steamers,  in  a  neck  and  neck  race^  could  hardly 
have  equalled,  they  rushed  pass.  The  sudden 
panic,  called  by  the  natives  el  estampedo,  at  once 
threw  the  caballada  into  confusion.  In  spite  of 
the  strong  bridles  and  sharp  ponderous  bits,  the 
horses  plunged,  kicked,  and  struggled,  and  when 
the  living  tornado  had  swept  pass,  the  caballada 
was  found  to  be  reduced  by  nearly  half  its  number, 
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while  those.which  had  broken  loose  galloped 
rejoin  their  wild  and  free  companions,  nei] 
loud  and  shrill  their  joy  at  regaining  once 
their  liberty. 

The  horsemen  wiped  the  perspiration  from 
brows,  and  dismounting,  soothed  their  fright 
animals  by  their  voices,  and  by  patting  their 
ing  necks. 

"  We  have  got  off  much  better,  Sefiore3,  tl 
expected.  Por  Dias,  the  idea  of  being  inv< 
among  that  wild,  jostling  herd  makes  nie  shud 
said  Don  Antonio. 

"  Mira  laprueva  /"  excliumed  Manuel,  poii 
to  a  dark  bloody  shapeless  mass,  half  beaten 
the  earth;  "see  the  proof — ^see  what  we 
escaped ;  that  is  all  that  is  left  of  your  obst 
brutes,  Senoritos, — a  heap  of  pounded  flesh 
mud." 

"  We  can  imagine,  good  Dickon,"  said  Ha 
tunung  to  the  brave  fellow,  who  panted  unde 
violent  exertions,  "  what  would  have  been  the 
dition  of  our  poor  packs,  had  you  not,  with  ali 
as  much  obstinacy  as  the  mules  showed,  persi 
in  rescuing  them.*' 

"Ah,   brother,"  exclaimed  Edgar,  ^*had 
Dickon,  or  our  gallant  friend  Don  Antonio, 
maiued  one  minute  longer,  what  would  have  1 
their  fate !  The  thought  makes  my  blood  run  a 

"  But  dey  be  missed,  Cap'n  Edga,  and  we  r 
put  packs  on  od'cr  bosses,"  interrupted   Kana 
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who,  now  that  the  danger  was  past,  seemed  to  con- 
sider it  waste  of  tune  to  think  about  it  *^  See, 
Spanish  Don  pat  him  hoss,  and  get  ready  to  mount ; 
muss  borrow  bosses  for  packs^  Cap'n  Edga/*  added 
he,  pointing  to  the  packs,  which  hiy  where  Dickon 
bad  dropped  them.  The  brothers  looked  embar- 
rassed ;  but  Eanacka's  gesture  caught  the  young 
Spaniard's  eye,  and  whispering  to  Manuel  to 
choose  two  of  the  strongest  of  their  spare  horses, 
snd  assist  the  guide  and  Dickon  in  loading  them, 
he  turned  to  the  brothers,  who  had  mounted  their 
horses. 

*'  Come^  Senores,  shall  we  canter  forward  ?  to 
say  the  truth,  I  shall  not  be  sorry  to  leave  this 
spot ;  the  dust  chokes  my  throat,  which  the  sun- 
beams have  parched  till  it  seems  as  if  it  were  going 
to  crack.  Let  us  push  on  till  we  strike  the  banks 
of  the  river  yonder,"  said  he,  without  alluding  to 
the  horses,  and  evidently  anxious  to  avoid  the 
subject. 

**But  the  baggage,  Senor,  how  can  we  accept?" 
stammered  oiit  Harold,  ^Uhey  are  your  horses; 
the  captured  Indian  ones  all  escaped  in  the 
stampede." 

"  You  would  not  pain  me,  caballeros,  by  re- 
fusing me  so  slight  an  opportunity  of  helping 
thoee,  who  in  a  time  of  such  real  need  came  so 
generously  to  my  assistance.  Our  fortunes  are 
joined,  Senores,  at  least  as  long  as  our  roads 
remain  the  same,''  replied  the  young  Spaniard, 

VOL.  I.  0 
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with  a  warm  burst  of  feeling,  and  patting  his 
horse  to  the  canter,  he  passed  on,  followed  by  the 
two  brothers. 

The  baggage-horses  were  soon  up  with  them, 
and  after  refreshing  themselves  at  the  broad 
stream  of  the  Joakim,  whose  banks  they  were  not 
long  in  reaching,  the  party  followed  its  stream 
northward,  at  as  sharp  a  pace  as  the  entangled 
nature  of  the  ground  would  permit 

The  Intendant,  who  had  resumed  his  post  in 
advance,  did  not  draw  rein  until  he  observed,  at 
some  distance  to  the  left,  a  most  invitmg  grove  of 
green  shady  oak-trees,  from  whose  cool  bosom 
issued  a  small  clear  stream,  which  was  one  of  the 
tributaries  of  the  main  stream  of  the  Joakim. 

'*  The  sun  is  nearly  at  its  height,  Senor,  and 
I  fear  we  cannot  reach  the  ford  above  the 
Mick^lemes,  where  we  left  the  canoe,  before  it 
gets  too  hot  for  our  horses,  for  which  we  have 
few  relays.*' 

^'  Then  let  us  halt,  Manuel ;  it  is  somewhat 
early,  but  what  say  you,  Senores? — we  all  seem 
fatigued  with  the  exertion  of  these  last  few  hours^ 
and  I  confess  yonder  glades  look  inviting.** 

The  willing  horses  were  turned  up  the  banks  of 
the  small  tributary,  which,  growing  shallower 
higher  up,  was  easily  forded,  and  the  weary  party 
gladly  availed  themselves  of  the  cool  leafy  shelter 
of  the  oak-grove. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

fOlD  OF  VHl  BITX& — ^HIGHT  BITOUAO  07  AH  OLD  AOQUAIHTAROB — ^A 
BIAS-FIGHT — THB  OALLAHT  HOVHD— A  BBTOLYBB'S  POWBB— ABAS 
BLUFF. 

The  siesta  was  somewhat  lengthy,  and  this  time 
imdisturbed,  so  that  more  than  two  hours  elapsed 
before  the  cavalcade  somewhat  unwillingly  quitted 
the  cool  green  shades.  But  they  were  recruited 
in  strength,  so  that  with  fresh  vigour  they  pushed 
on  for  the  ford  where  they  proposed  to  cross  the 
river  Joakim. 

On  arriving  there,  the  Intendant  Manuel,  who, 
now  that  they  had  regained  the  banks  of  the  river, 
seemed  to  take  the  lead  and  direction  as  a  matter 
of  course,  pushed  aside  the  tall  tule,  and  disclosed 
a  canoe  hollowed  from  a  pine-trunk,  which  he  had 
with  his  0¥nDL  hands  secreted  there  when  they 
croesed  the  ford  some  twelve  days  previously,  on 
their  way  down  from  the  rancho  of  Yalcielo. 
For  Don  Antonio  had  then  pursued  the  same 
route  as  tiiat  by  which  he  had  returned,  in  order 
that  he  might  pass  through  the  towns  of  Jose  and 
Santa  Clara,  where  he  was  desirous  of  making  a 
02 
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short  stay.  He  had  for  these  reasons  preferred 
the  longer  journey,  on  which  he  had  not  antici- 
pated encountering  any  obstacles,  to  the  passage 
through  New  Helvetia,  and  from  Sausalitto, 
across  the  bay. 

**  You  see,  caballeros,"  he  observed,  continuing 
the  recital  of  his  down  expedition,  while  Manuel 
was  releasing  the  ''dug-out"  from  its  cache, 
'*  nothing  has  been  touched  since  we  passed,  and 
our  down  journey  was  positively  tedious  on  account 
bf  its  monotony." 

''  Then  the  incidents  of  the  return  journey  have 
made  amends  not  pleasant,  I  fear,  Senor,**  sttd 
Edgar  with  a  smile, 

"Si,  Setiar,  the  loss  of  my  old  follower,  by  the 
Mission  of  Santa  Clara,  was  painful ;  but  then, 
caballeros,  I  have  had  the  felieidad  de  canocer 
Vdes.y  replied  the  Spaniard  with  a  graceful 
smile,  '*  though  the  happiness  will  not  be  oom- 
pleted  until  the  acquiuntance  is  extended,  by  my 
presenting  you  to  my  family  at  our  rancho  in 
Valcielo." 

"We  have,  I  fear,  other  occupations  more 
laborious^  and  not  so  agreeable,"  replied  Harold^ 
**  which  will  demand  our  attention  in  the  Sacra- 
mento Valley." 

*'  I  hope  they  may  prove  lucrative,  caballeroe, 
and  then  I  shall  yet  hope  to  see  you :  your  stay 
may  be  prolonged,  though  I  trust  that  may  take 
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Under  the  Intendant's  guidance,  the  num( 
bundles  of  tule  were  skilfully  joined  toge 
laying  first  a  flooring  lengthways  by  way 
keel ;  a  layer  of  cross  bundles  was  corded  fi 
and  tightly  above  these;  additional  care  an< 
lidity  were  bestowed  on  the  sides,  and  in  a 
short  time  a  raft  was  constructed  of  bundles 
built  up  and  bound  together,  capable  of  suppo 
all  the  baggage,  and  three  or  four  men  beside 

The  horses  were  strung  together,  giving 
room  and  full  play  for  his  limbs,  and  entn 
to  the  sagacity  and  docility  of  Don  Ante 
grey,  which  led  a  file.  Attaching  the  raft  fi 
to  the  canoe,  Manuel  and  Kanacka  took  the 
dies  and  a  couple  of  strong  poles,  which  had 
formed  part  of  the  cache,  and  stepping  thems 
into  the  "  dug-out,"  handed  the  poles  to  Di 
and  Harold,  the  other  two  holding  long  k 
attached  to  the  leading  horses,  which  they  ( 
haul  in,  in  case  of  need,  to  support  the  anima 

In  this  way  they  soon  arrived  at  the  other 
of  the  river,  which  was  at  this  point,  in  ep 
som  ehundreds  of  yards  in  breadth.  They  di 
barked  in  perfect  safety.  The  horses,  refresh^ 
their  bath,  shook  the  dripping  water  from 
flanks,  and  indulged  in  awkward  rolls  amonj 
soft  grass.  But  their  masters  were  impa 
to  resume  their  march,  and  put  them  in  sp 
requisition. 
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A  new  cache  was  made  for  the  canoe»  skil- 
fiiUy  hidden  from  prying  eyes,  and  once  more 
the  Intendant  cried  **  addanU — forward/'  He 
mounted,  and  led  the  way  over  a  level  plain^  fresh 
in  all  the  verdure  of  spring,  and  enamelled  with 
sweet-scented  flowers  of  every  shape  and  hue. 
The  whole  prairie  was  as  gay  as  the  most  varied 
garden  parterre,  and  the  tulip-loving  Hollander 
would  have  snapped  his  pipe  in  spite,  on  seeing  how 
&r  the  bright  colours  of  the  favourite  beds  (which 
his  *^  oysterish  eyes"  contemplate  with  such  phleg- 
matic relish  from  under  the  painted  koepel  of  his 
tejo  huU)  faded  in  comparison  with  Nature's  fair 
mosaic. 

The  flowers  were  bruised  beneath  the  horses' 
hoofs,  and  a  delicious  charm  was  added  to  the 
enjoyment  of  the  travellers,  as  the  sweet  perfumes 
arose — ^perfumes  of  flowers,  which  alone  were  able 
to  suggest  to  the  poor  blind  girl  any  idea  of  those 
rivid  glories  of  light  and  colour,  with  the  sight  of 
which  her  eyes  had  never  been  blessed. 

Notwithstanding  the  exposure  of  the  open  plain, 
the  brothers  felt  some  regret  as  they  left  its  gay 
beauties  behind  them,  and  followed  the  rapid 
progress  of  their  leader,  Manuel,  through  the  oak 
groves,  up  and  down  wooded  ravines,  to  the  banks 
of  the  Mick^lemes  river,  that  echoed  to  the  loud 
notes  of  its  feathered  and  sole  occupants. 

They  forded  the  stream  without  quitting  their 
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horsed*  backs,  and  hardly  halting  to  give  them 
breathing-time,  again  pushed  on  for  the  rapid 
CoBcumnes,  another  tributary  to  the  San  Joakim, 
whose  source  also  is  in  the  rugged  gorges  of  the 
Sierra  Nevada.  It  was  on  the  banks  of  this  river 
that  they  proposed  to  pass  the  night;  and  all 
parties  could  not  help  expressing  regret  that  this 
was  the  last  time  that  they  were  to  bivouack  in 
company;  for  at  the  banks  of  the  Coscunmes 
their  roads  were  found  to  separate,  and  while  the 
Spaniards  turned  up  its  stream  to  the  right  to 
skirt  the  range  of  the  Sierra,  the  route  of  the 
brothers  lay  to  the  left,  by  way  of  Sutter's  Fort, 
to  the  Sacramento  Valley. 

In  spite  of  the  speed  at  which  the  cavalcade 
progressed,  the  night  was  somewhat  advanced  be- 
fore the  Intendant  gave  the  welcome  news  that 
they  were  approaching  the  place  where  they  were 
to  pass  the  night. 

'^  E$  el  mismo  sitio;  the  very  spot,  Senor 
Antonio,  where  we  stayed  fourteen  days  ago,  b 
the  one  to  which  I  am  leading  you ;  it  lies  yon- 
der, in  that  hollow." 

<*  Then,  Senor  Manuel,  unless  my  eyes  decmve 
me,  we  are  not  the  first  to  occupy  the  ground ; 
for  I  see  the  red  glare  of  a  fire  dandng  over  the 
tree  tops,  and  I  fancy  the  glimmer  of  a  blaze 
among  the  bushes.  I  hope  that  they  are  friends, 
or  we  are  likely  to  have  our  rest  rudely  difr> 
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torbed,"  said  the  Spaniard,  as  stooping  forward 
on  his  horse's  neck  he  tried  to  pierce  the  gloom 
of  the  rocky  delL. 

*'  Perhaps  tUey  are  some  adyenturers  boimd  for 
the  valley,"  said  Edgar.  "  We  left  many  start- 
ing by  way  of  the  Bay,  though  we  have,  I  should 
suppose,  gained  the  start  of  any  who  may  have 
diosen  the  same  route  as  ourselves,  for  we  have 
not  seen  a  angle  man  on  our  route." 

•*  They  do  not  travel  singly,  Senor,  nor  pro- 
hibly  by  this  route." 

*'No,  I  fear  they  are  Indians.  Hark!  hear 
70a  not  the  bark  of  their  dogs  mingled  with  other 
strange  bowls?"  asked  the  Spaniard,  as  the  loud 
and  angry  baying  of  a  dog  was  re-echoed  through 
the  dell,  answered  by  deep  harsh  growls,  as  if  two 
aaunals  were  tearing  each  other  in  fight. 

All  felt  a  natural  curiosity  to  press  forward 
and  examine  the  cause  of  the  barking  and  growl* 
iog  that  increased  every  moment.  Don  Antonio 
nd  the  brothers  sprang  from  their  horses,  and 
left  them  fastened  securely,  imder  the  charge  of 
the  Intendant  and  Kanacka.  They  stole  softly 
down  the  canon,  and  turning  the  comer  of  a  pro^ 
jecting  rock,  soon  discovered  the  cause  of  the 
tmnult. 

A  bright  fire  had  been  kindled  on  the  brink  of 
the  turbid  stream,  which  reflected  its  ruddy  glow 
fiiom  a  hundred  eddies.  The  open  space  round 
03 
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the  fire  was  untenanted^  save  by  a  huge  lump  of 
Bome  juicy  meat  spluttering  on  a  long  steel  ram- 
rod, and  leaned  towards  the  fire  so  as  to  catch  the 
heat,  while,  as  if  the  sole  guardian  of  the  morsel, 
a  long  heavy  rifle  rested  against  tlie  trunk  of  a 
tree,  close  by.  Followed  closely  by  the  brothers 
and  Dickon,  the  Spaniard  stepped  into  the  open- 
ing, keeping  out  of  the  bright  glow  of  the  fire,  and 
in  the  shade  of  the  rock ;  they  were  thus  able  to 
see  the  combat  that  was  raging  with  fury  on  the 
other  side  of  the  fire,  and  which  its  bright  blaze 
had  hidden  from  their  view. 

A  large  dog,  fastened  to  what  seemed  a  dark 
log  of  wood>  but  which  in  his  rapid  bounds  he 
dashed  hither  and  thither  with  what  appeared 
prodigious  ease,  was  furiously  attacking  the  hind 
quarters. of  a  monstrous  bear,  which  was  in  the 
act  of  climbing  into  the  low  fork  of  an  oak,  snap- 
ping with  his  huge  jaws,  and  tearing  off  splinters 
of  bark  with  his  strong  sharp  claws,  as  if  hesitating 
whether  he  should  follow  higher  the  hidden  object 
of  his  pursuit,  or  descend  and  chastise  the  brave 
animal  which  so  fiercely  attacked  him  below.  The 
powerful  jaws  of  the  dog  and  his  long  teeth  had 
already  mangled  one  of  the  ponderous  legs,  which 
had  in  vfun  aimed  a  shower  of  blows  at  him,  as 
he  sprang  round  the  tree,  renewing  his  attacks  on 
every  side.  The  smart  of  the  wounds,  added  to 
his  ferocious  desire  of  reaching  his  prey  in  the 
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1  to  decide  the  bear  to  redouble  his 
unt  still  higher,  and  scraping  furiously 
ned  paws,  he  sent  down  a  shower  of 
dies  and  strips  of  bark. 
surely  it  is  our  old  friend  Oscar.  I 
awny  back  and  white  throat,"  cried 
be  rifles  of  all,  by  common  consent, 
1  at  the  bear, 

re,  Edgar,  for  'tis  perhaps  Big  Bluff 
;  attacked." 

another,  in  rapid  succession,  the  rifles 
leir  close  fire ;  the  dark  rough  mass 
faver  for  a  moment,  while  the  noble 
othing  seemed  to  daunt,  with  increased 
►n  tore  at  his  massive  legs.  Dickon 
)gnised  the  dog  as  belonging  to  their 
ion  on  board  the  Golden  Darty  and 
heavy  knife,  sprang  forward,  crying 

t   BluflF,   Captain  Edgar.     Come   on, 
3ld ;  or  no,  stop,  I  will  settle  him  by 

hold  of  the  bear  had  been  already 
e  bullets  from  the  rifles,  though  the 
3  80  little,  had  been  partly  fended  off 
£  fur  hide;  but  still  they  told,  and 
his  long  claws,  he  had  made  one 
utch  above  his  head,  and  gnashing  his 
till  the  rocks  echoed  with  the  clatter, 
: wards,  bringing  with  him,  almost  in 


i 
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his  claws,  a  dark  object,  which  the  bright  flash  of 
the  fire,  as  it  shone  apon  it  for  a  moment,  showed 
to  be  a  human  figure* 

The  deadly  and  bloody  contest  which  imme- 
diately ensued  upon  the  ground,  seemed  to  mingle 
all  the  combatants,  man,  bear,  and  dog,  together 
in  one  struggling  mass.  The  white  armed  jaws 
and  blood-red  eyes  of  the  bear  kept  changing 
place  with  the  flashing  knife  and  upraised  hand  of 
the  hunter ;  and  then,  again,  came  the  tawny  back 
of  the  gallant  hound,  as,  plunging  into  the  middle 
of  the  fray,  he  lugged  and  tore  at  the  throat  of 
the  struggling  bear. 

In  vain  all  four  of  the  new  comers  rushed  eagerly 
to  give  their  assistance ;  the  clubbed  rifle  remained 
suspended  in  the  air,  afraid  to  strike,  for  fear  of 
injuring  a  friend ;  the  keen  knife  remidned  drawn 
back,  afraid  to  thrust,  lest  it  should  fail  to  pierce  an 
enemy,  while  they  hovered  round  the  combatants, 
in  vain  searching  an  opportunity  of  making  in  to 
th^  rescue,  and  so  ending  the  contest. 

At  length  the  struggles  grew  less  violent,  and  a 
tall  bulky  figure,  dripping  with  blood,  arose  from 
what  had  seemed  the  death-hug  of  the  bear,  for  his 
shoulders  had  lain  pressed  upon  the  brute*s  ragged 
chest,  and  the  broad  fore-paws  where  clasped  around 
them,  while  the  grinning  tusks  glittered  in  the 
ruddy  glow  of  the  fire  just  above  the  bare  head  of 
the  hunter,  as  he  lay  in  that  fearful  embrace. 

The  man  gave  himself  a  shake,  and  felt  his  own 
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large  limbs  as  if  to  assure  himself  that  no  bones 
were  broken,  and  coolly  wiping  his  bloody  knife 
upon  his  torn  sleeye  said^ — 

*'  Thankee,  youngsters ;  I  knew  you  the  mo- 
ment I  saw  your  kindly  young  faces  in  the  flash 
of  your  rifles,  and  so  thankee  kindly.  Big  Bluff 
hopes  to  do  as  much  for  you  another  time." 

**I  hardly  know  whether  I  hope  as  much," 
replied  Harold;  *^but  are  you  hurt,  Mr«  6luff? 
Let  us  look  to  your  wounds,  for  you  are  coyered 
with  blood." 

'^  It  ain't  mine,  I  reckon,  though  my  bones 
ache  a  bit  after  that  precious  tuzzle;  I  feel  that 
mj  leg  has  been  barked  a  bit,  for  the  brute 
clutched  me  there,  when  he  dragged  me  from  the 
tree.  How  now,  Oscar  lad,  what  are  you  '  row* 
towzling'  and  worrying  at?  the  b'ar  is  dead 
enough,  boy;  for  the  black  drops  dripped  from 
my  knife,  which  had  opened  his  chest  a  bit — that 
it  did." 

The  dog  ceased  to  struggle  with  the  extended 
carcase,  and  came  towards  his  master,  wagging  his 
tail  and  licking  his  lips,  which,  however,  he  curled 
into  a  fierce  snarl,  as  every  now  and  then  he  turned 
bis  head  to  gaze  on  his  conquered  enemy.  The 
hunter  stoo])ed  down  and  released  him  from  his 
chain  muttering, — 

^  Egad,  Oscar  boy,  I  douH  know  but  that  these 
youngsters,  kind  as  they  are,  would  ha'  been  too 
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late,  hadst  not  thee  gnawed  his  paws  for  him,  and 
bothered  his  grinning  skulL*  Thankee,  Dickon, 
too ;  I  knew  thee,  lad,''  added  he,  giving  his 
huge  hand  to  him,  ''but  I  am  all  right  now^  and 
independent  like,  but  if  you  think  that  the 
youngsters  would  share  my  supper,  I  see  it  fizzing, 
and  you  are  all  heartily  welcome,  and  there  is 
that  haunch  of  elk  beside,  which  I  was  stowing 
away  in  the  tree  for  breakfast,  when  that  big 
devil  scented  it ;  so  we  shall  have  enough  for  all, 
the  stranger  as  well,  who  is  kindly  looking  like, 
for  all  his  foreign  lingo.'* 

Don  Antonio,  to  whom  the  brothers  explained 
BluflTs  offer,  bid  them  tell  him  that  they  would 
thank  him  for  the  shelter  of  his  fire,  'and  add  their 
stores  to  his  for  the  meal,  when  their  horses 
came  up. 

The  broad  open  face  of  "  the  Hunter/'  for  so 
the  brothers  called  him,  flushed  with  pleasure  at 
their  accepting  his  offer,  though  when  he  heard 
them  speak  of  their  horses  he  looked  embarrassed 
for  a  moment. 

"Hosses — wheugh.  Thep  you  are  a  regular 
caravan,  I  reckon.  I  mean  no  offence,  youngsters, 
for  Big  Bluff  feels  uncommon  kindly  towards  ye ; 
but  to-morrow,  as  ye  have  bosses,  you  will  leave 
me  behind,  and  I  shall  again  feel  independent  like ; 
so  welcome,  if  you  bring  a  thousand,  and  thankee 
all  to  boot." 
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The  ofaoioe  which  the  Hunter  had  made  of  the 
retired  vaUey  and  clear  sparkling  stream  showed 
that  he  was  no  novice  in  camping.  While  Dickon 
went  back  to  conduct  the  horses  over  the  broken 
ground^  the  hunter  and  his  dog  cleansed  them- 
selves in  the  stream,  from  the  blood  with  which 
the  bear  had  plentifullj  sprinkled  them. 

With  the  aid  of  a  couple  of  horses  and  a  few 
stout  lariats,  they  hauled  the  heavy  carcase  of  the 
bear  into  the  bright  fire-light,  and  all  gathered 
roand  his  monstrous  body,  to  indulge  their 
cariosity  in  a  close  examination. 

The  Intendant  was  loud  in  his  exclamations  of 
regret  at  not  being  present  at  its  death,  and 
giving  a  helping  hand  with  knife  or  rifle. 

At  Harold's  suggestion,  Dickon  stretched  him- 
self on  the  ground  between  its  front  and  hind 
paws,  and,  tall  as  he  was,  there  was  yet  left  space 
between  the  thick  stifiened  limbs  of  the  formidable 
brute,  and  his  feet  at  one  end  and  his  head  at  the 
other.  He  rose  rather  abruptly,  for  Oscar,  who 
had  hitherto  manifested  the  greatest  satisfaction 
at  their  presence,  adding  to  the  recognition  of  old 
aquaintances  an  instinctive  wag  of  gratitude  for 
their  assistance,  sprang  with  a  furious  growl  upon 
the  carcase. 

Big  Bluff  laughed  at  Dickon's  sudden  start,  and 
exclaimed,  *'  Why,  he  was  afndd  the  dead  brute 
might  yet  give  thee  a  hug, man;  a  half  hug  is 
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unpleasant,  as  my  aching  shoulders  testify,  but  a 
full  hug  is  death  beyond  remedy,  and  so  he  stood 
in  to  thy  defence.  Here,  Oscar,  down  boy."  The 
gallant  brute  came  obediently  to  his  master's  call, 
and  stretched  himself  at  length  by  his  side,  within 
reach  of  the  warmth  of  the  fire.  Sinking  his 
broad  black  muzzle  between  his  paws,  and  turning 
his  keen  eyes  from  one  to  the  other  as  they  stood 
round,  now  his  eye  would  turn  up  in  his  masters 
M  face,  and  a  gentle  wag  showed  his  affection,  again 

4  it  would  scowl  on  the  bear,  and  a  low  grumble, 

*j  deepening  at  times  to  a  growl,  showed  that  he  had 

)not  quite  forgiven  his  enemy. 
Don   Antonio   stooped   over  the  carcase  and 
.j  pointed  to  the  deep  gaping  wounds  in  the  chest, 

J  with  astonishment  at  the  power  of  the  arm  that 

"■-  could  drive  the  griding  knife  through  such  a  mas^ 

i]  of  hide,  flesh,  muscle,  and  even  bone, 

n'j  "  Era  el  cuchillo,  Senores — it  was  the  knife  that 

f'  finished  him,  not  our  rifle  bullets/' 

jj  "  Aye,  youngster,  the  knife  no  doubt  settled  n^ 

■5  business,  and  luckily  the  hugging  devil   sent  it 

■?  deeper  into  his  own  heart  while  he  made  my  bones 

crack,  but  your  bullets  lamed  his  shoulder,  a^^ 
crippled  him  awful,  and  Oscar  held  so  tightly  on 
to  his  ugly  throat  that  he 
jaws,*'  replied  the  Hunt 
questions. 

"  But  how  came  he 
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ing  the  question  that  all  bent  forward 
rered,  and  which  Harold  interpreted — 
he  world,  Mr.  Bluff,  came  you  up  a 
irhat  have  you  been  doing  since  we 

un  in  for  a  palaver,  youngster,  but  as 
ny  old  acquaintance  Sandwich  Tom 
eign  gentleman  in  the  buttons  quite 
D  prepare  supper,  Pll  just  sit  me  down 
\  fore-paw — Down,  Oscar!  down  I  he's 
I  door  nail,  boy, — ^I  won't  be  uncivil 
to  answer  you,  though  I  always  feel 
indent  like  with  my  mouth  shut,  and 
t  was  a  Yankee  cross-questioner  as 
,  I  wouldn't  open  it — I  wouldn't." 
Ir.  Bluff,"  replied  Edgar  with  a  laugh, 
ily  listen,  and  do  your  part  of  the  close 
ou." 

make  but  a  short  tale  on't,  boy.  On 
ht  that  the  ship  anchored,  I  shouldered 
Oscar  and  I  can  carry  'em  well  enough 
— and  crossed  the  bay  by  moonlight — 
sd  to  the  woods,  though  that  is  neither 
here,  and  like  to  sleep  there  better 
I  close  town.  However,  next  morning 
many  on  the  same  trail  that  I  struck 
1,  to  beat  up  the  woods.  I  floored  an 
i  off  his  breast,  shouldered 
and  here  I  am." 
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''But  the  bear^  what  of  him?"  exclaimed  tl 
brothers  together. 

"  Oh,  the  b'ar?  Why,  one  haunch  waa  roaati] 
on  my  ramrod  at  the  fire,  and  I  guess  he  snuff 
it  somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood.     I  hook 
Oscar  on  to  guard  my  traps,  as  you  saw ;  had 
been  free  he  would  have  shown  better  play,  I  gue 
Well,  the  b'ar  bolted  out  of  that  bush,  and  befc 
Oscar  could  get  at  him, — which  I  was'nt  at 
sorry  for,  as  a  fair  stroke  of  his  paw  or  a  half-h 
would  have  been  too  much  for  the  old  dog,  w 
all  the  time  had  been  keeping  up  a  precious  gro^ 
as  ought  to  have  warned  me, — before  the    d 
could  slap  at  him,  which  he  warn*t  a  second 
doing,  the  b'ar  was  poking  his  snout  after  me 
the  oak,  as  I  lodged  the  other  haunch  in  the  fc 
for  safety.     I  turned  round,  and  slashed  at  1 
shining  eyes  with  my  knife,  for  I  had  left  i 
pistol  below,  though  by  rights  it  ought  never 
have    left    my   belt,    where  I  mean    to  put 
again  now,  for  I  ha'  finished, — you  know  the  re 
Worried  witji   Oscar's  sharp   teeth   in  his  hi 
quarters,  (look  how  he  tore  the  tough  devil 
the  hocks  I)  he  made  a  clutch  at  mfe  just  as  yc 
rifles  spoke,  and  clawed  me  down  by  the   1( 
Oh !  it  is  nothing,  them  yarbs  will  soon  put 
right  again.     We  had  an  up  and  down  fight  on 
as  you  saw,  and  we  won."     As  he  ended,  t 
Hunter  rose  and  walked  away.    In  his  absence  t 
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Spaniarda  liatened  to  the  united  interpretation 
of  the  brothers,  who  helped  each  other  to  tell 
the  tale. 

The  Hunter  soon  returned,  holding  in  his  hand 
a  formidable-looking  pistol,  with  a  long  barrel, 
aome  eighteen  inches  in  length,  and  provided  with 
five  revolving  chambers.  ''  There  now,**  he  said, 
banding  with  a  little  reluctance  his  weapon  to 
Harold,  who  stetched  out  his  hand  to  examine  it^ 
<«  there — ^there  ain't  such  a  weapon  as  that  this  side 
the  Mississip',  I  reckon,  and  few  on  t'other.  It  is 
loaded,  youngster,  and  it  un't  a  pop-gun..  I  don't 
deny  the  vartues  of  the  rifle  for  a  long  shot,  but 
if  I  had  had  that  we'pon,  I  should  ha'  done  with 
Bruin  without  your  help,  though  thankee  for  it 
all  the  same.** 

As  if  to  offer  a  proof  of  the  efficiency  of  the 
piBtol,  he  took  a  riven  branch  of  oak,  and  chipping 
off  from  it  a  palm's  breadth  of  bark,  left  a  white 
mark  as  a  kind  of  target,  which  he  leaned  against 
a  tree,  in  the  full  blaze  of  the  fire-light.  He  then 
stepped  back  forty  good  paces,  and  taking  a  care- 
less aim,  he  fired :  a  small  black  speck  was  visible 
to  the  group  who  stood  round  the  fire,  watching 
with  woodsmen's  interest  the  display  of  skill, 
which  the  hunter  meant  rather  as  a  proof  of  his 
assertion,  that  he  was  able  to  contend  alone  against 
his  enemies,  than  as  a  vain  and  boastful  exhibition. 

Another  report  was  followed  by  three  more  in 
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rapid  succession,  but  there  were  no  more  marl 
on  the  white  target. 

**  Fire  too  fast !  *'  exddmed  Elanacka,  who  w^ 
examining  the  bark  of  the  trunk  for  the  sho 
that  he  thought  had  missed  the  white  mar! 
"  Why  not  stop,  take  wm,  stranger  ?  " 

The  Hunter  made  no  reply,  but  raised  the  os 
log ;  the  fire  shone  through  the  small  round  ho 
which,  in  spite  of  several  inches  of  thickness,  hi 
been  cleanly  drilled  through  the  log  by  the  su< 
cessive  bullets. 

*^  Look  into  the  trunk.  Sandwich  Tom,  behii 
that  hole,  and  you  will  find  five  bullets  flattens 
one  on  the  top  of  the  other.  Now  what  won 
have  been  the  condition  of  the  skull  of  that  b'a 
thick  as  it  is,  had  I  not  like  a  fool  left  my  we*p( 
behind  ?  It  shall  keep  its  place  better  in  my  be 
after  this — ^but  supper,  strangers !  and  you,  youi 
gentleman, — and  each  one  for  himself.  If  I  shou 
be  first  afoot  in  the  morning,  you  will  not  take 
amiss  if  I  go  off  independent  like.*' 

The  hungry  appetites  of  the  horsemen  frc 
their  long  fast,  were  longer  in  being  appeased  thi 
that  of  Mr.  Bluff,  or  else  that  gentleman  hi 
learned  during  his  sojourn  among  the  Yankee& 
as  he  always  called  them — a  method  of  ezpedii 
ously  satisfying  the  necessities  of  his  bulky  fram 
for  he  was  the  first  to  rise  from  the  circle  whit 
had  comprised  all  the  party.     He  threw  a  huj 
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bone  to  Oscar,  who  had  not  besides  been  forgotten 
during  the  repast,  and  then  prepared  his  singular 
bed  for  the  night  The  brothers  had  seen  it  before 
on  board  the  Dartf  but  the  Spaniards  watched 
him  with  great  curiosity  as  he  took  up  what  ap« 
peared  a  cloak  of  India-rubber  cloth,  and  applying 
Ids  lips  to  an  orifice,  he  inflated  the  two  leaves  of 
which  it  was  composed.  These  formed  the  mat- 
tress as  it  were,  and  the  coverlid :  and  the  upper 
leaf  fitted  over  the  lower  one  with  flaps,  so  that 
from  the  damp  below  and  the  rain  above  the 
aleeper  was  perfectly  secure.  The  Hunter  seemed 
tmeasy  at  observing  that  all  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
him,  and  thought  a  kind  of  apology  for  his  seem- 
ing efieminacy  was  necessary. 

''  I  use  this  bed,  strangers,  more  as  a  cache  than 
because  my  bones  require  such  womanish  cover- 
u^gs  9  you  see  the  top  is  in  shape  and  colour  like 
a  tree-log,  and  has  saved  me  from  many  a  scalp- 
shave.  I  got  it  from  a  British  officer  who  hunted 
with  me  far  away  north,  and  long  ago.  Poor 
fellow  I  it  was  his  last  hunt ;  he  left  me  this,  so  I 
▼ally  it  accordin'.  It's  my  house,  and  like  a  snail 
I  carries  it  on  my  back,  or  Oscar  does  for  me, 
which  is  the  same.*' 

He  had  by  this  time  fixed  up  what  acted  as  a 
hood  or  cape  to  the  doak,  as  a  kind  of  pent-house 
for  his  head .  Oscar  was  chained  to  his  light  bed, 
which  as  was  observed  he  could  drag  about,  when 
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empty,  with  the  greatest  ease.  Rifle  and  pistol 
were  charged,  and  when  his  huge  limbs  were  stowed 
in  the  cloak,  and  the  upper  leaf  flapped  down,  it 
would  have  required  close  observation  to  distinguish 
it  from  the  trunk  of  a  tree ;  and  being  raised  some 
inches  from  the  ground,  a  marsh  would  not  wet 
his  powder.  The  dog,  which  crept  under  the  upper 
flap,  could  give  a  low  growl  at  the  first  approach 
of  danger,  and  through  slits  in  the  pent-house- 
like  cape,  the  solitary  hunter  was  enabled  to 
examine  all  within  reach,  and  if  necessary  roll  up 
his  house,  and  binding  it  on  his  dog,  retire  to  safer 
solitudes,  indulging  to  the  full,  his  love  of  inde- 
pendence. However  much  Mr.  Bluff  would  have 
resented  an  imputation  of  self-indulgence,  unbe- 
coming the  hardy  hunter  who  had  braved  the 
snows  of  Canada  with  no  other  protection  than  a 
blanket,  he  seemed  to  feel  great  satisfaction  in 
stowing  himself  in  its  recesses,  when  he  stretched 
himself  to  sleep. 

**  Tiene  razon — he  is  right ;  it  is  his  house,  and 
all  he  requires/  exclaimed  Don  Antonio,  as  he 
turned  to  his  own  blankets.  ^^  Es  un  verdadero 
Jngle9e»  A  real  Englishman,  he  seeks  no  society, 
Seiiores,  but  his  own,  or  that  of  his  dog." 
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CHAPTER  X. 

TBI  SBOTHBBB   AHD    DOS   AHTOFIO    PART    OOXPAVT— AH    AXXBIOAN 
flZATIOV— THB    RBRBQADB  AOAnr— A    THBIATBinD   ATTACK— THB 

The  brothers  were  not  at  all  surprised  to  find  on 
the  following  morning  that  their  aingular  com- 
panion,  without  waiting  for  their  farewell  salute, 
had  disappeared  altogether.  The  parting  with 
their  new  friend,  Don  Antonio,  however,  occupied 
their  thoughts  to  the  exclusion  of  all  other  reflec- 
tions ;  though  their  intercourse  had  been  of  short 
duration,  the  dangers  they  had  encountered  and 
overcome  together  had  done  more  to  unite  them 
than  years  of  formal  courtesy  would  have  effected,, 

*'  Adtas,  ctmiffos/*  cried  Don  Antonio,  as  leaving 
them  with  their  caballada  complete,  he  turned  his 
horses'  beads  up  the  Coscunmes,  homewards, — 
**  Adios,  we  shall  meet  again/' 

The  brothers  rode  down  the  banks  in  silence, 
while  Kanacka  and  Dickon,  some  distance  ahead, 
were  intent  upon  following  the  directions  Baregui 
had  given  them  for  reaching  Sutter's  Fort 
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As  thej  rode  onwards  at  a  rapid  pace>  they 
overtook  straggling  partiess  bent  on  the  same 
errand  as  themselves  and  bound  to  the  same  desti- 
nation. Some  thej  recognised  as  their  felh>w- 
voyagers,  who  had  taken  a  shorter  route,  through 
New  Helvetia^  others  were  strangers.  In  vain  they 
looked  for  the  sturdy  hunter,  who  had  so  uncere- 
moniously taken  his  departure.  He  was  nowhere 
to  be  seen. 

It  was  curious  to  mark  the  different  greetings 
and  looks  with  which  our  travellers  were  regarded 
by  the  various  groups,  which  increased  in  number 
as  they  neared  the  Fort.  Some,  toiling  on  foot, 
would  give  a  scowl  of  envy  upon  those  who  seemed 
likely  to  get  before  them  to  the  valley,  or  eye  with 
covetous  longing  the  well-loaded  horses. 

At  first  the  brothers  used  to  cast  uneasy  looks 
round  at  the  retired  valley  or  deep  wood,  where 
they  chanced  to  meet  a  band  of  fierce  desperadoes, 
some  coming,  perhaps,  from  Texas,  or  disbanded 
conquerors  from  the  cities  of  Mexico,  all  hurrying 
on,  thirsting  to  satisfy  their  avarice  with  draughts 
from  the  golden  river — their  bronzed  faces  bearing 
the  impress  of  lawless  daring — their  torn  and 
soiled  frocks,  and  long  rifles,  giving  evidences  that 
they  were  not  unfamiliar  with  strife.  But  our 
adventurers  formed  a  band  which  few  men  would 
have  ventured  to  molest.  Dickon's  stalwart  frame, 
the  well-knit  figures  and  dauntless  bearing  of  the 
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brothers  themselveay  seldom  failed  to  extort,  at  the 
least,  a  careless  salute,  while  now  and  then  a  Yankee 
trader  would  hail  them  from  his  waggon  to  deal, 
or  a  passing  horseman  would  challenge  them  to  a 
trial  of  speed. 

The  animals  which  bore  the  party  soon  carried 
them  out  of  the  reach  of  sullen  scowls,  shouting 
Yankees,  or  rival  cavaliers,  and  disinclined  to  form 
chance  connexions,  they  pushed  on  for  the  set- 
tlement, which  the  indefatigable  old  guardsman 
of  unlucky  Charles  X.  had  founded,  and  styled 
Suttersville. 

On  arriving  at  the  settlement  they  found  it 
crowded  with  comers  and  goers ;  tempting  booths 
displayed  all  sorts  of  wares,  which  the  dealers 
watched  with  affected  nonchalance  from  under 
their  huge  straw  hats,  cooUy  asking  almost  their 
weight  in  gold  for  the  necessaries  which  the  motley 
groups  thronged  to  purchase.  These  temporary 
stores  clustered  round  the  extensive  range  of 
buildings,  belonging  to  the  recognised  owner  of 
an  Suttersville,  like  the  minor  shell-fish  which 
may  be  picked  up  clinging  to  some  monster 
bivalve.  They  seemed  to  thrive  from  the  con- 
nexion, if  the  chaffering,  the  shouting,  the  con- 
stant arrivak  and  departures  of  laden  pack-horses 
and  creaking  waggons,  were  any  evidence.  All 
the  coiners  and  goers  were  bent  on  the  same 
errand,  and  once  equipped   for  their    purpose, 

VOL.  L  P 
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darted  off  to  give  place  to  others,  as  eager  and 
impatient  as  themselves. 

The  half-naked  Indian  marched  off  with  a  shovei 
in  one  hand  and  his  closely  woven  basket  in  th< 
other.  The  dark  and  gaudy  Mexican,  with  knif( 
in  girdle,  trod  close  upon  his  heels^  shouldering  hii 
pick-axe  and  earthen  pot.  The  yellow,  bilious- 
looking,  dry -skinned  southerner,  was  not  far  behinc 
with  his  bowie-knife,  his  revolver,  and  rifle  difr 
played,  to  show  that  he  meant  to  get  all  he  coulc 
and  hold  it  fast.  Anxious  to  overtake  all,  eager!} 
scanning  all,  offering  to  chaffer  and  chop,  and 
hoping,  and  reckoning,  and  calculating  that  h( 
was  going  to  be  down  upon,  round  about,  and 
slick  through  all,  came  the  northern  New  Eng- 
lander.  Not  a  colour  or  race,  not  a  nation,  not  a 
profession,  not  an  age  or  sex,  but  what  had  itd 
representative  in  the  straining  jostling  crowds 
that  were  racing  headlong  to  the  Sacramento. 

"  This  is  a  different  sight  to  the  still  solitudes 
we  have  left  behind  us,  Harold,"  said  Edgar,  as 
drawing  up  under  a  tree  they  kept  watch  over 
their  horses,  while  Kanacka  and  Dickon  elbowed 
their  way  to  one  of  the  stores,  to  make  a  few 
necessary  purchases. 

"Our  way  was  one  not  much  frequented— 
Baregui  chose  it  on  purpose,"  replied  Harold; 
"  but  we  must  not  expect  that  we  are  to  be  the 
first,  or  the  only  labourers  in  this  golden  harvest: 
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4lioiigh  I  confess  I  did  not  expect  to  meet  these 
tborongB,  still  the  deserted  ships,  the  silent  streets, 
and  emptj  houses  of  San  Francisco,  warned  us 
that  many  would  be  here.*' 

The  brothers  could  not  help  reflecting  that  the 
^thering  must  be  a  plentiful  one  to  satisfy  so 
many,  and  the  suspicious  looks  of  half  the  adven* 
tnrers  made  them  rejoice  at  the  sight  of  their 
complete  equipments  and  noble  steeds. 

*'  I  do  not  wonder  at  friend  Bluff's  caution  now, 
Harold,"  said  Edgar,  pointing  to  a  group  of  three 
or  four  cut-throat-looking  ferocious  fellows,  who 
were  eyeing  themselves  with  some  scrutiny,  while 
a  thin  tall  fellow  seemed  to  direct  their  notice  to 
their  well-filled  packs. 

Harold  turned  to  look,  and  the  group  slunk 
away  at  the  same  instant  that  Kanacka  and 
IXckoB  returned  from  a  store,  laden  with  some 
bags  of  provisions,  a  few  stout  pine  planks,  and 
thin  plates  of  sheet-iron,  which,  at  Edgar's  desire, 
they  had  purchased. 

The  guide,  following  the  looks  of  the  brothers, 
glanced  at  the  group  spoken  of,  and  which  was 
now  disappearing  in  a  body  round  the  comer  of  a 
street.  He  dropped  the  planks  from  under  his 
arm,  with  a  loud  clatter,  exclaiming,  **  Him  dere, 
Cap'ns^  d6  Benegade." 

The  noise  and  the  exclamation  caused  the  men 
to  turn  their  headsi,  and  one  of  them  instantly 
p2 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


316  BAKNIKFOHD;  QB, 

disappeared — while  the  others  stood  still — as  Ka- 
nacka  sprang  towards  them.  They  waited  for 
him  with  threateniDg  looks^  as  he  seemed  indined 
to  force  his  way  through  them,  when  the  voice  of 
Edgar  recalled  him. 

"  No  brawling  now,  Kanacka ;  you  are  mistaken 
too,  that  man's  beard  was  not  a  tithe  of  the  lengtli 
of  the  horse-thiers." 

**  'Cause  him  cut  him  off,  Cap*ir  Edga — ^but  no 
stay  here,  got  planks  for  cradle,  and  more  biscuit, 
and  flour.  Go  on  fast,  two  tVee  hours,  den  camp 
in  forest,  den  push  on  early,  and  begin  to  dig  for 
gold  to-morrow  night,  eh?" 

'^Kanacka  is  in  a  great  hurry,*' sud  Harold, 
laughing ;  *^  the  sight  of  old  black-beard,  if  he  it  is, 
has  given  him  a  fright,  though  they  have  taken 
themselves  off  in  a  body,  and  seem  little  inclined  to 
molest  us,  and  not  likely,  among  so  many  people.** 

**  Still,  Harold,  we  shall  do  well,  I  think,  not  to 
stay  here  in  the  settlement  any  longer  than  neces- 
sary ;  these  men  look  very  villains,  and  already  I 
think  I  hear  loud  cries  and  curses  from  the  quarter 
where  they  disappeared." 

''  Es,  Capons,  make  haste ;  de  Yankees  no  like 
Bristishers — no  hear  dem  shout  behind  dat  store, 
*  Down  wid  de  British?'  Dey  make  a  row,  and 
fight,  and  den  some  dam  rascal  like  de  Renegade 
hoss-t'ief  clap  hands  on  pack-hoss'  mane,  and  off 
to  de  woods,  like  whale  wid  harpoon  in  him«" 
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lad^  with  E!anacka's  help^  lost  no  time 

I  the  planks  and  bags  on  the  least  laden 

horses,  and  not  having  even  unsaddled 

the  party  were  ready  to  curtail  still 

they  had  intended,  their  short  stay  at 

3.     For  the  drunken  cries  grew  louder, 

38  of  soDgs  about  Columbia,  "stripes'* 

spangled  **  something  or  other,  mingled 

oaths,   became  more  distinct  as  the 

speared  to  approach  the  clump  of  trees 

h  they  had  halted. 

\e  of  the  uproar  was  soon  apparent,  for 
en  or  twelve  men,  mostly  armed,  came 
Q  behind  the  store,  and  shouted  that  no 
ishers  should  pass  by  the  road^  which 
^ed  to  obstruct. 

,  there  are  those  suspicious-looking 
[>ng  them,  ur^g  the  drunken  wretches 
olence, — we  must  cut  through  them,'' 
Harold. 

lere  is  another  rascal  round  the  comer 
\  rifle;  shall  I  fire,  Captain  Harold?" 
)n,  loosening  his  own  weapon, 
ickon,  for  God's  sake  do  not  begin,'* 
iT ;  ''there  are  only  a  mob  of  drunken 
we    do  not  fire  first,  they  dare  not 

rp  crack  of  a  rifle  from  the  corner  of 
jid  the  flutter  of  Kanacka's  collar,  as  a 
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ballet  whizzed  through  his  jacket  in  dose  prozin] 
to  his  cheek,  gave  a  coDtradiction  to  Edg 
assertion. 

"Now,  Dickon,"  cried  Harold,  "take  the  ot 
rein  of  this  pack-horse,  but  do  not  fire  unleae  I 
Edgar,  you  and  Eanacka  follow  us." 

So  saying,  Harold  seised  one  rein  while  Did 
took  the  other,  and  drawing  their  pistols,  they 
spurs   to   their   horses,  closely  followed  at    I 
gallop  by  Edgar  and  Eanacka. 

There  is  something  majestic  and  terror-strik 
in  the  fierce  onward  rush  of  horses  at  full  spe 
their  noble  looks,  their  red  snorting  nostrils,  tl 
thundering  hoofs,  threatening  to  trample  down 
opposition,  render  a  charge  of  cavalry  very  try 
to  the  nerves  of  footmen  who  have  to  await  tl 
onset. 

The  stem  determined  looks  of  Dickon  on  ( 
side,  and  his  younger  but  as  daring  companion 
the  other,  the  threatening  pistols,  the  suppon 
their  similarly  armed  companions  in  their  real 
all  seemed  to  sober  and  still  the  shoutings  et 
drunken  mob  as  they  shrM[ik  from  their  pc 
Their  ringleaders  were  afraid  to  provoke  the  rei 
discharge  of  the  pistols,  which  each  looked  u] 
as  directed  against  himself,  and  accordingly 
were  held  in  check  by  their  pointed  muzzles.  ( 
loud  hoarse  voice  cried  from  the  comer — "  S 
'em  I   shoot  'em   down  I '^  but  by  that   time 
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id  gaDoped  through  all  opposition,  and 

ounute  beyond  reach  of  shot,  though 

me  or  two  reports  behind  them. 

'ink  of  dat  skrimmage,  Cap  n  Edga  ?  " 

Hide,  as  they  drew  rein  on  climbing  a 

id  a  full  mile  from  the  settlement. 

[  think  that  they  were  only  drunken 

h  we  are  well  quit  of  them,^ 

vere  more  there^  Master  Edgar,  than 

mkards  either;  I  marked  them/' said 

r  his  shoulder^  as   he  was  riding  on 

e  should  b(ddly  return  and  complain  of 
Jy  attack ;  it  would  be  for  the  benefit 
ho  come  after  us,"  said  Harold. 
complain,  Cap'n  Harold.  Why  for  ? 
>k  to  self;  dey  no  hurt  us  now.  If  go 
be  dey  be  lynched.  I  tink  no,  cause 
lOt;  dis  was  for  Kanacka,  particular/* 
ide,  putting  his  forefinger  through  the 
is  jacket  collar ;  *^  me  remember  him, 
n  back.  But  not  stop  now.  Hark,  de 
jog-along;'  you  no  hear  Chacalaca? 
bough  ^  jog  along.'  Muss  make  haste 
vbUbj,  and  no  fear  dem  fieves  now.'^ 
de's  advice  was  followed,  and  without 
ger  than  was  absolutely  necessary  for 
rest,  they  pushed  on  up  hiU  and  down 
the  river. 
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The  momiDg  sun  shone  brightly  on  the  bioad 
surface  of  the  Sacramento,  as  they  arrived  at  the 
golden  banks,  where  here  groups,  and  solitaiy 
diggers  there,  dotting  the  valley  and  the  neigh* 
bonring  hills,  like  sheep  at  pasture,  told  them  that 
they  had  arrived  at  last  at  the  place  where  they 
could  see  with  their  own  eyes,  and  feel  with  tb^ 
own  hands,  if  the  wonders  that  they  had  been  told 
were  true. 

**  And  this  is  the  valley  of  Ophir  I"  ejaculated 
Edgar,  as  they  halted  to  gaze  on  the  scene. 

It  was  a  wide  open  valley :  two  ranges  of  moan- 
tains  sloped  down  to  the  banks  of  the  river;  in 
some  places  a  fringe  of  forest  clung  round  their 
sides;  in  others  their  bare  sun-toasted  shoulders 
were  dotted  over  with  busy  bands  of  gold-huntera, 
plying  pickaxe  and  shovel  in  their  deft  water- 
courses. 

The  banks  of  the  river  itself  seemed  alive  with 
labouring  groups,  sweating  and  toiling,  heedless  of 
the  increasing  heat  of  the  morning  sun*  Some 
stood  up  to  their  knees  in  the  bed  of  the  stream, 
scooping  up  the  precious  mud,  and  when  their 
pans  were  filled,  swaying  them  from  side  to  side* 
and  round  and  round,  they  poured  out  the  useless 
light  earth,  leaving  rich  dregs  to  be  added  to  thdr 
pouched  stores.  Others,  joined  in  twos  and  threea, 
piled  up  the  impregnated  sand  in  wooden  troughs 
and  shook  them,  as  streams  of  water  were  dashed 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  TALLET  0?  GOLD. 


321 


iway  all  but  the  rich  sediment  Others 
iry  waterholee,  and  grew  wealthy  in 

Some,  with  pipe  in  mouthy  roved  to 
mining  here  and  there  a  rocky  crevice 
x>ulder  with  breathless  eagerness,  and 
i  listless  roll  moved  on,  or  else  would 
7  an  involuntary  shout  or  gesture  of 
tow  that  they  had  fallen  upon  a  prize. 
is  is  the  real  Ophir,  brother,"  answered 
at  least  its  beginning,  and  we  will  trjr 
lest  what  is  to  be  found  in  it** 
Aped  from  his  horse,  and  approaching 
Jlie  river  side,  he  stooped  down,  and 

right  hand  to  the  wrist  in  the  sand, 
hat  with  his  left,  forgetful  of  the  sun, 
upon  it  a  handful  of  the  dry  powdery 
bich  he  proceeded  to  blow  away  with 


in 


Edgar,"  he  cried  with  a  shout  of 
a  yellow  dirty-looking  lump  of  ore 
ize  of  a  bean  was  left  solitary  on  the 
lat  do  you  think  of  that  for  a  good 
lere  is  a  precious  lump  of  primitias, 
fruits." 

»rang  down  from  his  horse  and  took 
B  lump  in  his  hand,  muttering,  '*  My 
B  for  her,  Harold,  is  it  not  ?  " 
ye  well  imagined  that  all  hastened  to 
search  that  had  so  soon  proved  success- 
p8 
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ful:  for  a  few  moments  all  the  group  seemed 
possessed  with  a  phrenzy,  so  fiercely  did  they  dip 
into  the  sands  with  their  hands,  and  scrape  it  up 
with  their  fingers. 

Horsesy  heat,  toil,  hunger,  all  were  forgotten  in 
the  still  sharper  thorn  of  the  auri  fam».  But 
their  toil  was  in  vain,  and  their  search  fruitless. 
Not  another  grain  or  eyen  scale  rewarded  their 
anxious  gropings. 

'^  Let  us  undo  our  packs,  produce  shorels  and 
mattocks.  Come»  we  haye  no  time  to  lose, Edgar; 
you  might  do  that  while  I  look  for  another  lump 
or  two,"  ezclakned  Harold,  who  was  down  on 
hands  and  knees,  in  a  petulant  tone  of  reproach 
that  was  unusual  between  the  brothers. 

Edgar,  who  had  been  stooping,  rose,  and  looked 
in  some  surprise  at  his  brother.  Harold,  hearing 
no  reply,  raised  his  head  too ;  their  glances  met 
In  an  instant  Harold  was  on  his  feet,  and,  his  arm 
linked  in  Edgar's,  he  led  him  away  to  where  their 
docile  animals  awaited  them,  saying, — 

^^  I  do  confess,  brother  mine,  this  golden  fesst 
almost  hath  made  me  harsh  and  imkind  to  you." 

Both  burst  into  a  merry  laugh,  as  Didcon  and 
Kanacka  came  up  with  rueful  faces,  for  they  too 
had  been  quite  unsuccessful;  and  curried  away  by 
the  impulse  of  their  excitement,  tfaey  had  for- 
gotten  all  else  but  what  they  looked  for  in  the 
fresh  avidity  of  the  search. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THX  YiLXXY  OF  GOLD.  828 

**  We  be  too  low  down,  Cap^n  Harold.  Dat  a 
lucky  pocket  jou  find^  but  no  scales,  no  dust 
here— dere  all  de  washers  and  diggers :  muss  go 
fiirder  yonder,  up  higher  dere  in  de  valley,"  said 
Sjinaeka  pointing  to  the  distant  scattered  groups. 

''  Perhaps  so,  Kanacka,"*  replied  Harold,  '*  we 
can  try  afterwards,  but  we  are  in  no  hurry  now." 

<'  Let  us  first  attend  to  our  good  horses,  and 
choose  a  place  for  camping,  now  that  we  are  cured 
of  the  first  bite  of  ayarice — well,  not  avarice,  a 
laadible  desire  for  wealth,"  said  Edgar  with  a 
smile. 

^' Never  mind,  brother  Harold,"  he  added  in  a 
low  whisper,  '*  our  journey,  long,  toilsome,  and 
drngerons,  is  over.  Our  work  is  begun.  On, 
for  the  love  of  our  sainted  mother  and  gentle 
nster.  On,  for  the  sake  of  the  beloved  home  of 
otir  boyhood,  lost  only  to  be  won  back,  reft  firom 
nfl  to  be  triutnphantly  restored. 

The  dark  eyes  of  tiie  brodiers  sparkled,  and 
their  warm  hearts  beat  high  with  love  and  resolu* 
tioo.  The  future  dawned  brightly  and  happily 
on  their  imagination,  as  linked  in  brotherly  sup- 
port -they  prepared  together  to  strive,  to  suffer, 
and  to  conqtter. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


PAUUHl,  TBI   8TOBBnX?ni8   DAVGHTIB,  ASO  HIB  miAM  LOTBl  - 
A  WABBIOR'S  STRUOOLI  with  TBI  POWBR  Of  LOTS. 


Thb  course  of  our  narrative  requires  that  some  of 
the  threads  which  have  dropped  from  the  main 
cord,  should  be  gathered  up  and  wove  into  their 
places ;  therefore  it  is  necessary  that  it  should  for 
a  time  be  carried  back  to  the  point  where  the 
adventurers  first  set  out  from  the  town  of  San 
Francisco. 

It  may  be  remembered  that  the  attention  of  the 
brothers  was  directed  by  Dickon  to  the  tall  grace* 
ful  form  of  an  Indian  chief,  whom  he  pointed  out 
as  the  com  anion  and  aider  of  his  euocessful 
efforts  to  rescue  the  storekeeper  and  his  daughter, 
from  the  fearful  death  by  fire,  which  so  nearly 
menaced  them. 

The  Indian  chief  had  vamshed  from  their  view 
before  they  had  had  time  to  notice  closely  hU 
appearance  and  noble  bearing.  His  course  was 
directed  through  the  straggling  outskirts  of  the 
town,  to  &  lofty  eminence,  the  same  from  which 
the  brothers    had    overlooked  the  bay  and  its 
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loontiy.  No  one  could  hnve  gazed 
etic^  weD-proportioned  figure  of  the 
i,  without  being  struck  with  the 
^autiful  symmetry  of  his  form, — the 
ce  of  all  his  movementSy  and  his 
ighty  bearing. 

BTort,  he  moved  up  the  steep  and 
;  at  a  swift  pace«  When  he  gained 
Lnd  turned  round  to  look  upon  the 
1  before  him»  not  a  muscle  of  his 
best  heayed  with  the  exertion ;  not 
isture  stood  upon  the  polished  skin, 
lour  did  not  obscure,  but  seemed  to 
>  its  clear  purity. 

moment  motionless  and  perfect  as 
itue,  one  hand  buried  in  the  folds  of 
r,  the  other  resting  on  the  barrel  of 
ornamented  with  tassels  and  beads, 
wiih  nails.  One  leg  was  bent  for- 
were  listening  to  catch  some  distant 
ill  was  silent.  He  drew  himself  up 
;ht  of  his  commanding  stature,  and, 
«  disdained  the  clustering  buildings 
that  lay  at  his  feet,  his  dark  eyes, 
m  instant  keenly  on  all  sides,  were 
e  broad  expanse  of  the  bay,  and  the 
irond. 

le  consisted  of  an  under  close-fitting 
k,  of  soft  deer-skin,  on  which  were 
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etubtx>idered,  in  small  beads,  various  ckTioee, 
among  which  the  form  of  a  panther  in  tlie  act 
springing  in  mid-idr  was  most  oonsfMCuons.  T 
edges  of  this  irock  were  fringed  with  trophiee 
the  chase, — here  and  there  a  pantiier's  tnsky 
bear*8  claw,  interspersed  with  tnfts  of  hidr,  m 
fringes  of  bright  red  wool  He  wore  upon  1 
legs  mocassins,  richly  embroidered  with  beads ; 
hid  belt  he  carried  a  long  keen  knife,  whose  hi 
as  well  as  the  bott  of  a  shining  brass  barrdl 
pistol,  was  cut  and  engrayed  with  the  head  of  1 
totem,  the  springing  panther.  His  head-dr« 
consisted  of  a  dark  handkerchief  wreathed  roui 
his  temples,  and  sustaining  usually  the  grinnii 
head  of  a  panther,  winch,  however,  on  this  ooc 
sion,  hung  suspended  at  his  belt. 

He  seemed  lost  in  thought,  but  his  lips  move 
and  while  he  muttered  in  a  low  voice  to  himse 
a  fire  kindled  in  his  eyes,  and  his  fingers  clutchi 
tightly  the  polished  barrel  of  his  rifle*  He  look 
around  with  an  air  of  command  and  defiance,  as 
seeking  for  whom  he  could  challenge,  but  he  w 
alone.  His  looks  rested  a  moment  upon  a  smi 
party  of  horse  and  foot,  which  moved  slowly  ov 
the  crest  of  a  hill  that  lay  far  distant  on  faia  rigl 
Two  mounted  horsemen  seemed  with  di£Beulty 
rein  in  their  impatient  steeds  to  keep  pace  wii 
the  slower,  though  still  rapid  movements  of  the 
two  companions  who  inarched  on  foot 
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ian  watched  them  until  they  disappeared 
'est  of  the  hilL 

"  he  ejaculated,  in  Englieh,  using  the 
inconscnous  connexion  with  his  thoughts; 
ley  are  friends."  Then,  as  his  wayer^ 
ing  ^ance  fell  upon  the  town,  his  lips 
n  back,  his  nostrils  expanded^  and  his 
»  withdrawn  from  the  folds  of  his  robe, 
led  threateningly,  while  his  face  was 
wiik  all  the  fiery  passions,  which  hate 
ince  apparently  had  caUed  forth. 
;ain,  rapid  as  the  change  of  a  black 
iy  from  threatening  dark  masses  to 
lows  of  snowy  whiteness — when  the 
earns  of  a  summer  sun  burst  suddenly 
ill  their  brightness,  and  change  the 
ws  to  pure  and  fleecy  white — ^the  fierce 
the  yoimg  Indian,  in  quick  transition, 
ly  into  looks  of  eager  tender  impatience, 
turned  on  a  grove  of  leafy  oaks  in  the 
lis  left. 

nes — she  comes !"  he  exclaimed  in  half- 
tones.    **  Now,  Mdbopah,  learn  thy 


wift,  and  scarcely  less  graceful  in  his 
Kn  the  leaping  panth^  he  had  assumed 
^m,  the  chief  humed  down  the  hill 
scdon  of  the  oak-grove,  among  whose 
flutter  of  some  white  robe  could  be 
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now  discerned.  The  next  moment,  he  was  at  I 
side  of  a  fair  slight  female  figure,  and  plucking  1 
wild  flower  which  she  was  stooping  to  gather,  p 
sented  it  to  her.  An  accomplished  cavalier  from  < 
of  the  capitals  of  Europe  would  not  haye  evin^ 
more  graceful  ease, — and  this  it  will  be  presen 
seen  was  not  to  be  wondered  at— but  when  i 
young  Indian  took  the  small  ungloved  hand 
the  girl,  which  was  stretched  out  in  frankness 
receive  his  offering,  and  kneeling  on  one  ki 
pressed  it  respectfully  to  his  lips,  there  was  son 
thing  of  chivalroup  devotion,  of  deep  respect  in 
manner,  that  rather  would  have  been  expeci 
from  a  knightly  aspinmt  of  old,  kneeling  at  the  f 
of  his  ladye  love,  than  from  an  Indian  warrior. 

There  was  a  strange  anomaly  in  the  pair.  1 
young  American  girl — for  it  was  Pauline,  i 
storekeeper's  daughter — ^in  spite  of  the  prejudi 
of  education  and  custom,  felt  an  embarrassed 
feriority  at  the  respectful  salutation  of  the  ch 
as  he  knelt  before  her. 

She  was  of  the  white  race,  the  predomina 
the  conquering,  the  insolent,  ruling  race,  that  I 
overrun  the  New  World,  and  lorded  with  the  < 
of  Vw  metis  over  its  scattered  tribes,  and  yet  i 
seemed  to  be  the  untutored  child  of  the  wildem 
— ^ignorant  and  unexperienced  in  the  simplicity 
her  nurture — while  he,  the  kneeling  red  man, 
spite  of  his  dark  skin  and  savage  habilimei 
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betrayed  in  every  movement  and  look^  the  polish 
and  grace,  which  intercourse  with  the  elevated  in 
the  world  of  civilization  alone  can  impart. 

The  girl  at  last  broke  silence :  the  blush  faded 
from  her  smooth  white  brow,  and  her  delicately- 
shaped  mouth  was  wreathed  with  a  smile,  to  which 
the  glances  of  her  soft  blue  eyes  frankly  responded, 
as  she  said, — 

"  I  thought  you  would  find  me  here,  Mainopah ; 
and  yet  I  was  not  afraid  to  come.^ 

The  young  Indian  rose  to  his  feet,  and  mani- 
festing still  the  same  tender  respect,  answered  in 
low  musical  tones, — 

«*  Why  should  the  White  Lily  be  afraid  of 
Mainopah  ? — of  him  who  would  gladly  die  to  pro- 
tect and  save  her.^ 

**  I  believe  you.  Chief:  you  have  proved  it,  and 
Pauline  knows  how  to  be  grateful,  else  she  would 
not  be  here  in  spite  of  her  own  sense  of  duty  and 
obedience  to  her  father/' 

A  dark  shade  came  over  the  brow  of  the  young 
Indian,  but  he  listened  in  silence. 

'*  There,  Mainopah ;  if  Pauline  had  not  come 
to  thank  the  preseryer  of  her  life,  she  would  be 
frightened  at  that  frown,"  said  the  girl,  laying  her 
hand  gently  upon  his  arm,  which  sank  under  the 
soft  pressure,  as  if  the  impetuous  young  chief 
were  going  to  entreat  forgiveness  at  her  feet;  but 
Pauline  stopped  his  intentions. 

**  No,  Mainopah  t  answer  me  now  as  an  Indian 
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ohief  ought,  and  is  wont  to  da    Lay  aside 
remembrances,  forget  the  habits,  of  those  dist 
cities  of  the  west,  where  you  have  been  taughl 
much»  that  an  American  girl  feels  she  is  ignoi 

and  untutored  compared  with  a *'  The 

stopped,  hesitated,  and  blushed  in  confuuon. 

**  With  a  wild  savage  Indian,  you  would  i 
Pauline.  Be  it  so ;  but  all  I  learned  taught 
to  despise  the  learning,"  answered  the  Chief  \ 
bitterness.  *'  I  tried  the  polish,  and  found  roti 
ness  beneath.  I  looked  under  the  deceitful  ma 
and  found  all  hollow  and  false-hearted.  Paul 
hear  me,  and  believe  I  for  by  the  Great  Spiri 
whom  we  both  worship  and  fear,  though 
colours  be  not  the  same — ^by  Him  I  swear,  th 
have  found  more  truth  and  honesty,  more  f 
and  nobleness  of  heart,  aye,  more  virtue,  h 
among  the  wild  warriors  of  my  glorious  tribe, 
savage  red-skinned  sons  of  the  free  desert,  t 
among  the  fair-spoken  courtiers  of  yon  cro^ 
cities,  whose  Mr  outward  show  is  deceit, 
whose  words  are  lies." 

The  girl,  in  spite  of  her  confidence  and  de 
to  manifest  her  gratitude,  leaned,  trembl 
against  a  tree,  as  the  Indian  gave  vent  to  his  b 
of  passion.  Though  she  had,  on  more  than 
occasion,  been  led  by  his  respectfiil  bearing, 
even  devotion,  to  forget  the  fires  that  slumb 
in  his  breast,  she  could  not  help  now  calling 
mind  the  circumstances  under  which  the  Chief 
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first  aiqplied  to  her  father, — 'when,  with  haughty 
brow  and  flashing  eye,  he  had  announced  that 
^  ^  the  Leafing  Panther'  came  for  arms  of  war,  to 
equip  ike  waniorg  of  his  tribe  for  battle."  True, 
H  chance  interview  with  herself  (which  her  father 
had  strictly  forbidden  should  be  renewed)  seemed 
to  have  dianged  the  character  and  even  the  inten* 
tiona  of  the  Indian. 

To  her  great  amazement,  he  had  dropped  the 
fierce  bearing  of  an  Indian  chief,  and,  assuming 
the  manners  and  address  usual  in  ranks  of  society 
as  far  above  herself,  as  prejudice  had  taught  her 
to  consider  she  was  raised  above  the  red-skin,  the 
young  diief  had  induced  her  to  listen  to  his 
acooimts  of  the  wonders  and  scenes  of  the  cities  of 
the  Old  World.  His  language  was  pure,  though 
the  foreign  accent  with  which  he  spoke  English, 
revealed  that  he  had  become  acquainted  with  it  in 
other  lands  than  England. 

No  wonder,  then,  that  Pauline  half  repented 
her  disobedi^ice  to  her  fatiier's  conunands,  in 
seeing  him  once  more,  though  she  meant  it  to  be 
the  last  time,  and  gratitude  to  her  deliverer  (for 
she  had  recognised  him  at  once  on  that  fatal  night) 
seemed  to  sanction  her  resolve.  In  his  passionate 
outbreak,  he  i^peared  to  remember  only  that  he 
iras  an  Indian  chief,  until,  in  one  of  his  impatient 
turns,  as  he  paced  to  and  fro,  he  marked  her  palUd 
dieeks,  and  the  tear  glistening  in  her  mild  blue  eyes. 
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^'Pauline— forgiye  me,"  he  exdiumed,  fiinldii^ 
passionately  at  her  feet.  ^  I  know  how  fiur,  hr 
above  the  poor  Indian  chief  the  Manitoa  seems  to 
have  raised  your  race;  and  if  Mainopah  darea  to 
lift  his  eyes  to  the  White  Lily,  it  is  because  her 
beauty,  her  innocence,  her  purity,  wiU  attract  his 
gaze,  while  the  pure  light  of  her  eyes  softens  the 
heart,  which  he  had  meant  to  be  as  stone.  With- 
draw not  thy  hand,  Pauline.  Why  has  the  Wlute 
Lily  told  Mainopah  to  remember  he  is  an  Indiaa 
chief,  and  set  his  blood  on  fire  with  the  remem- 
brance?*' 

**  Because,  Comanche,"— answered  the  giil» 
firmly, — *' because  she  wishes  him  to  hear  the 
words  of  a  simple  American  girl,  who  henceforth 
will  obey  her  father,  though  she  felt  it  her  duty, 
her  pleasure,  to  thank  the  brave  young  chief  who 
so  nobly  bore  her  through  the  flames,  and  laid  her 
upon  her  father's  bosom  in  safety." 

The  eyes  of  the  Chief  sparkled  as  she  spoke  with 
grateful  warmth,  and  timidly  cast  down  her  eyes 
until  the  long  silken  lashes  veiled  the  blue  depths 
where  innocence  and  truth  beamed  so  sweetly. 

**  Speak  on — oh !  Pauline,  speak  on  so  for  ever, 
and  here  at  thy  feet  let  me  kneel,  and  drink  in  the 
music  of  thy  voice  with  ears  that  seem  filled  with 
melody  of  heaven.  Speak,  Pauline  I  Oh !  would 
that  Mainopah  could  so  die,  listening  to  words 
sweeter  than  songs  of  the  good  spirits  1 "  ejaculated 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THJB  YALLST  OP  GOLD.         883 

tbe  sensitiTe  young  chiefs  now  as  thoroughly 
melted  and  subdued,  as  he  was  before  roused. 

**  Mainopah,  the  Indian  chief,  should  not  speak 
thus,  and  forget  that  he  is  a  braye/'  replied  the 
girL 

He  rose  slowly  to  his  feet,  and  drew  himself  up 
in  calm  dignity ;  for  the  words  and  the  look  of 
the  fair  young  girl  seemed  to  sway  his  feelings  at 
her  will,  and  his  spirit,  obedient  to  her  call,  seemed 
to  answer  to  every  impulse  she  gave. 

**"  True,  Lily  of  Purity ;  Mainopah  is  an  Indian 
chief,  and  a  brave.  When  he  sends  his  lance,  ten 
thousand  warriors  come  at  his  summons  to  do  his 
bidding;  and  the  thunder  of  their  hoofs  shakes 
the  Rocky  Mountains  and  the  Snowy  Sierra. 
When  he  raises  his  war-whoop,  twice  that  number 
of  warriors  people  the  deserts  with  their  answering 
cries*  Then  it  is,  that  Mainopah  knows  and  feels 
that  he  is  the  Leaping  Panther, — ^he  is  a  brave — 
he  is  a  chief  of  chiefs.  But  he  is  alone  in  his  wig- 
wam, though  it  never  seemed  empty  until  now. 
His  tribe — ^his  tribes  united,  demand  a  princess 
as  well  as  a  chief.  How  shall  Mainopah  address 
the  White  Lily  ?  Shall  he  speak  as  a  son  of  the 
gay  capitals  of  the  East  would  woo  a  bride  ?  No; 
for  their  hearts  are  hard,  and  their  eyes  are 
covetous,  while  again  1  say  their  words  are  lies. 
As  Mainopah,  and  no  other,  will  the  Indian  chief 
speak  to  the  White  Lily.     These  broad  lands  are 
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the  inheritance  of  his  fathers:  they  shall  again  be 
purified  of  their  polluting  invaders;  and  when 
their  sons,  united  in  one  mighty  band,  shall  haye 
swept  the  intruders  back  into  the  ocean,  then — 
then  may  the  White  Lily  rule  as  queen  over  fiur 
lands,  stretching  from  the  rising  to  the  setting  sun, 
aiid  when  her  finger  is  nused,  nations  of  warriore 
shall  bow  themseWes  to  the  earth,  to  do  her 
bidding. 

"  Mainopah  dreams  no  vain  dreams ;  his  words 
are  true,  and  shall  be  fulfilled.  As  the  Mamtou 
hath  said  in  your  holy  book,  the  great  sea  shall 
advance  no  further,  so  must  his  red  sons  and  their 
chief  say  to  the  pale-fiaces,  St<^I  The  Rocky 
Mountains  are  a  high  wall,  and  the  red-skins  have 
no  room  on  their  hunting-grounds  for  the  ibot  of 
a  pale-face.     They  must  stay,  and  go  no  ftirther. 

"  Pauline,  when  the  Indian  chief  hath  spoken 
of  the  wrongs  done  to  his  race,  a  tear  of  pity 
hath  trembled  in  your  eye.  You  know — ^your  heart 
tells  you,  that  the  cause  of  my  red  brethren  ts 
just,  and  Mainopah  is  red  to  his  heart ;  but  he 
will  listen  to  the  yoice  of  the  White  Lily,  and  when 
she  tells  him  to  spare  those  of  her  colour,  whom 
she  loves,  the  hands  of  Mainopah  shall  be  stayed, 
the  braves  of  his  tribe  shall  turn  back  at  his  call, 
and  with  their  bodies  make  a  rampart  round  the 
White  Lily  and  her  friends.  Think,  then,  that  you 
have  the  power  to  save,  and  beware  how  you 
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ngect  it*  For  yon  and  yours,  Mfunopah  will  foi^et 
Im  colour  and  his  tow  ;  but  for  the  rest,  they  die.'' 

The  Indian  ceased,  and  his  whole  soul  seemed 
to  beam  in  his  dark  eyes,  as  he  leaned  forward 
breathless  to  catch  the  reply,  his  deep-seated  love 
predominating  over  his  natural  passions  as  an 
Indian  brave. 

The  girPs  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  ground, 
and  the  point  of  her  tiny  foot  bruised  the  delicate 
wild  flower  which  she  had  cast  down ;  two  deep 
boming  blushes  mantled  in  her  fair  cheeks,  as  if 
the  rich  blood  battled,  to  force  its  way  through  the 
transparent  skin*  At  length  she  broke  the  silence 
which  surprise,  and  it  must  be  confessed  fear,  had 
caused  her  to  maintain. 

'*  Indian  chief,  lidainopah.  Panther,  by  what- 
ever name  you  are  called,  you  have  proved  to  me 
bow  I  have  erred,  in  disobeying  #more  than  once 
my  fathez^s  just  wishes  and  commands.  Nay, 
hear  me,  interrupt  me  not,"  she  added,  raising  one 
hand,  and  pressing  the  other  tightly  on  her  breast ; 
**  I  will  confess  that  sympathy  for  your  injuries  led 
me  to  listen  to  you,  first,  with  interest,  then  with 
surprise  and  admiration,  when  you  further  spoke 
of  the  Old  World,  its  scenes  and  its  wonders,  like 
one  who  was  familiar  with  them.  Indian,  I  was 
wrong.  If  I  felt  sympathy,  it  was  no  more ;  if 
I  felt  admiration,  it  went  no  greater  length,  or  if 
it  did — ^*'  here  the  girl  hesitated  a  moment,  for  on 
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thus  suddenly  probing  into  the  depths  of  her 
breast,  she  seemed  to  find  that  there  was  m 
sciously  a  wavering  doubt,  an  uneasy  confe 
which  surprised  herself. 

''  And  if  it  did?"  repeated  the  duef,  in  a 
voice,  and  hanging  upon  her  words  as  if  his 
and  happiness  depended  upon  them. 

^^  If  it  did,  Miunopah,  I  would  strive  to  re 
a  feeling  which  I  see  and  feel,  would  be  unwc 
of  me.  At  this,  our  last  meeting, — for  it  mu 
our  last, — ^you  have  unfolded  your  schemes  of  I 
and  vengeance;  and,  midst  your  threats* of  i 
reprisals,  you  have  dared  to  mingle  unworthy 
posals,  with  which  you  thought — interrupt  mc 
Mainopah,  or  I  leave  you — you  vainly  the 
to  dazzle  the  silly  fancies  of  a  simple  girl.  ' 
dreams,  Comanche,  are  vain.  Awake,  and  d 
no  more.  God  forbid  that  a  chief  should 
strugf];le  for  his  followers;  but  there  are  ' 
more  peaceful— more  sure  than  war.  None  b 
than  Mainopah,  know  what  they  are;  let 
adopt  them,  and  none  shall  feel  more  interes 
wish  him  success  more  heartily  than  Pau 
But  if  he  has  chosen  the  path  of  war  and  slaugl 
go,  Leaping  Panther  I  the  White  Lily  wouI< 
sullied  in  listening  ;  go — we  meet  no  morel" 
Had  the  Indian  given  free  vent  to  the  i 
impulses  of  his  real  nature,  his  passion  would  1 
been  terrific  to  witness,  but  it  was  only  at  ti 
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that  they  broke  from  the  control,  with  which  hig 
educatioii  had  taught  him  to  curb  them.  He 
yentured  to  lay  a  gentle  grasp  upon  Pauline's 
mantle  aa  she  turned  to  depart,  and,  repressing 
with  a  oonyulsive  effort  his  rising  feelings,  he 
gpclke  with  forced  calmness. 

''  Leave  me  not  thus,  for  the  sake  of  your  own 
people,  your  own  blood.  You  shall  command, — 
you,  Pauline,  shall  guide  me.  Let  our  lands 
be  oleared,  for  to  that  Mainopah  has  pledged 
his  word,  and  on  it  hangs  the  authority  he  wields 
now  supreme ;  let  the  pale-faces  retire,  and  then 
the  White  Lily  shall  by  a  look  rule  over  a  thousand 
tribes  in  peace.  Think  not  of  me  as  a  mean 
schemer,  a  leader  of  a  wild  lawless  horde ;  your 
histories  tell  of  glorious  warriors,  who  have  raised 
nations  to  freedom;  their  names  are  bright, 
honoured  with  ever-living  fame.  Among  these 
Mainopah  will  write  his  name  too,  for  he  is  chosen 
to  as  noble  a  task  as  they ;  and  as  nobly  will  he 
strive  to  earn  glory  like  theirs,  or  perish  in  the 
attempt." 

**  Cease,  Mainopah;  you  know  you  ask  what  my 
p^ple  would  not,  could  not  grant.  I  read  your 
looks,  proud  chief,  but  beware  I  your  forced  efforts 
may  recoil  upon  yourself;  take  heed  the  weapons 
be  not  as  they  have  been  before, — turned  against 
yourselves;  and  then,  the  opportunity  of  giving 
peaceful  benefits  to  your  people  will  pass  away 
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for  ever^  and  Pauline  will  lament  that  one  wl 
name  she  hoped  to  honour^  is  sunk  in  blood 
slaughter." 

"  Pauline,  you  have  conquered ;  my  dream 
ambition,  fame,  and  honour  shall  be  foreg< 
plans,  before  whose  power  and  extent  the  fc 
opposition  of  our  invaders  would  have  disappe 
like  dew  before  the  rising  sun,  shall  at  your 
be  laid  aside.  You  have  conquered,  and  on  ; 
promising  the  reward  I  claim,  Mainopah  is  ; 
slave." 

As  he  spoke  the  young  Indian  threw  from 
the  rifle  he  had  held  tightly  grasped,  his  glittc 
knife  he  hurled  upon  the  ground,  and,  as  if 
arming  at  the  same  time  his  person  and  his  ii 
tions,  he  knelt  before  her. 

"  I  affect  not,  Comanche,  to  misunden 
your  words,"  replied  the  girl  hurriedly,  and  i 
stepping  back,  releasing  her  hand,  and  motic 
to  hihi  again  to  rise,  **  I  know  the  promise 
would  claim:  my  duty  to  my  father  forbids  n 
listen  to  you;  and — and,  Mainopah — our  ] 
henceforth  lie  far  asunder.  I  cannot,  ev( 
I  would,  see  you  again,  for  we  shall  soon 
this  fatal  spot  for  ever." 

"Whither,  Pauline?  When?  Mainopah 
follow — or  stay — why  should  the  White  Lily  1 
me?  My  horse  is  within  call,  my  tribes  t 
me ;  ten  thousand  braves  are  ready." 
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"  Stop,  Mfunopah,'*  interrupted  the  girl, — again 
alanned  at  the  energy  the  Indian  all  unwittingly 
displayed  as  he  sprang  to  his  feet, — and  forbid- 
ding with  raised  finger  his  near  approach.  She 
seemed  suddenly  to  hear  a  warning  Toice,  that  told 
her  of  her  duty,  and  that  the  volcanic  passions  of 
the  being  who  stood  in  mute  submission  before 
her,  would  by  a  spark,  a  word,  be  set  on  fire,  and 
rage  beyond  his  own,  and,  perhaps,  beyond  her 
all-subduing  controL — **  I  will  be  firm ;  I  can- 
not, dare  not  give  you  a  hope,  which  duty,  and, 
yes, — ^if  nothing  else  will  decide  you, — my  own 
heart  forbids  me  to  grant  I  wished  once  to 
pay  my  grateful  thanks,  and  then'— -farewell 
forever!* 

The  Indian  stood  with  folded  arms,  and  pressed 
them  to  keep  down  the  heaving  of  his  broad  bosom, 
but  he  said  not  a  word. 

Pauline  with  frankness  stretched  out  her  hand  ; 
he  took  it  in  his  empassioned  grasp ;  it  trembled, 
and  as  if  to  strengthen  her  determination,  the 
young  girl  faltered  out,  while  it  lay  in  contrasted 
purity  in  his  own  dark  palm, — 

**  Mainopah— my  father  s  commands, — the  dif- 
ferences that  lie  between  our  lots  in  life,  our 
habits,  our  peoples,  our  race,  all  combine  to  urge 
me  to  say,  forget  me  for  ever ! " 

The  Indian  dropped  her  delicate  hand,  on 
which  he  had  gazed  in  fond  affection;  when  she 
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spoke  of  their  differences  in  habits  and  raoe, 
started  aa  if  a  seip^it  had  stung  him. 

Pauline  gave  him  no  time  for  any  reply,  h 
forbidding  him  to  follow,  wrapped  her  mai 
closely  round  her  slight  delicate  figure,  and  h 
riedly  returned  towards  the  town. 

The  young  chieftain  stood  a  moment  uncert 
how  to  act  or  feel ;  a  fierce  stru^le  was  going 
within  him  between  nature  and  education. 
stepped  forward  to  follow  her — ^his  lovfe  and  r 
lay  across  his  path ;  he  stooped  to  raise  them,  i 
in  the  magic  connexion  of  thought  that  the  toi 
inspired,  his  savage  nature  broke  out.  Spumed 
a  red  man,  he  felt  as  one,  and  with  the  instinct 
energy  of  his  blood,  he  gave  vent  to  his  feeling 
a  loud  cry  of  anger,  using  the  harsh  gutturals 
his  native  tongue. 

Pauline  turned  at  his  cry,  and  saw  him  in  i 
act  of  fiercely  brandishing  hb  arms,  and  threats 
ing  vengeance  on  the  town  before  him.  £ 
turned  pale,  and  a  shudder  passed  over  her  sl^ 
frame  as  she  instantly,  without  a  token  of  farew 
or  a  look  of  recognition,  averted  her  head. 

The  Indian  saw  her  evident  look  of  horror,  s 
it  added  fuel  to  his  angry  passions.  He  cri 
again  in  his  native  tongue,  "  Yes,  she  is  right;  1 
colour  mates  not  with  mine.  I  will  forget  Y 
Mainopah  is  the  Leaping  Panther  once  more,  a 
my  people  shall  be  free.     Tremble,  pale-faces. 
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your  deadliest  foe  is  on  your  tnul;  a  silken  thread 
might  have  bound  him  once,  but  now  the  Leaping 
Panther  laughs  at  chains  of  iron  and  bars  of 


Foigetful  of  all,  but  the  cause  of  his  present 
ferocious  excitement,  and  that  he  was  an  Indian 
braTe»  he  raised  the  loud  war-whoop  of  his  tribe, 
and  fiur  among  the  outskirts  of  the  town  its  echoes 
fell  upon  the  ears  of  Pauline,  as  she  hurried  on  at 
a  quicker  pace.  The  Indian  chief  strode  along 
with  an  air  of  reckless  defiance  imprinted  on 
his  expressive  features.  With  haughty  stride  he 
crossed  the  face  of  the  hill :  a  low  whistle  brought 
to  his  side  a  magnificent  courser,  which,  obedient 
to  his  master's  call,  trotted  up  to  him  with  a  neigh 
of  recognition,  and  stood,  with  arched  neck  and 
rolling  eye,  in  all  the  pride  of  his  gaudy  Indian 
trappings,  awaiting  his  orders. 

The  young  Indian  sprang  lightly  upon  his  back ; 
slinging  his  heavy  rifle  across  his  shoulders,  he 
detached  the  long  lariat  from  his  saddle-peak,  and 
directed  the  horse^s  course  towards  a  clump  of 
thick  bushes  that  grew  some  distance  lower  down. 
As  he  passed  at  headlong  speed,  with  a  skilful 
whirl  of  the  cord  he  plucked  forth  from  the  bush 
a  long  keen  lance  which  he  had  himself  hidden 
there  before  ascending  the  hill ;  and  now,  arrayed 
in  the  fuU  panoply  of  an  Indian  chief,  be  bounded 
along  at  mad  speed  towards  the  shores  of  the  bay. 
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Striking  to  the  left,  so  as  to  keep  as 
possible  from  the  usual  tracks  of  the  pal 
and  skirting  along  the  beach,  swift  and  str 
the  stoop  of  an  eagle,  he  rushed  on  towa 
distant  recesses  of  the  Sierra  Kevada.  T 
coming  was  awaited  in  eager  anxiety  by  tl 
assembled  round  the  council-fire  of  those  < 
rate  tribes,  whom  with  consummate  tact  t 
he  had  induced  to  unite  in  one  firm  leagui 
one  chief,  the  Leaping  Panther  of  the  Coe 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

lUmVQAf  THB  BmraSD  SXMIirOLB  OHIXF — TBB  LEAPING  PAVTBER  OF 
TBE  OOXASOnn — XADTOPAB'fl  PBOJB0T8   AOAISST  TBB   PALB-FAOS 


It  will  be  at  once  evident  to  an  observer  of  the 
map  of  North  America,  that  the  great  range  of  the 
Rocky  Mountuns^  in  connexion  with  the  immense 
chain  of  the  Andes,  may  be  considered  as  the  huge 
geological  yertebras  of  the  twin  continents.  Kun- 
ning  across  the  narrow  Isthmus  of  Panama,  they 
seem  to  bid  defiance  to  the  puny  efibrts  of  loan  to 
cut  asunder  what  nature  has  so  firmly  joined  to- 
gether. There  are  also  other  and  parallel  ranges 
to  the  west  of  the  Rocky  chain,  which,  taking  their 
rise  in  Oregon  and  Alta-Califomia,  extend  far 
southward.  Of  these  it  has  already  been  neces- 
sary to  speak,  and  it  will  be  a  matter  of  little 
difiiculty  to  understand  their  position. 
VOL.  n.  B 
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We  find  first,  on  the  coast  of  California,  runnii 
along  the  eea-board  from  San  Francisco,  soul 
wards,  a  range  of  no  considerable  height,  ui 
which  we  have  called  by  its  proper  title,  the  Coa 
Range;  parallel  to  these,  on  the  eastern  side  oft! 
Bay  of  San  Francisco,  and  separating  it  from  t 
Valley  of  San  Joakim,  stretches  a  lofty  chai 
which  is  known  among  the  settlers  by  the  vario 
names  of  Sierra  de  la  Costa^  Sierra  San  Jose,  ai 
others.  On  the  east  of  these  mountains  lies  t 
vast  Valley  of  San  Joakim,  of  which  an  accou 
has  been  already  given.  Beyond  it  again,  lie  t 
gold-producing  ridges  of  the  Sierra  Nevada,  a 
from  its  rocky  recesses  stream  down  the  numero 
rivers  on  whose  banks  the  gold-seekers  have  be 
so  abundantly  rewarded  for  their  research. 

To  the  eastward  of  the  Sierra  Nevada  lie  vj 
sandy  plains  and  far-extending  prairies,  reachi 
to  the  foot  of  the  Rocky  Mountains,  and  inhabit 
by  fierce  and  warlike  tribes  of  Indians,  with  wh( 
the  white  settlers  have  as  yet  been  hardly  broug 
into  contact,  and  who  consequently  are  the  and 
puted  masters  of  the  territory.  Like  all  otl 
portions  of  this  singular  race,  of  whose  origin  ' 
have  80  many  difierent  accounts,  they  arc  divid 
into  numerous  tribes,  retaining  a  similarity  of  ci 
toms,  and  personal  appearance :  though  frequeni 
their  dialects  dificr  to  such  an  extent,  as  to  just 
their  being  classed  as  distinct  languages.  Maki 
war,  as  they  are  wont  to  do,  upon  each  other 
the  slightest  ground  for  dispute,  it  must  be  cc 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YALLET  OF  GOLD.  8 

fesBed  that  if  they  reaUj  are  desceDdants  of  the 
Io0t  tribes  of  Israel,  the. bellicose  spirit  that  drove 
out  the  sons  of  Canaan  has  been  most  industriously 
propagated. 

If  a  more  modem  theory  be  received^  and  we 
are  to  look  upon  our  nearer  kinsman  Madoc  as  a 
founder  of  their  tribes,  their  pugnacity  is  not  less 
easily  accounted  for. 

It  would  not  here  be  attempted  to  give  any 
aoooimt  of  the  southern  Indian  tribes,  were  it  not 
for  the  fact,  that  while  their  northern  brethren  on 
the  borders  of  the  lakes  and  the  Delaware,  have 
received  a  liberal  amount  of  notice,  they  have  not 
been  so  prominently  put  forward. 

And  yet  it  is  a  matter  of  history,  that  the 
encroachments  of  the  United  States  on  the  Semi- 
noles  of  Florida,  and  on  the  Cherokees  of  Louisi- 
ana, have  met  with  far  sterner  resistance  than  even 
the  united  Six  Nations  of  the  north  were  able  to 
offer. 

There  are  numerous  powerful  tribes  inhabiting 
the  defiles  and  pbdns  west  of  the  Rocky  Moun- 
tions,  as  the  Comanchees,  the  Pawnee  Picts, 
Osages,  Apadies,  Yutahs,  and  Snakes,  who  have 
never,  in  the  slightest  degree,  submitted  to  the 
tathority  of  the  white  settlers.  On  the  contrary, 
the  Indian  tribes  who  lie  on  the  north-west  of  the 
Mexican  territory,  have  invariably  maintained  their 
superiority  over  its  degenerate  inhabitants,  in  their 
short  but  fierce  campiugns,  and  numerous  bloody 
forays. 

b2 
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The  most  powerful  of  all  these  tribes  is  th 
horseman  nation  of  the  Comanches.  Their  poi 
sessions  extend  properly  to  the  east  of  the  Rock 
Mountains,  but  they  had  encroached  upon  othc 
tribes^  and  absorbing  them  partly  into  their  natio 
by  firm,  and  sometimes  extorted  treaties  of  unioi 
they  had  extended  their  sway  along  the  banks  < 
the  Rio  Colorado. 

Among  the  most  influential  of  the  chiefs  of  tb 
Comanche  tribe  was  Maitonga,  son  of  OceoL 
He  was  not  a  member  of  their  nation  by  birth,  bi 
a  Seminole  from  Florida.  He  made  his  appeal 
ance  at  the  great  council  fire  of  the  Comanche 
and  claimed  their  hospitality  as  a  homeless,  tribf 
less  warrior,  whom  the  pale-faces  had  expelle 
from  the  hunting-grounds  of  his  fathers  i 
Florida. 

Maitonga  was  a  brave  whom  any  tribe  woul 
have  gladly  numbered  among  its  warriors.  B 
was  of  great  stature,  and  added  to  his  high  pei 
sonal  qualities,  a  daring,  and  a  sagacity  whic 
seemed  to  overcome  all  opposition.  His  skill  i 
all  the  subtleties  of  Indian  warfare  had  been  sbar] 
ened  by  his  gallant,  but  unsuccessful  resistance  i 
the  Americans  in  his  native  land.  He  wi 
adopted  unto  the  tribe  with  acclamations,  and  I 
his  prowess  and  ability,  manifested  in  extendio 
the  authority  of  the  Comanches  over  the  neigl 
bouring  nations,  he  won  as  high  a  place  in  tt 
field  and  at  the  council-fire,  as  any  chieftain  of  tt 
tribe.    . 
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Though  his  place  of  refuge  was  so  far  removed 
from  the  scenes  of  his  early  warfare  and  discom- 
fiture, the  Indian  nourished  in  his  breast  a  hatred 
towards  the  Yengees  or  Yankees  of  the  States, 
which  time,  instead  of  extinguishing,  seemed  only 
to  mcrease  in  intensity. 

The  sofk  voice  of  Wah-toa,  the  fiedrest  daughter 
of  his  adopted  tribe,  whom  he  had  won  by  his 
martial  qualities  as  the  partner  of  his  wigwam, 
pleaded  in  vain  for  the  tender  years  of  their  son, 
when  his  father  began  to  train  him  in  all  the 
violent  and  dangerous  exercises,  which  would  fit 
him  at  the  earliest  age  to  be  called  a  warrior. 
Nor  did  he  neglect,  at  the  same  time,  to  instil  into 
the  boy's  ready  mind,  the  same  inextinguisl\able 
hatred  for  the  pale- faces  which  burned  in  his  own 
breast. 

The  father  would  sit  at  times,  silently  brooding 
over  his  wrongs,  which  he  yet  hoped,  with  the 
ud  of  his  son,  to  avenge,   and  glorying  in  the 
sight  of  the  boy,  as  he  practised  with  dauntless 
courage  all  the  martial  exercise  which  he  him- 
self had   taught  him;    now  hurling    the  keen 
lance,  or  casting  the  lariat;    now  taming  the 
wildest  horses  of  their   troop,   and  discharging 
his  arrows  with  an  aim  that  never  failed.     He 
would  rise  to  his  feet,  and  in  an  indignant  burst  of 
doquence,  would  tell  to  his  kindliug  hearers  the 
tile  of  the  red  men's  wrongs.   Old  warriors  would 
firown  sternly  at  the  recital,  while  the  blood  of  the 
young  braves  was  fired  to  phrensy  by  Maitonga's 
oratory. 
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,  Among  the  latter,  Mainopah  was  ever  foremost; 
though  youngest  in  years*  he  was  first  in  bodily 
exercises  and  mental  intelligence.  Maitonga*s 
heart  swelled  with  pride,  and  anticipated  Tictoiy 
oyer  his  enemies,  as  he  saw  his  son  develop  under 
his  instruction  all  the  qualities  that  fitted  him  tot 
the  task  to  which  he  was  destined,  and  the  father's 
dreams  were  ever  of  blood,  when  his  son  mingled 
in  them.  With  patient  care  Maitong%  in  the 
intervab  of  peace,  used  to  amass  and  hoard  up  secret 
stores  of  wealth  within  his  wig^an.  He  saw  how 
eagerly  the  traders  firom  Mexico  gave  their  wares 
^r  the  small  bright  scales  of  shining  metal,  whidi 
he  had  picked  up  at  hazard  on  the  shores  of  a 
mountain  torrent.  His  furs  and  his  skins  were 
thrown  aside  without  a  glance,  when  they  could 
obtain  the  precious  fragments  of  metal. 

Maitonga  profited  by  the  discovery*  and,  miser 
like,  though  from  far  difierent  motives*  he  daily 
increased  lus  hoards.  But  this  was  not  all  that 
the  traders  taught  him.  They  told  how  the 
descendants  of  the  ancient  Mexicans,  the  Axtec 
races  who  built  the  cities  of  the  lakes,  were  fast 
recovering  influence,  mingling  their  blood  with 
that  of  their  conquerors,  conforming  to  their 
customs,  and,  above  all,  learning  their  knowledge. 

The  proud  lip  of  the  Indian  curled  at  the 
thought  of  that — to  his  eyes— degrading  alliance: 
but  he  caught  eagerly  at  the  latter  part  of  their 
information.  He  was  not  insensible  to  the  im- 
measurable superiority  of  the  white  race  in  in* 
tellect,  and  after  long  pondering,  he  made  up  his 
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mind  diat  Mainopah  ehould  have  the  advantage  at 
leMt  of  seeing  the  citiee  of  the  pale-faces.  The 
boy  exnlted  at  the  project  hk  &ther  held  out 
before  him,  and  the  teare  and  lamentations  of  poor 
Wah*toa  were  unheeded  hj  them  both* 

An  old  trader  was  bribed  by  promisee  of  rich 
reward,  to  undertake,  in  all  secrecy,  the  chaige  of 
first  initiating  the  young  Indian  chief  into  the 
ways  of  dvilization. 

Many  were  the  inquiries  why  Mainopah  no 
bnger  mingled  in  the  games  of  the  youths  of  the 
tribe,  nor  struck  his  young  hatchet  deep  into  the 
war-post;  but  to  all  questions  Maitonga  shook  his 
head,  and  Wah-toa  answered  only  with  her  tears. 
Maitonga*s  stores  of  gold-dust,  accumulated  during 
years,  furnished  ample  supplies,  and  the  young 
Indian  soon  threw  off  the  leading-strings  of  the 
trader,  when  the  cities  of  Mexico  taught  him  just 
enough,  to  find  out  that  he  required  to  know  much 
more.  The  trader  was  the  means  of  informing 
Maitonga  that  his  son  intended  to  visit  the  Old 
World,  beyond  the  rising  sun.  The  proposition  at 
first  startled  the  wily  old  chieftain,  but  thinking 
over  the  matter,  he  gave  his  consent,  and  richly 
laden,  the  trader  returned  to  his  young  protegee, 
Inringing  the  old  chiefs  permisnon. 

Long  was  the  young  Indian  absent ;  his  name 
was  almost  forgotten  in  the  tribe,  and  to  Wah-toa's 
tearful  questions,  Maitonga  made  no  replies,  but 
would  turn  hastily  and  uneasily  away,  and  ever 
mindful  of  her  absent  son,   Wah-toa  pined  in 
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secret.  At  length  Maitonga  again  caused  the  war 
hatchet  to  be  dug  up,  and  sharpened  against  the 
Apaches.  The  chieftains  of  the  Iribe  were  as- 
sembled round  the  council-fire,  and  the  pipe  of 
deliberation  was  being  passed  solemnly  fiom 
mouth  to  mouth,  when  suddenly,  without  any 
intimation  of  his  approach,  a  warrior  galloped  at 
full  speed  into  the  village,  mounted  upon  a  splendid 
horse,  and  fully  equipped  in  all  the  armour  and 
ornaments  of  a  Comanche  brave.  Without 
hesitating  an  instant,  the  warrior  spurred  into  the 
midst  of  the  circle,  and  cheddng  his  horse  so  as 
instantaneously  to  render  him  motionless,  he  slowly 
dismounted,  and  walking  with  steady  firm  steps  to 
the  place  where  Maitonga  sat,  he  stood  waiting  in 
respectful  silence  before  him,  pronouncing  the 
'single  word,  Mainopah. 

A  murmur  of  admiration  passed  round  the 
grave  circle  of  warriors  as  they  caught  the  name, 
and  recognised  at  once  the  promise  of  the  youth, 
in  the  fulfilment  of  manhood,  when  they  looked 
upon  the  young  Indian's  splendid  proportions  and 
intelligent  countenance.  Few  had  expected  ever 
to  see  him  again,  and  now  that  he  returned,  the 
leaders  of  the  tribe  were  gratified  to  see,  that  he 
had  omitted  nothing  in  his  dress  or  equipment 
that  could  flatter  the  vanity  of  his  tribe,  while  his 
own  personal  attractions  set  off  to  the  utmost 
advantage  his  Indian  ornaments,  and  did  not  fiul 
to  elicit  from  all  present  an  oft-repeated  **  Hugh  V 
of  deep  admiration. 
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Feelings  of  paternal  pride  struggled  hard  in 
Mutonga's  breast,  as  he  saw  his  fondest  hopes 
and  expectations  surpassed  in  his  gallant-looking 
son,  who  stood  with  bended  neck  respectfully 
waiting  for  him  to  speak ;  but  subduing  the  father 
in  the  chief^  he  rose  and  took  the  young  warrior 
by  the  hand,  and  with  the  solemn  dignity  of  a 
tried  warrior  and  sage  he  exclaimed,  **  Welcome, 
Mainopah,  to  the  council  fire  of  your  tribe.  Said 
I  well, brothers? "  added  he,  looking  round  with  a 
snnle  of  triumph  upon  the  circle,  while  Mainopah 
laid  his  father's  right  hand  upon  his  naked  breast 
in  token  of  his  obedience  to  his  authority. 

**  Maitonga  hath  spoken  well,**  responded  every 
lip,  while  Mainopah  quietly  took  his  seat,  and 
received  the  pipe  that  was  handed  to  him.  Then 
he  again  rose,  and  with  a  low  greeting  to  the 
chiefs,  and  whispering  a  word  to  his  father  as  he 
passed,  he  retired  from  the  circle.  His  quick  eye 
had  noticed  an  imploring  face,  that  peeped  timidly 
from  the  distant  wigwam  to  which  a  yoimg 
warrior  had  led  his  horse  when  he  dismounted. 

As  if  to  apologize  for  the  sudden  retirement  of 
his  son,  Maitonga  said  quietly,  "Wah-toa  mourned 
for  her  son ;  it  is  well — let  her  be  comforted,"  and 
without  turning  his  head,  he  continued  to  smoke 
the  pipe  of  peace  which  his  son  had  resigned  to 
him. 

As  Mwiopah   approached    the    wigwam,  his 
mother  Wah-toa  sprang  to  meet  him;  contrary 
to  what  is  the  general  case  with  Indian  women, 
b8 
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her  gentle-looking  countenance  bad  not  loi 
youthful  expression ;  but  at  the  sight  of  he 
she  stopped  short — ^not  that  she  failed  to  recc 
him,  but  the  reality  was  different  from  whs 
simple  imagination  had  pictured.  In  her  the 
by  day  and  dreams  by  night,  she  expect 
embrace  a  laughing  stripling ;  she  saw  befoi 
a  warrior  in  all  the  pride  of  manly  yigou 
strength.  Reflecting  and  mindful  of  whal 
due  to  the  solemnity  of  Indian  decorum,  an( 
the  eyes  of  the  chiefs  were  upon  her,  Wi 
approached  her  son  slowly,  and  taking  his 
led  him  behind  the  curtain  of  her  tent. 

When  Mainopah  once  more  found  h 
among  the  companions  of  his  youth,  he  k 
time  in  regaining  and  consolidating  his  infl 
with  all  the  warriors  of  the  tribe.  He  did 
any  degree  affect  superiority  over  his  more 
rant  associates,  and  very  rarely  made  any  all 
to  his  long  absence  from  among  them.  ] 
his  evident  endeavour  to  manifest  on  all  p( 
occasions,  that  he  was  in  every  respect  al 
sustain  the  character  of  an  Indian  warrio 
was  proud  of  the  title.  He  was  careful  to 
himself  a  complete  adept  in  all  their  martial 
cises,  and  while  at  full  gallop  he  scoured  aid 
plain,  he  would  drop  on  one  side  of  his  e 
and  holding  on  by  a  loop  round  his  instep, 
discharge  his  arrows  under  his  horse's  be 
neck,  with  deadly  accuracy,  while  he  himsei 
covered  from  all  attack.      With  an  eloq 
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saperior  even  to  that  of  Mait(Miga»  he  led  the 
judgnent  of  the  elders  of  the  tribe,  and  won  the 
hearts  of  the  yonnger,  who  followed  him  with  a 
devotion  appipaching  fanaticism. 

Almost  immediately  after  his  return,  he  had  an 
opportunity  of  distinguishing  himself  by  feats  of 
the  greatest  bravery  and  prowess^  in  the  incursion 
sgainst  the  Apaches,  which  formed  the  subject  of 
debate  at  the  moment  of  his  reappearance.  The 
attack  of  the  Comanehes  was  completely  sue- 
ceflrfiil,  but  the  eloquence  of  their  fiercest  foe  in 
the  fight,  saved  them  from  that  vengeful  punish- 
ment of  fire  and  blood  which  usually  followed  an 
Indian  victory,  when  once  the  triumph  of  the  con- 
quering Comanehes  was  assured. 

The  chiefs  listened  to  the  young  orator  with 
respect,  as  he  unfolded  to  them  in  forcible  language 
the  advanti^es  of  peace  and  union  among  all  the 
red  men,  in  the  face  of  their  hungry  pale-face  foes 
of  the  north.  A  ''  Hugh  I"  of  assent  followed  his 
interoeenon  for  the  dispersed  Apaches,  whom  thus 
he  converted  from  revengeful  foes  into  firm  sup- 
porters. From  that  hour  Nakoona,  the  young  chief 
of  the  Apaches,  became  Mainopah's  staunchest 
friend. 

The  Apaches  and  the  Comanehes  then  hunted 
in  friendship,  over  the  wide  plains  between  the 
Bocky  Mount«ns  and  the  Sierra  Nevada. 

Long  and  frequent  were  the  conferences  between 
Mntonga  and  his  son.  The  old  chief,  who  had 
lost  little  of  the  fire  and  strength  of  youth,  found 
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in  Mfunopah  a  fit  instrument^  or  rather  leader; 
oarrj  out  his  schemes  for  the  advancement  of 
power  of  his  race.     Their  object  was  the  am 
though  their  motives  were  widely  different, 
the  father,  it  was  a  thirst  for  vengeance ;  in 
son,  it  was  a  chivah*ous  determination  to  upl 
and  strengthen  the  independence  of  the   wl 
Indian  race.     His  intercourse  with  the  pale-fs 
in  their  homes  in  the  far  East,  had  confirmed 
resolution  of  exerting  every  effort  to  save 
brethren  from  being  subdued  by  their  absorb 
invaders,  before  whom  the  red  men  of  the  nc 
vanished  so  mysteriously,  like  the  game  that  ro 
among  their  prairies,  the  beaver  that  laboured 
their  rivers. 

More  firmly  to  establish  his  influence  am< 
the  elders  of  the  tribe,  Mainopah,  in  conforma 
with  an  old  custom,  retired  with  blackened  co 
tenance  to  solitude  and  fasting,  on  the  summi 
a  lofty  mountain  at  the  head  of  Bio  Colon 
there  to  await  for  the  dreams  from  the  Manitoi 

During  his  absence  one  of  the  leading  chiefs 
the  tribe,  whose  influence  had  rivalled  and  perh 
surpassed  that  of  the  stranger  Maitonga,  took 
opportunity  to  excite  murmurs  among  the  Com 
che  braves,  and  pique  their  jealousy  agunst 
usurped  influence  of  the  strangers,  whom  they  1 
adopted  into  the  tribe.  The  return  of  the  yoi 
chieftain  came  opportunely  to  counteract 
schemes,  and  when  in  a  full  assembly  of  the  uni 
tribes,  grouped  as  in  a  circus  of  old,  upon 
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Bteep  Bides  of  a  retired  valley,  he  related  how  the 
Manitou  had  sent  a  dream,  in  which  he  saw  all 
the  tribes  of  their  brothers,  from  the  banks  of  the 
northern  lakes  to  the  Colorado,  united  in  a  mighty 
nation,  bidding  defiance  to  the  pale-faces,  and 
ruling  once  more  over  the  wide  hunting-grounds 
of  their  fore&thers, — a  burst  of  yells  from  all 
present  showed  how  completely  he  had  obtained 
influence  over  every  heart,  and  every  hatchet  that 
glittered  in  the  sir  was  ready  at  his  bidding  to 
strike 

Vain  was  the  envious  opposition  of  Wombea, 
the  Honey-tongue,  whose  oratory  had  never  before 
been  eclipsed.     To  no  purpose  he  draped  grace- 
fully from  his  outstretched  arm  his  robe  of  white 
ftu",  whUe  he  pointed  out  how  much  easier  a  prey 
they  would  find  the  Mexican  dogs,  with  whom 
the  Yengees  of  the  north  were  then  at  war.     The 
mflueoce  of  the  young  chief  prevailed,  and  was 
henceforth  firmly  established.     Maitonga  himself 
consulted,  and  yielded  to  his  more  instructed  son 
on  every  occasion.     Msdnopah,  in  order  to  carry 
out  his  high  schemes,  omitted  no  opportunity  of 
conciliating  all  opponents,   and   half   won  over 
Wombea  by  respectful  attentions  and  deference. 
Though  that  wily  chief  had  no  sympathy  with 
Mainopah's  heroic  views  for  his  race,  his  vanity 
was  soothed  when  the  young  chieftain  professed 
to  be  guided  by  his  advice,  and  offered  to  follow 
any  worthier  leader   who  would  guide  him,  to 
attain  his  object. 
The  first  efforts  of  Munopah  were  turned  to 
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arming)  as  far  aa  poasibley  the  warriors  of  Us 
tribe,  with  the  deadly  rifle.  Maitonga  freely 
placed  his  stores  at  his  disposal,  and  on  more  than 
one  occasion  the  young  chief  visited  Francisoo  to 
obtain  supplies  of  arms. 

While  placing  these  in  the  hands  of  his  Mr 
lowers,  he  took  care  to  subject  them  to  as  much 
discipline  and  training  as  their  Indian  habits  and 
manner  of  fighting  would  allow  of,  and  he  soon 
found  himself  at  the  head  of  the  most  formidable 
band  of  native  warriors  which  had  ever  roved 
through  the  wilds  of  America,  all  imbued,  as  fiur 
as  their  nature  would  allow,  with  his  own  un- 
daunted and  chivalrous  spirit,  and  confident  in  their 
young  leader,  who  united  in  his  own  person  all 
the  qualities  most  appreciated  in  an  Indian 
warrior,  with  the  subtie  and  deep  knowledge  of 
the  white  men. 

The  information  that  crowds  of  white  men  were 
daily  flocking  into  the  western  valleys,  did  not 
fail  to  arouse  the  attention  and  the  fears  of  Mai- 
nopah  and  his  father.  The  visits  of  the  young 
chieftiun  to  San  Francisco  confirmed  the  reports, 
and  he  had  been  able  in  person  to  learn  the 
object  of  the  pale-fSEU^es  in  swarming  along  the 
banks  of  the  great  western  rivers.  Aided  by  his 
friend  Nakoona,  who  was  one  of  his  firmest 
adherents,  a  general  assembly  of  the  confederate 
tribes  was  summoned  to  meet  at  the  month  of  a 
well-known  defile,  that  led  through  the  Sierra 
Nevada  to  the  Joakim  Valley.  The  Arrapahoes, 
and  Komatto,  the  Great  Bufihlo^  a  gigantio  chief 
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ihs,  with  the  Oaages  and  Kiowas^  were 
to  meet  there.  Mainopah  took  the 
id  of  inspiring  confidence ;  visiting  their 
[larmed  and  alone,  by  his  appearance 
med  eloquence,  he  succeeded  in  gaining 
his  purposes. 

liis  great  council  then,  that  awaited  the 
he  young  Comanche  from  his  final  visit 
e-face  settleoients,  in  order  to  arrange 
j{  that  irruption,  which  it  was  now 
make  into  the  fast-crowding  western 

at  full  speed,  with  outstretched  lance 
ished  rifle,  that  Midnopah  came  thun- 
Qg  the  defiles  of  the  Sierra  Nevada, 
nd  headlong  gallop  had  excited  instead 
;  his  passions,  and  so  little  heed  or 
id  he  for  his  good  steed,  that  passing 
e  belt  of  conical  skin  huts  which  formed 
rary  village  of  the  united  tribes,  it  fell 
Be  again. 

riors  who  w^ted  his  coming,  seated  in 
the  centre  of  his  village,  started  to  their 
ey  saw  the  fall;  but  Mainopah  rose 
ad  giving  one  look  of  regret  at  the 
inimal  he  had  ridden  to  death,  strode 
ntre  of  the  ring.  With  a  stern  haughti- 
was  not  usual  with  him,  he  broke  at 
bitter  invective  against  the  old  foes  of 
en,  who  seemed  to  be  shutting  them  in 
St,  as  they  had  done  on  the  east  long 
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*'  Do  my  brothers  know^  why  the  pale-faces  ar 
filling  up  the  valley  beyond  the  great  mountain 
of  the  setting  sun  ?  Do  the  grey-haired  fathers  c 
the  Comanches  and  the  Utahs  know,  of  the  rivei 
that  roll  over  sands  of  that  yellow  dust  for  whid 
the  pale-face  is  more  hungry  than  for  meat?  D 
the  traditions  of  our  tribes  speak  of  shining  lumpc 
of  heavy  stones,  which,  in  ages  long  ago,  the; 
bartered  with  the  dark  men  of  the  south  for  cor 
and  robes  of  feathers,  before  the  Mexicans  cam 
and  trampled  them  into  the  earth  with  war-horses 
Ask  Wombea,  whose  tongue  is  honey.  As! 
Komatto,  the  Great  Buffiilo  of  the  Utahs.  Asl 
Maitonga  if  I  speak  not  the  truth." 

These  chieftains  gravely  nodded,  while  th< 
younger  braves  listened  in  eager  expectation  ai 
Mainopah  continued. 

'*  The  pale-faces — whose  noses  are  keener  thai 
a  wolfs,  whose  hunger  is  more  ravenous  than  th< 
panther's — have  found  out  what  the  Greats  Spirit 
had  given  to  his  red  children.  They  have  come 
to  rob  and  devour,  numerous  as  a  cloud  of  locusts 
Then,  shall  our  hands  be  still  ?" 

A  yeU  of  rage  and  defiance  was  the  reply;  and 
while  tomahawks  were  being  brandished,  anc 
bows  bent,  Mainopah  took  Maitonga,  Wombea 
Nakoona,  Komatto,  and  the  other  chiefs  aside,  tc 
confer  in  private.  He  proposed  that  he  should  al 
once — attended  only  by  a  few  chosen  warriors- 
go  to  the  great  northern  valley,  whither  the  white 
adventurers  were  flocking,  and  having  with  bis 
own  eyes  surveyed  their  numbers  and  position, 
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hasten  on  to  the  villages  of  Chonsabee,  the  "  Great 
Dog"  of  the  ShoshoneSj  or  Snakes^  and  try,  also,  to 
induce  the  powerful  tribe  of  the  Crows  to  make 
common  cause  with  their  brethren  of  the  south. 

Should  he  be  successful,  he  would  send  back  a 
scout  to  Miutonga  and  Wombea,  to  the  Apaches 
and  the  Utahs,  who  could  then  move  up  from  the 
south,  while  Chonsabee  and  the  Crows  seized  the 
northen  passes  of  the  valley. 

To  illustrate  his  plan  of  operations,  Mainopah 
hollowed  out  in  the  soft  sand  with  his  rifle-butt, 
a  deep  oblong  hole,  and  bidding  the  chiefs  note 
well,  he  set  a  mass  of  small  white  pebbles  In  the 
bottom  of  the  hole,  and  placed  a  row  of  red  stones 
all  round  the  edges. 

"  See,**  he  cried,  **  my  red  brothers  will  thus 
catch  their  white  enemies  in  the  valley,  like  wolves 
m  a  trap, — there  shall  be  no  escape  for  them.  I 
go  to  Chonsabee,  the  Snakes,  and  to  the  sharp- 
beaked  Crows,-— they  shall  guard  the  north.  Let 
Maitonga  and  all  my  brothers  watch  for  my 
messenger,  to  tell  them  all  is  ready.  They  shall 
drink  much  blood  of  the  pale-faces." 

The  chiefs  gave  their  **  Hugh !"  of  admiration. 
*'  It  is  good.     Let  Mainopah  depart." 

He  was  ready.  The  limbs  of  the  brave  courser 
he  had  run  to  the  death  were  hardly  stiffened,  before 
its  trappings  were  placed  on  the  back  of  another 
fleet  steed,  and  the  daring  young  chief,  attended  by 
a  few  of  his  chosen  braves,  was  far  on  his  way  to  the 
north,  to  prosecute  his  vast  and  ambitious  designs. 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 

THE  QOLB  LiaoxBS*  KH0AXPiciif~«oLD-wA8Hnra— suoessB  C 

BROTHERS  AKD  THKIA  PABTT — ▲  RIFLB-BIILLBT  — AKAK  AVD  i 

A  WEEK  had  passed  by  since  our  adventuren 
arrived  at  the  banks  of  the  American  river,  w 
after  a  careful  survey  of  the  Sacramento  vj 
they  had  resolved  to  commence  operations,  'l 
success  had  been  great  beyond  their  most  sanj 
expectations ;  and,  though  the  toil  and  labour 
very  great,  they  felt  that  their  golden  ha 
fully  repaid  them.  They  had  been  most  forti 
in  fixing  upon  an  unoccupied  spot  near  the 
bed  of  a  torrent,  which  had  formerly  chann 
out  for  itself  a  canon  from  the  neighbouring 
By  the  recognised  law  of  the  diggers,  no 
comer  could  encroach  on  the  square  plot  thej 
marked  out  as  their  own.  It  is  true  that 
than  one  envious  eye  was  directed  to  their 
workings;  but  as  yet  they  had  not  been 
croached  upon.  Their  numbers,  while  comn 
ing  respect,  gave  them  a  claim  to  a  larger  e^ 
of  surface  than  the  simple  thirty  feet  8(j 
assigned  to  a  single  adventurer. 

The  general  appearance  of  the  valley  has 
already  described ;  and  the  manner  of  condu< 
their  operations  varied  according  to  the  natu 
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the  spot  and  the  numbers  of  the  party,  their 
means  and  inclination. 

Some  preferred  the  constant  steady  gain  to  be 
obtained  from  the  margin  of  the  river,  where  a 
supply  of  water  was  at  hand ;  others  chose  tempt* 
ing  situations  at  some  distance,  and  groped  among 
the  dry  sands  for  a  lucky  pocket,  with  its  enrich-* 
ing  nuggets ;  or  carried,  with  weary  labour,  water 
from  the  river,  in  order  to  wash  and  sift  more 
minutely,  the  soil  of  the  tempting  placer.  Others, 
again,  with  pickaxe  or  knife,  poked  among  the 
crevices  of  tl^e  rock,  satisfied  when  a  heavy  lump 
of  the  precious  metal  rewarded  the  toil  and  search 
of  days.  It  was  to  be  remarked  that  these  loung- 
ing careless  adventurers  were  the  very  men  who 
squandered  the  most  recklessly  their  gains  at  the 
spirit-stores,  or  the  gambling-tables.  The  ground 
oocujued  by  the  brothers  and  their  party  was,  as 
has  been  stated,  at  the  mouth  of  a  dry  ravine, 
removed  a  short  distance  from  the  banks  of  the 
main  stream  of  the  American  river. 

The  different  departments  of  their  labours  had 
&Uen  naturally  to  each,  and  at  the  time  at  which 
it  is  proposed  once  more  to  introduce  them,  their 
different  occupations  will  at  once  convey  their 
own  explanation. 

The  declining  beams  of  a  Califomian  sun  beat 
fiercely  down  upon  the  valley,  and  though  some 
hours  past  the  meridian,  its  beams  were  but  partly 
shorn  of  their  fiery  intensity.  Kanacka  was  busily 
occupied  in  removing  the  auriferous  soil  from  the 
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bed  of  the  river,  which  had  been  partly  lidd  bai 
by  the  engineering  device  of  Edgar,  who  had  o 
all  occasions  directed  similar  operations.  By  meai 
of  a  kind  of  dam,  and  a  deep  trench,  he  had  draw 
off  the  water ;  and  Kanacka  was  busily  employe 
in  digging  up  the  richly-charged  deposits,  an 
conveying  them  to  be  operated  upon  by  Dickoi 
in  the  following  manner : — 

A  long,  narrow,  wooden  trough  had  been  coi 
structed,  open  at  one  end,  and  supported  like 
child's  cradle  on  rockers;  the  open  end  bein 
sloped  towards  the  ground.  At  the  upper  end  < 
the  trough,  which  was  closed,  a  wire  grating  wi 
fixed ;  and  it  was  upon  this  grating  Dickon  wi 
emptying  the  contents  of  a  light,  closely-wovei 
and  very  convenient  Indian  basket,  which  Ei 
nacka  had  filled  from  the  bed  of  the  river.  Upo 
the  gravel,  sand,  and  mud,  so  deposited  upon  tl 
grating,  or  riddle,  he  dashed  a  plentiful  supply  < 
water  with  one  hand,  while  with  the  other  1 
vigorously  rocked  the  trough,  thus  mixing  up  tl 
particles  thoroughly  with  the  water ;  the  fine  ric 
sand,  mixed  with  the  precious  dust  and  sma 
scales,  fell  through  the  wires;  the  refuse  wi 
carefully  examined,  and  now  and  then  a  smal 
dark,  yeUow  lump  had  rewarded  his  search.  Bi 
this  good  fortune  came  but  seldom.  Howevei 
the  steady,  certain,  and  plentiful  gains  derive 
from  the  washed  earth  reconciled  all  parties  to  tli 
paucity  of  nuggets,  and  following  a  practice  nc 
common  with  their  fellow-adventurers,  even  them 
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whea  found,  served  but  to  enrich  the  common 
stock. 

Bat  Dickon's  task  was  not  ended  when  the 
grating  was  emptied;  the  richer  particles  had 
fallen  through  into  the  trough  below^  and  were 
there  preyented  from  slipping  down  through  the 
open  end  of  the  trough,  by  strips  of  wood  nailed 
across  the  bottom,  and  supporting  transverse  grat- 
ings of  wire ;  these  gradually  decreased  in  the  fine- 
ness of  their  mesh,  until  they  finished  with  a  stout 
pieceof  canvas,  which  completely  arrested  the  escape 
of  the  golden  particles,  as  Dickon  rocked  the  in- 
strument with  one  nervous  arm,  while  he  poured 
copious  streams  upon  the  riddled  deposits  with  the 
other.  Again  removing  the  refuse  with  a  skill  that 
soon  increased  with  his  experience,  Dickon  con- 
veyed the  fine  sand,  among  which  glittered  here  and 
there  a  bright  sparkling  scale,  to  a  kind  of  raised 
stage,  over  which  Edgar  himself  presided.  This 
stage  at  first  simply  consisted  of  a  stout  square  of 
canvass,  supported  upon  four  poles ;  upon  this  the 
wet  sand  was  poured,  and  spread  out  to  be  dried 
by  the  sun ;  then  the  sand  was  blown  off  by  the 
bellows  which  Mr.  Snap  had  provided,  and  there 
was  left  upon  the  canvas,  a  coating  of  small  par- 
ticles of  pure  virgin  gold.  Edgar  was  satisfied 
with  this  contrivance  at  first,  for  while  the  sun 
dried  the  wet  mud  which  Dickon  spread  upon  the 
canvas  stage,  after  it  had  been  duly  rocked, 
washed,  and  sifted  in  his  *^  cradle,"  he  himself, 
and  Harold,  were  busied  in  contriving  a  small 
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hut,  half  teni^  half  booth,  by  means  of  thin  planks^ 
india-rubber  cloths,  and  canvas.  This  was  soon 
completed ;  a  sheltered  stable  was  also  erected  for 
their  horses,  high  up  upon  a  shelf  of  the  rock,  in 
the  ravine ;  and  Edgar  turned  his  attention  agun 
to  improving  his  stage  for  drying  the  auriferous 
sand.  It  may  be  remembered  that  Edgar  had 
requested  Dickon  to  procure  some  thin  plates  of 
sheet  iron  at  the  store,  while  they  halted  near  the 
fort  of  Suttersville.  He  had,  perhaps  no  definite 
idea  at  the  time,  but  it  will  be  soon  seen  that  he 
turned  them  to  good  account. 

The  real  source  of  the  rich  deposits  in  the 
streams  of  the  Sacramento  Valley,  is  undoubtedly 
to  be  sought  for  in  the  bowels  of  the  mountwis, 
down  whose  sides  the  tributary  streams  and  tor- 
rents which  swell  the  main  river,  have  channelled 
for  themselves  their  rugged  beds.  These  torrents 
then,  in  some  places,  have  laid  bare  the  veins  and 
auriferous  formations  embedded  in  the  quartz  of 
the  mountiun  rocks ;  the  morsels,  riven  from  their 
matrices,  and  rolled  down  by  the  impetuous  tor- 
rents, have,  during  the  course  of  ages,  been  pul- 
verized and  ground  to  a  powder;  and  while  the 
earthy  particles  have  been  carried  away,  thevii^n 
gold,  separated  by  attrition  irom  foreign  sub* 
stances,  is  left  scattered  in  the  shape  of  thin  scales 
and  dust,  upon,  and  in  the  surface  of  the  earth  over 
which  the  water  has  carried  it  It  can  then  easily 
be  understood  how  chance  may  have  preserved  a 
laige  lump  from  being  pulverized,  by  depositing  it 
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in  a  dry  or  deserted  channel,  or  else  in  the  crevice 
of  some  rock ;  these  lucky  finds,  or  nuggets,  are 
only  of  rare  occurrence,  though  their  value,  when 
once  discovered,  amply  makes  up  for  their  rarity. 
Where  machinery  or  the  common  implements 
were  wanting,  the  adventurers  trusted  to  the  pre- 
carious chances  of  hitting  upon  a  pocket.  Our 
adventurers,  being  well  provided,  proceeded  on 
another  method.  It  has  been  told  how  the  Sand- 
wich Islander  filled  his  baskets  with  the  soil  from 
the  river,  and  how  the  stony  and  earthy  particles 
were  washed  away  by  Dickon's  cradle ;  but  the 
new  device  of  Edgar  remains  to  be  described. 

The  thin  iron  plates  were  raised  on  pillars,  about 
two  feet  from  the  ground,  and  a  brisk  fire  being 
kept  up  underneath,  the  moisture  was  exhaled 
much  quicker  than  by  the  aid  of  the  sun ;  with  a 
wooden  roller  the  caking  mud  was  crushed  over  a 
wire  frame  kud  on  the  iron  plates,  and  when  the 
fine  dust  was  thoroughly  dried,  and  rubbed  small, 
a  few  pufis  of  the  bellows  winnowed  the  sand  from 
the  heavy  particles  of  gold,  which  the  diamond- 
shaped  meshes,  if  they  may  be  so  called,  of  the 
frame,  helped  to  retain.  The  wire  frame  was  then 
lifted,  and  the  precious  dust  swept  up  carefully, 
and  stowed  away  in  a  long  narrow  canvass  bag, 
again  in  its  turn  enclosed  in  stout  hide. 

Skilled  and  experienced  gold-refiners  with  their 
quicksilver  amalgams  and  evaporations  might  smile 
at  Edgar^s  simple  contrivance ;  and,  without  doubt, 
from  the  cradle  of  Dickon  and  his  winnowing, 
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much  loss  arose :  but,  in  spite  of  that>  the  gt 
enormous,  as  a  bag  tightly  stitched  up  ai 
secured  round  Dickon's  waist  could  have 
torily  proved,  had  he  allowed  a  glimpse  of 
den  which  he  bore  in  triumph.  It  aniounl 
pounds  weight  of  solid  gold,  and  could  be  > 
least,  at  more  than  two  hundred  pounds,  \v 
than  a  week's  labour  had  produced,  for 
bag  was  more  rapidly  assuming,  under  Edj 
process,  still  more  bulky  dimensions.  E 
in  the  act  of  sweeping  from  his  iron  plal 
layer  of  dust  and  scales,  when  the  merry 
his  brother  came  rolling  down  the  ravii 
returned  from  a  hunting  expedition  to  : 
their  sinking  stores.  The  task  had  bee: 
mously  assigned  to  Harold,  who,  after  1 
hard  at  erecting  their  tents,  and  a  shelter 
horses,  made  little  objection  to  the  office. 

An  ample  provision  of  game  had  been  t 
of  his  excursion,  and  Edgar,  hurrying 
ravine  at  his  call,  found  him  busily  oec 
preparing  a  fire,  and  making  their  simple 
tions  for  the  evening  meal. 

"  Bravo  !  "  cried  Edgar,  pointing  to  the 
spoils,  which  strewed  the  grassy  ban! 
Harold  had  laid  them.  "  We  are  provisi< 
for  some  time  now,  and  need  not  tear  fi 
any  rate.  We  have  been  getting  on  f 
brother;  our  fire  and  plates  work  wonde 
must  return  to  them  now ;  I  conclude  i 
rejoice  over  your  trophies  that  you  called 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  VALLEY  OF  GOLD. 


25 


sir,"  replied  Haxold,  while  fixing  a 
ooden  spit  near  his  brightly-burning 
I  not  for  that  that  I  wished  to  speak 
k  here,  brother.** 

ined  his  jacket,  and  pointed  to  a  rent 
pparently  by  some  thorn  or  missile 
Bsed  through  it. 

ased  that,  brother  ?     No  rifle-bullet^ 
skulking  renegade  who  came  lounging 
up  the  valley  has  not  been  on  your 
t?" 

.  see  him  or  any  of  his  ruffian  corn- 
Edgar,  the  bullet  did  not  come  from 
3  you  remember  that  tall  fine-look- 
rhom  Eanacka  pointed  out  to  us  in 

id  a  glimpse  of  him  as  he  disappeared, 
loes  he  here  ?  did  he  fire  at  you  ?  " 

not  fire  at  me,"  answered  Harold 
but,  while  I  was  pointing  my  rifle  at  a 

which  I  had  followed  for  many  miles 
offering  you  a  hump  feast,  I  heard  a 
1  me,  and  turning  sharply  round  to 
sply — for  I  do  not  like  to  be  dumb 
>rt  of  conversation  is  going  forward,  I 
lian  I  spoke  of,  strike  up  the  rifle  of 
:  vagabond,  who  had  done  his  best  to 

you  see.  He  started  when  he  saw 
r  we  were  not  very  far  distant,  and 
d  to  meet  me.     I  had  felt  a  bit  of  a 

with  a  *  ping '   that  bullet  whizzed 
C 
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under  my  arm-pits,  and  hardly  knowing  what  to 
do,  I  brought  my  rifle  to  bear,  though,  I  must  say, 
I  did  not  wish  to  fire  unless  I  saw  that  he  meant 
mischief.  Well,  when  he  saw  my  rifle  levelled,  a 
doud  came  over  his  dark  face, — ^for  it  ia  dark, 
though  it  looked  handsome  when  he  firat  set  eyes 
upon  me, — but  it  had  the  scowl  of  a  demon  on  it 
while  I  covered  him.  I  was  sorry  afterwards  that 
I  had  done  so,  for  he  brandished  his  own  brass- 
studded  afiair  in  defiance,  and  plunging  into  the 
depth  of  the  forest,  he  disappeared.  I  felt  con- 
vinced that  I  was  watched  all  the  way  hither,  for 
I  thought  I  heard  now  and  then  a  rustle  in  the 
bushes  behind  me,  but  I  kept  my  rifle  cocked  and 
my  ears  pricked  up,  though  I  saw  nothing.  Yoa 
may  be  sure  that  I  did  not  lag  by  the  way,  as  my 
hores*s  reeking  sides  show,  but  I  missed  the  bof- 
&Io  after  all,  which  is  a  pity." 

''  Thank  God,  Harold,  that  the  buUet  missed 
you !  You  must  not  venture  again ;  you  shall  take 
my  place,  and  I  will  be  the  hunter  next  time.** 

**  Nay,  Edgar,  that  would  be  making  tttd 
worse;  I  must  share  the  danger." 

"  And  who  will  keep  back  good  honest  Dickon, 
I  wonder,"  replied  Edgar,  "  if  he  thinks  there  is 
any  risk?" 

"  Aye,  he  is  self-willed  enough  to  leave  tbe 
cradle  to  rock  itself,  and  I  fear  poor  Kanacka 
would  not  much  relish  frying  dirt  all  by  Imnself;" 
said  Harold  with  a  laugh. 

''  That  puts  me  in  mind  of  my  duties,  Harold, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YALLEt  OP  GOLD.  27 

and  though  you  laugh  at  my  frying-pan,  it  works 
wonders.  Come  and  see  how  pouch  Number  Two  is 
iilliDgy  and  we  will  decide  to-night  how  the  hunt^ 
ing  18  to  be  managed." 

Harold  gave  an  uneasy  look  at  the  bushes  over- 
head, as  they  passed  down  the  ravine. 

"I  do  not  believe  they  dare  venture  so  near  us, 
Edgar,  for  the  valley  is  swarming  with  new  comers." 

'*  I  think,  brother,  as  evening  is  coming  on  fast, 
and  we  have  pouched  fully  a  couple  of  pounds 
of  lumps,  scales,  and  dust,  that  we  had  better  see 
that  no  one  is  prowling  round  our  huts  or  horses. 
Dickon  and  I  will  beat  up  the  ravine,  but  we  will 
first  conclude  our  operations.*' 

"Why,  Edgar,"  replied  Harold,  who  was  re- 
flecting in  surprise  upon  his  brother's  accounts  of 
thdr  day's  success,  "  two  pounds  weight  of  the 
precious  virgin  metal  are  worth  a  hundred  pounds 
— think  of  that  sum,  brother ;  how  long  would  it 
have  taken  us  in  that  close  suffocating  den  to  earn 
a  hundred  pounds,  by  copying  briefs  and  engrossing 
deedfl^  as  we  first  tried  ?  and  our  poor  mother,  and 
Edith  too,  who  loves  the  country  and  craves  for 
itB  iresh  sweetness  as  much  as  we,  what  could  she 
have  done  had  we  remained  there  ?" 

''Thank  heaven  they  have  the  country  now, 
Harold,  and  so  have  we  too,  and  a  clear  blue  sky 
above  us,  though  we  are  the  wide  world  apart," 
replied  Edgar,  as  they  returned  to  the  scene  of 
their  operations,  where  Dickon  and  Eanacka  were 
8^  hard  at  work. 

c2 
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Their  party  had  been  increased  daring  I 
absence  by  an  addition  in  the  shape  of  the 
mastiff,  Oscar,  whose  tawny  hide  and  broad 
muzzle  they  knew  at  once,  as,  quitting  Di 
side,  he  came  up  to  the  brothers,  and  thn 
huge  head  into  their  hands  with  a  much 
friendly  spirit  than  formerly.  After  reti 
his  greeting  with  a  welcoming  pat,  the  br 
naturally  turned  round  to  look  for  his  mastc 
as  a  matter  of  course  he  was  not  far  distan 
Oscar — still  apart,  and  seeking  intercourse 
no  one,  the  eccentric  giant  was  quietly  seat 
the  ground,  with  his  simple  and  compact 
by  his  side.  He  had  a  round  wooden  bowl 
him,  in  which  he  was  washing  the  earth  h 
taken  from  a  hole,  whose  contents  appea] 
tempt  examination.  He  employed  the  n 
usually  followed  by  those,  whom  necessity 
clination  led  to  adopt  the  simplest  apparatus 

The  earth  was  first  well  broken  and  mix 
with  the  water  with  one  hand ;  he  then  raisi 
bowl  in  both,  and  giving  it  a  circular  motio 
larger  and  lighter  earthy  particles  were  tl 
out,  and  a  thick  sediment  left  at  the  bottom 
vessel. 

Anak  did  not  once  look  up  from  the  bowl, 
he  gravely  moved  round  and  round,  until  h 
finished  that  part  of  the  operation ;  he  then  ) 
his  eyes  and  nodded  familiarly  to  the  bro 
who  stood  at  the  distance  of  a  couple  of 
yards,  and  began  to  feel  among  the  sedime: 
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anjr  hard  lumps  that  might  be  there.  Apparently 
he  was  unsuccessful^  for  he  shook  his  head  as  he 
emptied  the  contents  of  the  bowl  on  to  a  board  at 
his  feet>  and  gave  a  sharp  whistle  to  Oscar,  who 
came  bounding  up  to  him  at  his  calL  Giving 
Oscar  the  bowl,  the  brothers  were  surprised  to  see 
the  sagacious  animal  take  it  up  in  his  strong 
teeth,  rush  to  the  stream,  and  stooping  his  mas- 
sive neck,  trot  back  with  care,  bearing  it  brim- 
ming fuU  to  the  outstretched  hand  of  his  master. 
Anak  again  nodded  at  the  brothers,  and  though 
he  did  not  speak,  seemed  to  say  with  a  look,  What 
do  you  think  of  that  ?  and  while  Oscar  came  leap- 
ing towards  them  once  more,  he  quietly  refilled 
his  vessel  with  earth,  and  recommenced  his  opera- 
tion, while  the  last  bowlful  dried  on  the  board  at 
his  feet. 

'^  (jo  and  speak  to  our  old  friend,  Harold,"  said 
Edgar,  **  while  I  manipulate  my  gold  kiln ;  and 
then,  I  am  sure  Kanacka  and  Dickon  look  as  if 
they  had  toiled  enough." 

Harold,  led  or  rather  tugged  along  by  Oscar, 
whoy  divining  as  it  were  by  instinct  his  master's 
good  intentions,  playfully  seized  his  yielded  wrist, 
was  soon  at  Anak's  side,  and  stretched  out  his 
hand  to  greet  him. 

The  grasp  was  not  refused.  With  his  Jeft  hand 
the  Hunter,  for  so  we  shall  still  call  him,  continued 
to  agitate  his  bowl,  and  when  the  superfluous 
refuse  was  cast  out,  and  the  sediment  again  ex- 
ambed,  he  put  a  fair-sized  lump  of  ore  which  he 
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had  the  good  fortune  to  find,  quietly  into  his  ^ 
coat  pocket,  and  for  the  first  time  spoke. 

^^  There^  Captwi  Harold,  I  expected  thi 
hole  would  turn  up  something,  for  Oscar  roa 
it  with  his  nose;  not  that  the  beast  can  '] 
gold,  but  it  seemed  good-luck  like.  I  came,  1 
you  the  truth,  to  speak  with  you  about  whai 
cems  you  nearly,  and  I  will  do  so  when  I 
blown  away  this  sand  a  bit." 

^*  Let  me  help  you  then,''  siud  Harold,  ''or  ] 
fetch  Edgar's  bellows;  he  has  done  using  them,! 

"  No— thankee — ^independent" — ^were  the  ■ 
which  fell  from  his  lips  between  each  might; 
that  would  have  rivalled  a  smith's  blast. 

Harold  gave  way  to  his  humour,  and  wa 
patiently  while  he  blew  the  dry  sand  froi 
boards  on  which  it  had  been  spread,  and  thei 
the  other  adventurers,  produced  his  long  ba^ 
pouched  the  heavy  dust  that  was  left. 

"  There,  Captain  Harold,  that  is  done,  and 
sick  of  it.  It  isn  t  like  a  woodsman,  which  I 
been  ever  since  I  left  old  England  a  striplii 
be  groping  and  puddling  about  in  lliis  way- 
sick  of  it." 

"Then  why  continue,  while  the  woodi 
open,  to  grope  about,  as  you  call  it,  all 
Provisions  are  not  over  plentiful,  friend  ] 
and  an  experienced  hunter,  as  you  mus 
would  have  no  difficulty  in  dispodng  to  adva 
among  us  in  the  valley,  of  the  fruits  of  \m  chi 
the  woods  and  on  the  mountains." 
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^  Ghid,  yomig  Captam^  that  is  a  good  thought 
of  joursy  and  a  gineroiis.  Odd  it  nev^r  stmck  an 
old  woodBman;  but  then  it  ain*t  nat^ral^  like,  to 
sell  back's  meat  and  bison's  flesh ; — ^it  riles  one, 
somehow,  don't  it  ?  " 

''What  would  yon  do  with  the  skins,  friend 
Hmiter?" 

**  Bight  again,  youngster — ^I  beg  pardon.  Cap- 
tain, for  I  like  honest  Dickon's  way  of  calling 
best  Thankee  f(Mr  the  idee.  I  came  to  do  you  a 
good  turn,  and  see,  it  has  turned  out  well  for  me 
too ;  for  dam  it,  I  am  off  to  the  woods  as  soon  as 
I  have  told  you  my  mind.** 

^  Tlien  come  to  our  camp,  Mr.  Bluff,  and  there 
we  can  talk  at  our  ease." 

**  Call  me  Anak,  Captain :  it  is  a  queer  name, 
but  they  guessed,  I  reckon,  from  the  father,  what 
the  son  would  turn  out,"  replied  the  Hunter, 
stooping  down  to  buckle  some  of  his  traps  round 
0Bcar*8  loins,  and  shouldering  the  rest.  ''My 
name  is  jest  Anak  Bluff;  and  you  see.  Captain,  it 
is  a  sin  for  a  tall  man  like  myself  to  be  grubbing 
after  dust,  like  a  hungry,  yallow-faced  Yankee. 
I  am  aBhamed  of  myself,  I  am.'' 

As  far  as  it  could  be  seen  through  his  sun- 
burnt, swarthy  skin,  the  giant  actually  was  guilty 
of  a  blush,  and  muttered  between  his  teeth, — ''  But 
I  must  get  rich,  somehow ;  and  then  p'raps  her 
father  won't  show  Anak  Bluff  the  cold  shoulder* 
It  is  too  much;  and  if  it  wasn't  for  her  sake, 
I  wouldn't-r-no,  I  couldn't  do  it." 
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Harold  had  heard  none  of  Anak'e  mutterine^, 
and  was  far  too  busy  with  Oscar — who,  in  spite  of 
his  burden,  was  ready  for  a  romp,  for  it  was  many 
a  day  since  he  had  indulged  in  one — to  notice  the 
Hunter's  abstraction.  Edgar  roused  him  from 
it  by  coming  to  meet  them,  and  saying,  as  he 
took  his  vast  hand,  and  pointed  to  their  varioos 
contrivances,  "  As  you  are  a  fellow-labourer, 
Mr.  Bluff,  let  me  show  you  what  we  are  doing, 
and  if  we  can  help  you,  I  am  sure  we  shall  be  glad." 

*'  Thankee  again  kindly,  but  I  ha'  done  with  it 
now.  Captain  Edgar;  your  brother — and  much 
obliged  to  him — ^has  given  me  an  idee,"  replied 
Anak,  who  was  occupied  in  grasping  Dickon's  and 
even  Ejinacka's  hand  with  unusual  sociability,  and 
seemed  to  care  very  little  about  the  machines 
Edgar  pointed  out.  **  You  see,  I  am  more  comfort- 
able, and  not  so  surly  like,  now ;  for  I  am  going 
to  give  up  what  I  was  sttk  of  doing,  before  I  did 
it,  I  was.  I  would'nt  ha'  thought  on  it,  only 
I  wanted,  like  all  the  rest,  to  get  rich  in  a  day  or 
two — why,  is  a  long  story,  neither  here  nor 
there ;  but  Captain  Harold  has  given  me  an  idee, 
and  here  goes  for  the  bowl,  out  of  spite  like, 
though  it  may  be  a  shame,  and  a  waste.  Pll  give 
it  a  couple  of  shots." 

To  the  amusement  of  the  brothers,  he  whirled 
the  bowl  high  in  the  air,  and  drawing  his  tremen- 
dous revolver,  which  he  carried  in  his  belt,  with 
rapid  reports  he  pierced  in  the  bottom  two  dis- 
tinct holes  before  it  touched  the  ground. 
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''  I  had  a  mind  to  have  given  it  five,"  he  said, 
replacing  the  pistol  in  his  belt,  **  but  it  was  not  the 
act  of  a  man  of  my  inches  to  waste  ammunition  in 
folly.  But  Oscar's  teeth  will  do  as  well,  I  war- 
mt-eeizeit,  lad!" 

Before  the  bowl  had  ceased  rolling  along  the 
ground,  with  a  deep  growl  the  dog  pounced  upon 
It  It  was  of  strong  tough  wood,  but  Oscar's 
teeth  tore  it  asunder  in  shreds  in  a  few  seconds. 

"  There,  I  am  glad  I  have  done  with  it,  young- 
sters. I  own  it,  it  was  foolish  like;  but  I'm 
a  woodsman  again  now,  and  I  am  off  to  the  woods. 
But  let  me  help  you,  Dickon,  to  carry  this  horse- 
trough-looking  affair  to  camp.  Hie  on,  Oscar, 
and  leave  that  thing  alone.  Let  us  on  to  the 
camp,  and  then  beat  up  the  bushes,  to  make  sure 
there  are  no  lopers  near.  There  is  no  reason  now 
for  Anak  Bluff  to  hide  himself  in  comers,  like  a 
prairie  dog,  nor  herd  apart,  like  a  banished  buffido 
boll,  for  he  ain't  going  to  grub  like  a  Yankee 
any  more." 


c8 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

▲VAK'S  'UrTSLLIGEHCn  or  THB  BBlTBGAPl's  HOflTILI  DTT] 
AOAUIST  THK  BROTHKBS— A  TANKll  QOLD-DIGOXB-^AirAK 
8T0KT  OF  080AR — THS  THUSDXBrflTOBM  ASD  7L00B. 

"  Now  then,  Captains,  for  my  story,"  began  1 
when  the  party  were  seated  at  supper  in  the  n 
round  their  fire — ^for  the  change  from  the  h< 
the  day  to  the  cool  of  the  evening  after  8 
rendered  its  warmth  agreeable,  while  its 
shed  a  bright  light  all  around.  **  I  have  sonie 
that  concerns  all  our  countrymen  in  this  vail 
relate,  and  they  are  not  a  few ;  and  after  all, 
an  Englishman,  and  stick  up  for  the  old  islan< 
Besides,  now  I  have  my  idee — that  is,  Ca 
Harold's  idee — I  can  hold  up  my  head  with  the 
These  Yankees  call  us  foreigners,  and  say  we 
nq  right  on  their  ground,  but  Anak  Bluff  ai 
guinea-hen,  to  be  frightened  off  vnth  a  wl 
and  none  of  you  are  chickens,  though  they 
to  have  set  you  down  as  marked,  somehow." 
"  Who  have  set  us  down  ?  what  is  going  t< 
place  ? "  exclaimed  the  brothers,  as  the  H 
paused,  apparently  to  scan  with  complacenc 
stalwart  limbs  of  Dickon  and  the  vigorous  tl 
youthful  figures  of  the  brothers. 


V. 
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*'Me  t'ink  me  guess,  but  go  on,  Massa  Bluff/* 
interposed  Kanacka,  whose  eyes  glittered  with 
interest,  as  with  parted  lips  he  seemed  to  wait 
impatiently  for  Anak  to  continue. 

'*  Gro  on,  is  it,  Klanacka  ?  I  guess  I  had  better 
begin  again,  and  at  the  beginning  this  time.  There, 
Oscar,  take  thou  that,  and  be  quiet  now ;  I  see 
you  are  satisfied,"  said  Anak,  throwing  a  huge 
morsel  of  meat  to  the  dog,  who,  after  walking 
round  the  party,  and  snuffing  the  air  uneasily, 
had  squatted  at  length  contentedly  by  his  master's 
side. 

*•  I  can  best  begin.  Captains,  by  telling  you  what 
I  did  when  I  gave  you  the  slip  on  the  banks  of 
the  Coscumnes,  for  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  was 
beginning  to  t^^e  kindly  to  your  company,  and 
that  was  ag'inst  my  plan  like ;  so  I  said,  '  Anak 
Bluff,  you  and  Oscar  must  camp  independent' 
All  that  is  changed  now,  though  I  meant  it  then. 
So  bending  round  to  the  east,  I  struck  the  banks 
of  the  Sacramento,  some  way  beyond  the  Fort ;  on 
the  road,  I  overtook  a  band  of  perhaps  thirty  or 
forty  as  precious  scamps  as  ever  were  shut  up  in 
a  penitentiary.  Oscar  couldn't  help  showing  his 
teeth  and  growling  as  we  passed,  and  one  of  the 
vagabonds  lifted  a  spade  to  strike  the  dog.  I  wish 
I  had  left  Oscar  to  settle  that  business  himself,  but 
I  didn't,  in  my  sudden  passion — ^for  it  riles  me  to 
touch  my  dog,  as  I  told  ''em ;  I  just  caught  his 
wrist  in  my  hand ;  I  didn't  want  to  do  him  harm, 
or  I'd  ha'  snapped  it  off  like  a  carrot,  I  would ;  but 
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as  it  was,  he  dropped  his  spade  and  won't  pic 
it  up  again  for  some  time,  I  reckon. 

"  Thinking  to  have  the  whole  set  upon  me,  I  fe 
for  my  revolver,  and  threw  my  rifle  forward ;  bi 
perhaps  the  roaring  out  of  the  fellow  with  tl 
shovel,  tickled  their  fancies,  or  they  thought  it  be 
not  to  meddle  with  me — I  don't  know.  But  aft 
some  whispering,  one  long-legged  rascal  came  u 
and  in  a  d^ — d  drawl,  that  there  was  no  mi 
taking,  said,  says  he,  *  We  means  to  have  o 
rights,  and  whip  all  foreigners,  and  Britishc 
specially,  out  of  the  valley.  Now,  as  you  cor 
from  the  States,  by  your  eye  and  tongue,  y 
shall  go  snacks,  and  be  one  of  us ;  for  we  shi 
annex  all  their  diggings  and  plunder,  we  shal 
*Much  obliged,' says  I,  *but  I  ain't  one  of  yc 
nor  ain't  going  to  be,  so  good  mornin';'  ai 
whistling  Oscar,  who  was  licking  his  lips  as  if 
would  have  made  no  bones  of  worrying  one  or  ti 
of  'em,  I  struck  off,  and  left  'em,  they  thinki 
it  best  to  let  me  and  Ostai  alone.  I  came  c 
and  located  some  miles  lower  down  in  this  vallc 
where  the  stooping  and  pottering  with  that  curs 
wooden  bowl  and  mud-pudding,  gave  me  t 
stomach-ache.  Standing  and  sitting  stiU  in  t 
hot  sun,  when  the  fresh  green  woods  were 
sight,  riled  me  considerable,  till  I  was  sick  ; 
I  warn't  over  polite  to  that  same  rascal  that  ^ 
spokesman  on  the  banks  below  there,  when 
came  crawling  and  drawling  up  to  me  here  in  t 
valley,    and  again  went  on  with  his  everlasti 
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rubbish  about  rights  of  the  valley,  and  strangers, 
and  Britishers.     However,  I  made  Oscar  lie  quiet, 
for  I  didn't  want  to  get  his  dander  up  or  mine, 
and  went  on  twirling  and  splashing  with  the  pud- 
ding-bowl.    Well,  I  found  out  from  his  talk  that 
he  had  some  grudge  against  your  party,  for  I  knew 
from  what  he  said,  who  he  was  a'ter ;  and  when  he 
drawled  out  something  about  Lynch  law  and  Bri- 
tishers,— I  don't  rightly  know  what,  as  they  take 
me,   or  pretend  to  take  me,   for  a  Yankee — I 
quietly  cocked  my  rifle,  and  pulling  out  from  my 
belt  my  *  Jilting  Bess,'  (I  call  her  so  because  she 
ain't  ever  satisfied  with  one  fire,  but  likes  to  turn 
round  and  try  another  charge,)  X  held  Oscar  in  the 
slip ;  and  he  did  grin  awful,  he  did.     At  that  they 
slunk  off  with  no  more  talk,  and  as  I  took  kindly 
to  you, — and  it  was  nat'ral,  for  you  see  I  got  my 
idee  firom  Captain  Harold,  through  comin'  up, — 
when  these  Yankee  rascals  left  us,  Oscar  and  me 
packed  up  traps,  and  jist  pushed  on  ahead  this 
way,  keeping  an  eye  open  for  your  trail,  youngsters. 
"We  took  little  heed  of  the  drinking-booths 
and  gambling-stalls,  with  which  the  valley  is  be- 
ginning to  swarm.     Riggers  and  mont^  tables  rob 
many  a  poor  devil  of  his  earnings.     Som%  of  our 
colour  don't  stop  at  cheatin'  the  poor  Injin  devils 
of  their  liberty  too ;  they  make  them  drunk  first, 
and  when  they  stake   their  very  bodies   at  the 
gambling  tables,  they  cheat  'em  out  of  them,  aye, 
and  would  cheat  them  out  of  their  souls,  too, 
if  they  could  turn  them  to  any  use,  which  they 
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calkil&te  they  would,  if  they  could  jist  get  a1 
Now,  lower  down,  behind  this  hill,  I  passec 
o'these  'dentical  chaps.  He  was  a  coou-i 
drawling,  squint-eyed  sinner,  and  sat  on  a 
chewing  his  bacca,  with  a  carter's  whip  ii 
hand  and  a  rifle  in  the  other.  A  file  of  a  c 
Injins,  that  he  had  circumvented  somehow 
rum  and  dice,  I  guess,  stooped  in  a  line  b 
him,  shovelling,  splashing,  and  riddling  like 
and  11(1  th  hardly  a  rag  to  cover  'em.  Ever; 
and  then  he  cracked  his  darned  whip,  and  it  i 
my  dander  to  hear  it  come  down  upon  the  i 
backs  of  the  yellin'  wretches.  But  then,  S2 
they  ain't  real  back-and-bone  Ingins,  like  the 
I  have  seen.  I  guess  a  Pawnee  would  ha'  fe 
his  ribs  with  his  knife  in  half  no  time  ;  but 
Injins  is  only  filthy,  gropin',  diggin'  hoss-tb 
at  best  Well,^  I  was  in  a  bit  of  a  hurry  to 
you  out,  for  where  the  ground  is  trod  in  this 
as  is  this  valley,  the  idee  of  a  trail  ainH  no  i 
so  I  made  up  to  the  chap  with  the  whip  anc 
rifle,  and  axes  him  civilly  if  he  knowed  where 
a  party  as  your'n  was  located.  He  drawled 
under  the  broad  flap  of  his  hat,  which  was  slou 
till  I  couldn't  hardly  see  his  face,  ^  that  he  1 
you  all  well  enough,  that  you  were  where 
ought  not  to  be,  and  where,  he  opinionated^ 
were  not  going  to  stay  long.'  That  is  anoth 
mark,  says  I,  and  I  didn^t  wait  to  hear  any  i 
for  Oscar  began  to  snuff  the  air — the  brute  1 
what  I  wanted;  see  how  mighty  fond  he  g 
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of  you*  Aye,  Oscar  and  I  are  always  of  one 
mind. 

^'  I  knew  from  the  dog's  manner  that  you  were 
not  far,  and  so  I  kt  him  lead  on.  On  turning 
round  the  spur  of  the  hill  there,  I  came  u{X)n  your 
diggin*.  I  knew  Dickon  and  open-mouthed  Ka* 
nacka  here  at  once,  but,  as  you  were  not  in  sight, 
I  thought  I  would  try  my  luck  at  that  chance 
pocket  which  Oscar  routed  at.  I  had  a  pretty 
good  haul — so  it  ought  to  be  for  a  finish,  for  I  shall 
puddle  no  more;  if  I  pick  up  a  lump  or  two 
while  following  a  trail,  I  shall  pocket  *em,  and  say 
thankee,  but  my  back  is  too  big  to  bend,  and  too 
strong,  I  hope,  to  break.  And  now,  what  do  you 
think  of  what  I  had  to  say.  Captains  ?  " 

"  Why,  we  first  thank  you,  Mr.  Bluff,"  an- 
swered Edgar,  "  for  so  promptly  informing  us  of 
these  threats." 

"  But  we  have  not  much  cause  to  fear  them*" 
added  Harold;  *^we  have  injured  no  one,  and  so 
we  will  let  no  one  injure  us,  while  we  can  defend 
oar  rights." 

"  Well  said.  Captain  Harold,  and  boldly ;  and 
though  Anak  is  bound  for  the  woods,  to  rest  his 
Kmhs  a  bit,  he  will  not  be  far  off,  if  so  be  that  it 
should  come  to  it  that  he  can  help  you  in  a 
scrimmage." 

"  Stop,  Massa  Bluff.  What  kind  of  fellow  him 
who  lead  all  dat  bobbery,  mischief?  Him  tall 
and  t'in,  wid  mahog'ny  face,  big  beard,  little  eyes, 
black — ^like  him  eyebrow  ?  " 
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"  The  very  man,  Sandwich  Tom,  only  he  has 
beard,  though  his  chin  was  black  enough." 

"  Es,  dat   true,  beard  cut   off,  and  now  h 
Yankee ;  'fore  him  was  Mexican,  den  English ; 
sartin  him  be  de  Renegade  what  Don  Baregui  c 
Estevan." 

"  K  Kanacka  is  right,  it  is  a  pity  that  E 
Antonio  interfered    to   stop   the   lynching, — 
though  he  is  but  a  pitiful  villain,  he  is  the  m< 
dangerous;  but  you  see,  Edgar,  we  must  be 
our  guard  on  all  sides,"   said  Harold,  who  p: 
ceeded  to  detail  his  own  adventure  in  the  wo( 
with  the  Indians,  saying  in  conclusion,  **  I  cam 
think  that  the  chief  meant  me  any  mischief,  for 
action  showed  that  he  had  arrested  the  aim  of 
follower,  and  who  knows  if  he  may  not  have 
saved  my  life  ? — though  it  was  A  near  graze." 

"  Captain  Harold,  I  don't  know  what  to  thi 
about  that  same  Indian,"  said  Dickon,  as  af 
throwing  an  armful  of  brush-wood  on  their  fire, 
examined  with  some  anxiety  the  bullet-hole 
Harold's  jacket  "  He  may  be  well  enough, 
he  showed  himself  a  gallant  fellow  and  a  strong 
the  night  when  I  met  him  in  Francisco  ;  but  3 
must  not  run  such  risks ;  they  run  in  packs,  an* 
either  Master  Harold  or  Edgar  go  into  those  wo< 
again,  Dickon  will  go  too." 

"  Right,  lad,**  exclaimed  Anak ;  "  but  tl 
needn't  risk  the  woods,  for  I  promise  to  do 
a  woodsman  should,  any  arrands  you  may  wj 
done  for  you  in  that  quarter.     Aye,  Oscar,  wh 
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lad,  for  we  shall  be  on  their  scent  now  again. 
Injins  or  game,  it  don*t  matter  which." 

'*  Your  dog  does  not  seem  one  likely  to  nose 
game,  or  run  it  down,  though  we  know  that  he  is 
master  of  his  business  when  the  annoying  of  a 
bear's  hind-quarters  is  the  point,**  observed  Edgar, 
patting  the  huge  head  which  Oscar  thrupt  between 
himself  and  the  Hunter. 

"  I  don't  hardly  know  what  Oscar  couldn't  do, 
if  he  had  a  mind,"  rejoined  Anak.  ^*  He  was  well 
taught,  though  I  had  not  the  credit  of  that.  It 
was  a  sad  story  that  caused  poor  Oscar  to  change 
masters.*** 

'*  Then  let  us  hear  all  about  the  fine  old  fellow, 
— though  he  does  not  look  so  very  aged,"  said 
Edgar. 

Since  Anak  had  resumed  his  old  character,  and 
had  given  up  the  irksome  task  which  for  some 
unknown  cause  he  had  reluctantly  imposed  upon 
himself,  his  affected  surliness  had  been  quite  laid 
aside.  He  even  seemed  inclined  to  make  out  for 
his  previous  taciturnity ;  and  he  therefore  did  not 
hesitate  to  reply  to  the  request.  You  may  re- 
member that  I  told  you  of  a  British  officer  to 
whom  my  night-cache,  which  Oscar  carries  round 
his  loins,  belonged,  and  belongs  now ;  for  if  Anak 
Bluff  could  give  it  back  to  its  owner  he  would  do 
it  with  a  blithe  heart.  Oscar  used  to  do  for  him 
what  he  has  done  for  me  ever  since  he  has  changed 
iriasters — for  Oscar  was  his  dog.  Yes,  whine  lad, 
I  am  talking  of  him." 
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"  Well,  it  is  now  some  fifteen  years  since  I  was 
out  in  company  with  a  party  of  Hudson  trappers, 
hunting  over  the  lands  west  of  the  lakes,  and  down 
even  beyond  the  Columbia  River,  through  Or^on 
too — ^for  whatever  the  Yankees  may  say,  it  was 
ours  then  and  should  be  ours  now ;  for  the  Hud- 
son's men  could  take  it,  and  keep  it  too,  in  spite  of 
stripes  and  stars,  if  Government  would  give  them 
the  wink. 

*'  We  turned  our  backs  on  the  Pacific  when  we 
left  Fort  Vancouver,  and  hunted  back  up  the 
Columbia,  then  down  the  Saskatchawan,  and  so — 
I  mind  it  well — across  by  Birdstail  Fort,  to  Fort 
Garry. 

'^  We  mustered  rifles  enough  not  to  fear  a  whole 
tribe  of  Dog-ribs,  Flat-heads,  or  Black-feet  Injins; 
and  even  I,  lad  as  I  was  then,  could  bring  down 
a  pigeon  on  the  wing  with  a  single  bullet,  and  I 
didn't  spoil  many  furs  by  missing  the  eye.  We 
were  one  night  all  surprised,  as  we  were  crossing 
the  plain  between  Oak  River  and  Fort  Garry,  to 
come  suddenly  upon  two  men  camped  alone  by  the 
forest ;  the  woods  and  the  prairies  all  round  were 
down-right  swarming  with  Injins,  for  the  buffalo 
hunts  were  up,  and  they  were  laying  in  their 
winter  stocks.  The  strangers  were  a  youngish- 
looking  well-made  gentleman,  who  seemed  from 
his  dress  to  belong  to  the  British  army,  though 
he  was  not  dressed  in  full  regimentals.  Ruius 
Jack,  who  headed  our  trappers,  said  he  was  from 
the  garrison  of  one  of  the  forts  on  the  upper  lake, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THS  YALLEY  OP  GOLD.  48 

and  so  it  proved.  His  companion  seemed  a  man 
much  older  than  himself,  and  was  half  friend,  half 
servant  like — true  as  st^el  to  the  Captain,  and 
seemed  aa  tender  of  him  as  if  he  had  been  a  foster- 
father.  He  was  very  shy,  and  never  spoke  hardly 
to  any  one.  fie  was  called  Jean,  but  his  master 
spoke  to  him  in  English,  which,  in  spite  of 
his  name,  came,  I  thought,  more  natural  to  him 
than  French,  though  they  said  that  he  was  French 
too.  He  got  to  like  me,  for  I  liked  his  master ;  and 
well  I  might,  I  owed  him  love  enough— for  it  is 
not  often  a  gentleman  will  notice  a  poor  ignorant 
lad ;  besides,  he  saved  my  life,  and  nearly  lost  his 
own  in  doing  su,  when  a  mad  buffalo  bull  had 
IMBBed  me  to  a  tree :  and  that  was  not  the  only 
good  turn  that  he  did  me  and  everybody  else. 

"  Captain  LaUmr  was  his  name,  and  I  miss  out  how 
I  happened  to  leave  the  Hudson's  Company,  and 
went  with  them  to  Fort  Alexander.  It  is  enough 
to  say  that  after  meeting  him  on  the  Oak  plain,  I 
j'ined  his  service  with  Jean.  They  told  me  at  the 
Fort  that  the  Captain  was  Canada  bom,  and  had 
won  his  rank  after  a  few  years'  service,  and  though 
he  rose  &om  the  ranks  he  was  a  gentleman,  and  the 
officers  a'most  all  were  his  friends.  He  was  a  fine 
handsome  man.  I  think  I  see  his  face  now,  pale 
and  sad  like,  as  when  I  first  met  him. 

"  I  went  with  them  to  Fort  Alexander,  but  we 
had  not  himted  a  seascm  before  there  was  some 
disturbance  in  the  garrison,  or  words  at  mess 
among   the  officers,  which  no   one   ever  rightly 
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understood.  But  Captain  Latour  threw  u 
commission,  and  went  no  one  knew  where 
told  me  he  was  sorry  he  couldn't  take  me, 
know  I  had  a  heavy  heart  when  I  saw  him 
then  thought,  for  the  last  time.  But  it  \ 
was  it,  Oscar  ?  or  else  I  should  not  have  yoi 
boy,  should  I  ? 

**More  than  ten  years  passed  by;  Anak 
again  j'ined  the  Hudson's  men,  when  the  G 
went  away ;  the  lad  became  a  man,  and  I 
where  he  used  to  follow,  and  few  parties  bi 
home  more  skins  at  the  end  of  the  season 
Hudson  stores,  than  BluflTs  trappers. 

"  You  must  bear  with  my  boasting,  Captains 
a  woodsman  and  a  hunter  loves  his  craft, 
then  how  swashing  with  a  bowl  ten  hours 
on  the  open  bare  sands  must  rile  him — ^and 
rile  me, 

"But  I  must  not  lose  my  trail.  I  had 
staying  at  Fort  Alexander,  at  the  latter  end 
fall,  to  take  despatches  down  to  Toronto,  and 
my  time  as  usual  in  beating  up  the  wood 
and  then — ^returning  loaded  to  the  Fort  Oi 
that  I  returned  earlier  than  usual,  the  sentr 
me  that  a  dark-looking  gentleman,  with  i 
on  his  forehead,  had  been  inquiring  for 
Bluff. 

"  I  didn't  know  him  by  the  sentry's  descri 
but  following  his  direction,  I  had  not  gone 
a  mile  from  the  Fort  before  I  saw  a  figure 
knew — for  Captain  Latour  was  not  altered  i 
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hiB  head  was  leaned  forward  looking  on  the  ground 
in  his  old  way,  while  his  rifle  lay  in  the  hollow  of 
his  arm.  It  was  then  that  I  saw  Oscar  for  the  first 
time.  A  rampaginous  young  scamp  I  found  him, 
and  age  has  not  mended  his  manners/'  remarked 
the  Hunter,  drawing  his  hand  across  his  cheek, 
and  then  again  letting  it  fall  on  the  dog's  neck  ;  for 
Oscar,  at  the  sound  of  his  own  name,  had  thought 
himself  bound  to  give  an  instantaneous  salute  to 
his  master's  cheek  with  his  rapid  tongue. 

**  Captain  Latour  did  not  know  me  at  first  as  I 
wheeled  round  before  him  and  gave  a  military 
salute ;  but  as  I  pronounced  the  words,  'Anak 
Bluff,'  he  put  out  his  hand  like  a  brave  gentleman 
as  he  was — but  I  have  not  much  more  to  say  now. 

"  He  told  me  he  had  come  thousands  of  miles  to 
the  Fort  to  see  to  some  affairs  in  connexion  with 
an  old  man  whom  the  officers  had  nick-named 
Rip-van- Winkle.  He  was  the  steward  of  their 
rooms,  and  had  been  in  the  Fort  ever  since  it  was 
built  Everything  was  changed  about  the  Fort 
since  the  Captain  went  away,  except  Rip;  he 
remained  the  same,  always  in  the  garrison,  or 
precious  seldom  outside  the  walls.  He  used  to  go 
mooning  and  moping  about,  and  slept  half  his 
time  with  his  arms  clasped  lovingly  round  a  gun, 
and  then  would  wake  up  and  stare  as  if  he  had 
been  dreaming  all  his  life. 

But  old  Rip  knew  the  names  of  every  private 
and  officer  who  had  ever  set  foot  inside  the  fort, 
and  would  swing  backwards  and  forwards  on  a 
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gun-carriage  for  an  hour,  mumbling  out 
string  of  names.  However,  he  was  as  fond 
poor  Captain  as  I  was,  and  many  a  talk  ? 
about  him ;  though  he  never  told  me  why  C 
Latour  had  come  back  so  far,  except  that  \u 
had  given  him  a  small  pocket-book,  whi< 
Captain  had  left  behind  by  mistake,  and  I  si 
had  written  to  old  Rip  to  take  care  of. 

^'  I  could  well  believe  that  the  Captain  hsu 
very  far  south,  for  his  face  was  much  darkc 
had  lost  the  young  freshness  it  once  had. 

*•  *  I  wanted,  Anak,  to  see  you  once  more 
he,  when  I  stood  before  him,  with  his  own  \ 
but  sorrowful-like  smile,  *  for  I  told  you 
I  went  away  that  I  was  sorry  to  leave  you. 
I  am  going  back  again  to  the  south,  and  whe 
hear  whither  I  am  going,  you  shall  decide  i 
will  come  too.' 

"  *  No  need  to  decide.  Captain,*  I  ans^ 
'  I  would  follow  you  to  Mexico  or  Texas 
they  talk  so  much  about,  as  soon  as  I  woi 
Toronto.* 

"  *  Faith,  if  you  come  with  me,  you  are 
to  go  nearer  to  Mexico  than  you  think,'  he 
*  but  when  do  you  start  for  Toronto  V 

**  The  despatches  were  to  be  ready  the 
morning,  and  so  I  told  him,  that  when  the; 
once  delivered  at  Toronto,  I  was  bound  1 
promises,  and  would  follow  him. 

"  '  WeU,  Anak,  I  will  wait.  Meanwhile  1 
camp  in  the  wood ;  I  am  used  to  that,  you  1 
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and  I  have  no  wish  to  go  back  to  tlie  Fort,  now 
I  have  obtained  what  I  came  for.* 

"  '  In  the  woods,  without  a  tent.  Captain  La- 
tonrr  I  asked. 

**  He  replied  by  calling  up  his  noble  dog,  who, 
young  and  playful,  was  beating  up  the  bushes  for 
game.  He  showed  me  his  cloak  belted  round 
Oscar's  loins,  and  pointed  out  its  uses ;  you  know 
them  well. 

**  He  appointed  a  rock  on  the  lake  for  me  to 
meet  him  early  the  next  morning,  as  he  was 
aiudous  to  start,  for  he  had  left  his  servant  ill  of 
a  fever  in  one  of  the  northern  towns  of  the  States, 
when  he  came  north.  I  was  a  fool  not  to  have 
asked  where,  and  then  I  should  not  have  lost  his 
traces,  as  you  vrill  see. 

"  Next  morning,  on  returning  with  the  de- 
spatches from  the  Commander's  quarters,  Oscar 
was  lying  at  my  door,  waiting  for  me;  how  he 
found  me  out  I  couldn't  tell  then,  but  I  have  tested 
his  powers  since ;  he  bore  a  note  in  his  mouth, 
on  which  was  pencilled  '  Meet  me  at  the  Red  Rock. 
I  shall  go  there  by  water.' 

'*  I  looked  at  the  sky  when  I  read  the  note ;  it 
was  dark  and  threatening,  and  when  I  set  off  and 
reached  the  shores  of  the  lake,  the  waters  moaned 
and  lashed  the  beach  as  if  th^y  felt  the  coming 
storm.  The  Red  Rock  was  full  eight  miles  dis- 
tant from  the  Fort ;  I  soon  stepped  it  over,  Oscar 
ronning  by  my  side,  like  an  old  friend.  When 
I  reached  the  rock,  I  saw  nothing  but  the  black 
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clouds  and  white  foam  of  the  waves,  for  thi 
was  raging  like  the  sea  in  its  might.  The 
howled  around  me,  and  I  saw  nothing,  till  i 
speck  came  drifting  before  the  hurricane, 
who  had  climbed  the  rock  beside  me,  saw 
and  snuffed  the  gale,  and  whined  loud  and 
It  was  a  boat,  but  turned  bottom  upwards 
few  minutes  it  was  thrown  upon  the  bea 
hurried  down  from  the  rock;  I  needed  not  ( 
snuffings  and  moanings  to  tell  me  that  that 
be  the  poor  Captain's  boat.  I  waited,  and 
it  was  lifted  on  a  wave,  I  turned  it  upward,  1 
first  cut  away  the  sail.  It  was  empty,  thanl 
and  Oscar  moaned  and  howled  still  louder, 
smelt  the  places  where  his  master's  banc 
been  placed,  perhaps  clinging  in  his  death-g 

"  Had  I  then  doubted,  a  leathern  case, 
I  found  sticking  in  the  thwarts,  and  which  1 
to  be  his,  would  have  convinced  me  that  i1 
have  been  the  poor  Captain's  boat." 

**  Of  course,  you  preserved  that  case,  , 
he  might  have  gained  the  land  at  some 
point,"  remarked  Edgar. 

"  Here  it  is,"  replied  the  Hunter,  drawing 
the  huge  pocket  of  his  coat  a  dark  case  o 
green,  containing  apparently  papers.  "  1 
never  parted  with  it  or  opened  it,  except  f 
minute,  and  then  I  saw  what  told  me  I  1 
right  to  pry  into  secrets  not  my  own.  A 
I  did  not  understand,  nor  yet  believe,  I  havi 
to  forget  what  I  saw ;  for  never  will  I  believi 
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:our.  Ay,  Oscar,  thou  knowest  this 
nd  lookest  wistful  at  it;  though  we 
seen  thy  master  since  that  day,  we 
of  us  forgotten  him/' 
I  you  make  no  effort  to  find  him, 
coast  should  have  been  searched  for 
Harold. 

woodsman,  youngster,  I  can  see  a 
is  quick  of  eye,  and  better  still,  true 
1  we  both  loved  him  who  was  gone," 
ik,  simply ;  then  added,  as  if  musing 
'  but  strange  that  no  body  was  thrown 
our  circuit  round  every  foot  of  that 
1st  have  lighted  upon  something.  If 
for  tb.at  thought,  1  should  never  hope 
gain  ;  as  it  is,  who  knows  V 
ou  did  search  for  him,  Anak  ?  I  knew 
said   Harold ;    "  and   it  was   all  in 

;e,  the  woods,  the  prairies,  gave  us  no 
ou  remember  he  told  me  that  he  had 
tnt,  old  Jean,  sick,  at  one  of  the  towns 
ern  States,  and  I,  like  a  fool,  did  not 
*rhaps,  hear  its  name.  Well,  I  jist 
»ng  the  States'  towns,  asking  every- 
t  was  no  use.  I  heard  nought  of  him, 
In't  give  up  the  search  the  first  nor 
year.  I  heard  su 'thing  else,  though, 
le  towns  on  the  Ohio,  I  met  a  Yankee 
idn't  like  him  at  first,  but  for  some 
are  neither  here  nor  there,  I  wished  to 
D 
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get  in  his  favour.  When  we  got  to  know 
one  another,  he  axed  me  one  day  if  I  was  on 
Bluffs  of  Domodale,  in  Cumberland.  I  ji 
I  minded  the  green  valley,  and  blue  mis 
and  the  brook,  and  the  old  church,  when  1 
nie  about  Domodale.  Well,  he  shows  me 
paper  from  the  old  country,  in  which  som 
wares  were  wrapped,  axin  for  the  next  o 
Isaac  Bluff,  o'  Domodale,  supposed,  Si 
paper,  to  be  somwhere  in  'Merica. 

"  *  That's  me,'  says  I. 

"  '  Then  go  over,'  says  old  Snap,  *  and  s 
you  can  grab.' " 

The  brothers  looked  at  one  another  wh 
heard  the  name.  Anak  did  not  notice  the 
but  continued,  perhaps  without  being  awi 
he  had  mentioned  it. 

"  This  Yankee  trader  pricked  up  fiis  ea 
he  thought  that  Anak  Bluff  was,  perhapa 
in  for  something.  I  wasn't  sorry  to  see 
there  were  them  belongin'  to  him  whose  gc 
nion  I  valleyed  considerable  then,  and  do  n 

"  *  Well,'  says  he,  *  if  you  will  go  over  to 
country  and  bring  back  ten  thousand  doUa 
shall  have  my  \ — that  is — " 

The  Hunter  stopped  and  stammered,  a: 
down  his  head  in  some  confusion.  Edgar  < 
his  relief. 

*'  I  suppose,  Mr.  Bluff,  he  agreed  to  ei 
favourably  some  proposals  you  had  been 

to  him  r 
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**  Jist  it.  Captain ;  what  they  was  it  don't  sig- 
nify. When  I  got  to  Domodale,  I  found  neitber 
kith  nor  kin,  'cept  in  writin'  on  the  gravestones. 
It  took  me  a  precious  long  time  to  prove  who 
I  was,  though  tliere  ain't  few  as  can  pretend  to 
be  a  Bluff  o*  Dornodale ;  but  I  stood  all  their 
questioning,  and  they  wrote  to  Canada,  and  the 
Company,  that  is,  Hudson's;  and  the  long  and 
short  isy  that  I  did  touch  some  dollars,  though 
some  stuck  to  Lawyer  Sniffem's  fingers,  I  guess. 

"  It  riles  me  to  be  thought  so  cute  after  the 
dollars,  but  I  had  my  reasons;  I  hadn't  enough 
by  some  thousands.  I  knew  old  Snap  wouldn't 
come  down  a  cent,  so  I  heerd  of  California,  and 
came  right  off— shame  on  me  for  it — though  I  had 
my  reasons,  as  I  have  said  more  than  once." 

"  I  think  we  heard  of  a  trader  of  that  name 
being  in  San  Francisco,"  remarked  Edgar,  quietly. 

"What  name — did  I  mention  names?"  stam- 
mered out  the  Hunter.  "  Well,  I  dare  say ;  but 
I  didn't  say  ought  else,  did  I  ?  Now,  did  you 
meet  old  Snap,  there  i" 

"  We  visited  his  stores." 

**  And  the  old  man  was  well  ?  and — and — " 

**  Both  Mr.  Snap  and  his  daughter  were  quite 
well,  Anak,"  said  Harold,  kindly.  The  Hunter 
did  not  raise  his  eyes ;  he  mused  to  himself. 

**  Well  now,  if  I  could  jist  make  up  that  there 
sum,  I  would  go  right  to  old  Snap — well,  we  shall 
see — ^but  not  a  word  now ;"  and  anxious  to  change 
the  subject,  or  rather  to  revert  to  the  first,  he 
added  aloud, — 

d2 
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"  Well,  you!igsters,  I  ha'  told  how  I  Ci 
the  do^,  and  I  on'y  hope,  as  I  have  not  he 
last  of  the  Captain — as  for  Oscar,  here,  I  ii 
take  care  that  he  does  not  leave  me,  excej 
back  to  his  own  master." 

"  And  did  you  never  hear  any  news  of 
lower,  Mr.  Bluff,"  asked  Dickon,  who  had  1 
attentive  listener  to  all.  From  your  acc< 
seemed  to  serve  his  master  as  a  downright 
fellow  should,  and  not  be  ashamed  of  it" 

"  So  I  say,  Dickon ;  Jean  did  serve  the  ' 
honestly,  and  so  I  would  too  myself  always,  y 
he  liked  it  or  not,"  rejoined  Anak,  givin] 
look  at  the  brothers,  as  he  rose  on  his  feet. 

"  Come,  Sandwich  Tom,  or  Kanacka,  bel 
go  to  sleep,  for  you  have  been  dozing  thi 
let  us  look  to  the  horses  and  tent-cov^ringa 
hark,  the  thunder  is  beginning  to  roll 
eastern  hills,  and  the  lightning  to  play  rot 
mountain  tops;  we  shall  have  a  rough  nig 
when  these  wind-sobs  become  a  long  loud  r 

"  Let  us  all  go,  then,"  said  Harold,  fc 
they  listened  to  Anak,  they  had  not  no 
gathering  of  the  tempest,  and  every  min 
approaching  storm  increased  in  violence,  as 
near. 

They  all  hastened  to  make  their  preparat 
securing  themselves  and  their  property  f 
threatening  fury.  Tent-coverings  were  i 
down  with  extra  pegs,  the  horses  were  sec 
their  stalls,  if  they  might  so  be  called,  b; 
lariats,  and  their  fire  received  a  fresh  su 
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fuel,  though  the  pattering  rain-drops  fell  thick 
upon  the  red  charred  logs,  and  with  a  hiss  threat- 
ened to  extinguish  the  flame. 

The  thunder  rolled  nearer  and  nearer,  and  while 
our  adventurers  gathered  under  their  seeming  frail, 
but  well-secured  huts,  it  burst  with  a  crash  and  a 
rattle  over  their  very  heads,  while  sheets  of  light- 
ning flashed  down  the  hill  sides,  and  forked  zig« 
ssags  played  round  their  summits. 

*'  The  horses  must  not  be  left,"  said  Anak ; 
"some  one  must  remain  with  them  during  the  storm. 
Dickon,  the  wind  has  lulled  a  moment^  but  it  will 
come  down  soon  ten  times  stronger  and  fiercer  than 
before ;  all  of  you  keep  close  in  the  hut,  and  when 
a  g^st  comes  hold  on  to  the  roof;  Kanacka  and  I 
will  look  to  the  horses." 

Without  waiting  for  an  answer,  Anak  lifted  the 
curtain  of  the  tent,  and  while  the  brothers  and 
Dickon  were  looking  to  its  fastenings,  he,  followed 
by  Kanacka,  disappeared  in  the  murky  darkness 
^thout,  whose  shades  seemed  every  moment  to 
grow  more  inky  and  thick.  Every  now  and  then 
a  vivid  flash  of  lightning  illumined  every  nook  of 
the  ravine  with  startling  brightness :  for  a  single 
instant  every  stone  and  bough,  every  leaf  and 
blade,  stood  revealed  in  clear  distinct  outline,  as  if 
the  electric  spark  had  suddenly  endowed  with  life 
and  form  what  was  before  a  shapeless  chaos  of 
darkness :  for  a  single  instant  the  blue  fires  seemed 
to  play  round  the  hut,  and  lit  up  the  rocky  banks 
.between  which  it  lay  sheltered,  and  tlie  shelf  above 
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on  which  they  had  erected  the  horse-sheds 
ing  full  on  AnaU's  face  as  he  stood  at  its  d 
the  watch,  braving,  all  exposed,  the  fury 
storm.  When  the  flash  passed  away,  a 
shapeless  gloom  once  more,  and  there  came 
as  if  the  spirits  of  the  storm  were  taking  a  I 
ing  space. 

Then  the  solemn  stillness  was  broken  by 
of  winds  so  mighty,  that  the  tall  trees  thai 
on  the  summits  of  the  banks,  after  rocking 
fro  awhile  and  creaking  in  the  wrestle  of  d 
were  hurled  back  by  the  conquering  stori 
with  torn  root^  or  snapped  stems  were  ( 
off  in  a  roar  of  triumph  on  the  wings  < 
wliirlwind. 

The  floods  clapped  their  hands  as  they 
down  the  sides  of  the  mountains  ;  torrents  oi 
swooped  aown  from  the  sky,  now  lurid  wi 
continued  flash.  Hither  and  thither  dar 
ten  thousand  confused  crossings,  the  belchic 
of  heaven,  the  deep  thunder  rattled  and 
above,  while  earth  below,  from  steep  hill  si 
hollow  valley,  echoed  back  the  roar,  and  mul 
the  din  and  crash  of  elemental  war. 

The  depth  of  the  rocky  cleft  in  which  tl 
had  been  placed,  alone  saved  it  from  being  < 
away,  like  a  baflied  curlew  when  it  meets  the 
But  what  was  their  safety,  threatened  to  I 
their  destruction,  tor  they  forgot  that  the  ] 
though  now  dry,  might  become  the  bed  of 
rent,  swollen  in  a  short  space  by  the  rain, 
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not  in  drops,  but  sheets.  A  shallow 
rhite  foam  began  to  trickle  over  the  floor 
when  the  deep  voice  of  Anak  was  heard 
howling  of  the  storm,  calling  to  them  to 
They  saw  his  tall  form  come  leaping 
ocks ;  for  just  then,  from  east  to  west, 
as  rent  asunder  as  if  some  huge  fiery 
e,  dragged  by  hurtling  thunderbolts, 
heaven  in  twain ;  and,  drowning  in  its 
all  minor  peals,  came  its  booming  thun- 
impossible  for  one  whose  experience  is 
the  temperate  climates  of  our  latitudes, 
clear  idea  of  the  power  of  a  tropical 
5  effects  are  as  sudden  as  they  are  over- 
the  rivulet  in  a  few  minutes  swells 
ing  torrent,  the  river  expands  into  a 
>  or  a  tempestuous  sea,  while  the  green 
are  stripped  of  their  leafy  coverings, 
e  ruin  and  splintered  trunks  where  a 
ed  just  before.  No  wonder,  then,  that 
d  to  Dickon  and  the  brothers  to  save  all 
1,  and  flee.  He  saw  the  white  foam  of 
swelling  in  volume  as  it  rolled  down  the 
himself,  with  his  giant  grasp,  tore  down 
IS  and  stripped  off  the  planks,  carrying 
y  heap  with  firm  grasp  up  to  the  higl>er 
e  their  horse-sheds  lay  in  comparative 
again  returning  to  aid  the  others,  he 
em  of  what  they  had  been  able  to  save, 
but  short  space  for  rescuing  their  stores, 
od  deepened,  and  within  a  few  minutes 
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after  Anak's  warning  cry,  the  livid  flashes  o 
ning  showed  them  that  a  white  foaming  i 
"derisy^as  the  peasants  of  Bretagne  term  it 
over  the  place  where  their  hut  had  stooc 
they  had  left  behind  was  now  buried  in  its  c 
depths,  among  the  rocks  and  sand  that  wer< 
on  by  its  tide.  To  add  to  the  uneasiness  c 
position,  a  fierce  gust  that  came  howling  do 
ravine  swept  off  the  light  covering  of  the 
shed^  leaving  the  frightened  animals  expos 
tearing  from  them  all,  their  only  shelter  agai 
tempest.  The  flood,  too,  increased  in  dep 
they  began  to  doubt  whether  they  were  saf 
as  they  were  up  the  bank.  But  to  uofasi 
terrified  horses  would  be  madness,  and  the 
they  climbed  the  more  exposed  they  were 
blast :  so  mutually  strengthening  each  oth 
cheering  up  their  drooping  spirits,  they  g 
all  they  could  collect  on  the  sheltered  side 
rock,  against  which  the  horse-shed  had  hei 
structed,  and  getting  ready  for  escape  if  th 
flood  should  render  it  necessary,  they  p] 
themselves  to  face  the  dangers  of  the  night 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

HS  TALLIT  Of  HKAYBir,*'  AKD  ITS  SETTLCBS — TBI  COU- 
LST>  HIS  UrDIAH  flUBND  MAINOPAH — THB  LEAPIWQ 
BOniB  TO  UHFOLD  HIS  DBSIGJTS— THE  SENORA  MERCED  DX 
D  LXILA  THB  AZTEC  OIBL  TAEE  EEFUGfi  FROM  THE 
K  AHTOHIO  ASD  HI8  OBBT  COCnSEK. 

)t  only  on  the  banks  of  the  Americano 
lie  Rock  Creek  that  the  storm  raged  :  its 
5ven  greater  far  to  eastward,  among  the 
:he  Snowy  Sierra.  The  violence  of  the 
e  pealing  of  thunder,  the  descending 
•ain,  seemed  to  have  full  sway  round  the 
ides  of  the  mountains,  where  the  mighty 
clave  for  themselves  deep  channels  with 
of  broken  rocks,  that  they  tore  away  and 
wn  in  their  yeasty  torrents, 
•tile  valleys  that  here  and  there  insinuated 
s  among  the  winding  spurs  of  the  Sierra 
B  sheltered  from  the  tempest.  One  could 
icy  that  the  hoary  peaks  that  frowned  high 
im  were  the  protecting  genii,  guarding 
aid  nooks  that  fcrept  so  lovingly  round 
>  and  drawing  down  upon  their  own  bare 
?  stormy  warfare  that  they  defied. 
one  of  the  most  sheltered  and  retired  of 
leys  that  our  narrative  now  transports 
d8 
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itself.  The  valley  was  wrapped  in  gloom,  and 
it  is  only  upon  the  sudden  glimpse  revealed  by 
the  lightning  flashes  that  description  can  rely; 
but  they  were  bright  enough  to  show  a  swelling 
stream  which  rolled  between  corn-fields  and  vine- 
yards that  covered  the  rich  bosom  of  the  valley. 
They  were  bright  enough  to  show  the  wooded 
swell  that  rose,  in  graceful  curve  from  either  bank, 
gently  sloping  upwards  until  they  met  the  bare 
mountain  side. 

Amidst  a  grove  of  fruit-trees  that  covered  a 
knoll  on  the  right  or  southern  bank,  stood  a  long 
and  extensive  range  of  building,  while  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  valley,  somewhat  more  elevated 
on  the  mountain  side,  stood  a  seeming  counterpart, 
not  so  deeply  embedded  in  foliage,  nor  so  extended 
in  size. 

These  two  ranchos,  as  they  were  called^  were 
the  only  buildings  in  the  valley,  though  the  hand  |! 

of  man  had  evidently  laid  a  large  portion  of  its  ' 

surface  under  the  tribute  of  cultivation,  extending 
along  the  river  banks,  and  enclosed  between  them 
and  the  belt  of  forest  on  either  side. 

The  rancho  on  the  left  or  northern  bank  of  the 
stream  consisted  of  a  low  range  of  edifices  of 
unbumt  brick — the  centre  and  principle  building, 
as  it  appeared,  contained  three  rooms  or  divisions^ 
all  of  ample  dimensions.  There  was  an  air  of 
solidity  about  the  edifice,  and  being  low,  it  was 
quite  able  to  bid  defiance  to  the  storm,  even  when 
it  descended  into  the  valley. 
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Two  men  occupied  tlie  centre  compartment  and 
sat  on  plain  stools  on  either  side  of  the  only  table 
the  room  contained,  apparently  too  deep  in  con- 
versation to  give  a  thought  to  the  tempest  without. 

A  dmple  lamp«  consisting  of  a  large  wick,  floating 
in  a  bowl  of  pure  olive  oil,  threw  a  bright  light  upon 
the  countenances  of  these  two  men.  The  one  was 
dark  and  sunburnt,  but  perfect  in  its  contour  and 
full  of  fire ;  the  other  was  pale  and  calm,  reflection 
and  thought  impressed  upon  every  feature.  The 
former  was  Mainopah,  the  young  Comanche  chief, 
whose  operations  it  is  necessary  from  time  to  time 
to  trace;  the  latter  was  evidently  of  European 
extraction.  In  spite  of  his  bronzed  skin  and  dark 
eyes  there  was  an  unmistakeable  something  about 
his  bearing  and  appearance  that  told  of  the  old 
countries. 

He  seemed  a  tall  well-built  man,  whose  age  it 
would  have  been  hard  to  guess,  for  there  were  con- 
tradictions that  would  lead  to  different  opinions. 
The  careworn  brow  and  deep  furrows,  worn,  it 
might  be  by  thought,  it  might  be  by  sorrow, 
added  on  a  weight  of  years,  which  the  vigour  of 
his  frame,  the  sparkle  of  his  eye,  when  roused 
{ran  its  usual  contemplative  and  perhaps  melan- 
choly expression,  and  the  sweet  smile  that  played 
round  his  well-shaped  mouth  instantly  took  away. 

His  voice,  too,  was  of  remarkable  richness — 
deep,  mellow,  and  musical,  his  words  seemed  to 
thrill  through  the  fiery  frame  of  the  young  Coman- 
che as  he  listened. 
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They  were  old  acquaintances,  and  chance  had, 
unexpectedly  to  both,  a  few  hours  before  renewed 
the  intimacy  which  the  separation  of  years  had 
broken  off,  as  will  appear  from  their  conversation. 

'*  I  little  thought  that  it  was  your  rifle,  Maino- 
pah,  whose  echoes  made  me  bring  my  canoe  so 
cautiously  to  shore." 

"  But  I  knew  the  tall  figure  of  my  friend,  when 
his  birch  bark  was  but  a  speck,  and  looked  like  a 
bird  asleep  on  the  glassy  lake,''  said  the  young 
chief,  grasping  the  settler's  outstretched  hand. 
"  Mainopah  never  foi^ets  a  friend." 

**  Nor  I,  neither,  Mainopah ;  and  so  I  bid  you 
welcome  to  our  settlements  in  Yalcielo." 

'^  Why  has  my  friend  chosen  the  silent  valley, 
so  far  from  all  ?  To  be  alone  ?  I  saw  another 
rancho.  My  paddle  pointed  to  it  as  we  ascended 
the  river." 

'^  I  am  not  quite  alone,  Mainopah.  Others 
beside  myself  were  wearied  with  those  wars  in 
which  we  both  fought  side  by  side — I  fear  to  little 
purpose.  The  Mexicans  are  dogs — the  Spaniards 
were  cruel  fools ;  I  have  done,  for  my  part,  with 
both,  Mainopah,  and  have  sought  this  valley  to  end 
my  days  in  peace.  But  you,  my  friend,  tell  me  of 
your  wanderings  and  doings  since  we  parted  on 
the  banks  of  the  Bravo  del  Norte,  to  the  time  of 
our  meeting  on  the  lake  to-day." 

"  Hace  mueho  Uempo^ — ^it  is  long  ago,"  replied 
the  Indian,  in  Spanish,  the  language  in  which  the 
conversation  was  carried  on,  but  adopting  eveiy 
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now  and  then,  with  evident  puTpose^  and  perhaps 
pride,  the  Indian  phraseology. 

*'  Mainopah  does  not  forget  that  he  has  fought 
by  the  side  of  his  white  brother,  when  Mexican 
dogs  chased  the  Spanish  wolves  down  the  banks  of 
the  Bravo,  and  the  Fernando  and  through  the 
defiles  of  Durango.  Does  he  remember  whose  arm 
beat  down  the  sword  that  did  this?''  asked  the 
Indian,  drawing  the  lamp  nearer  to  him,  while  he 
lifted  the  deer-skin  robe  from  his  broad  chest,  and 
pointed  to  a  deep  scar.  **  No,"  he  added  with  great 
warmth,  and  offering  his  right  hand,  "  Mainopah 
never  forgets.     He  is  a  friend." 

Retaining  his  hold  of  his  host's  right  hand,  he 
bent  forward,  and  drawing  him  closer  to  him  he 
asked  again  in  a  low  earnest  tone,  that  showed 
how  much  interest  he  felt  in  the  answer  : 

"  Why  is  my  brother  and  friend  dwelling  here 
so  far  froih  his  colour  and  his  country  ?  why  does 
he  not  go  back  to  the  land  of  his  fathers  ?  " — the 
hand  the  Indian  held,  trembled  as  he  proceeded : 
"  Will  my  brother  leave  his  bones  among  strangers  ? 
Many  winters  have  left  their  trail  upon  his  brow. 
While  he  is  yet  able,  he  should  look  once  more  on 
the  grave  of  his  forefathers.  Does  he  want  gold? 
Mainopah  will  share  his." 

"Stop,  Comanche,"  replied  the  settler,  with- 
drawing his  hand  haughtily,  while  the  expression 
of  his  face  changed  at  once  from  the  sad  thought- 
fulness  which  the  words  of  the  Comanche  seemed 
to  have  caused,  to  the  warmth,  if  not  of  anger,  of 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


62 


BANNEBPOKD;  OR^ 


resentment  at  the  Indian*s  implied  oifer.  * 
Mainopah,  my  ears  love  not  the  sound  of  1 
to  be  conferred,  and  mj  name  never  stoo 
accept  alms.  I  shall  remain  in  Valcielo, 
this  valley  is  caUed;  perhaps  I  shall  lea 
bones  here ;  but,  Indian,  it  is  foreign  t< 
nation  and  your  'own  noble  nature,  which  I 
well,  to  ask  such  questions,  and  give  such 
unasked.  Now  tell  me,  what  is  your  secret  n 
IMainopah  never  came  from  the  banks  of  th( 
rado  solely  to  hunt  on  the  shores  of  the  Mc 
Lake." 

The  Indian,  whose  dark  eyes  had  at  fi 
totted  with  fire  the  stern  looks  of  his  hoi 
t  heir  gleam  as  he  concluded,  and  laying  hi 
on  his  heart,  the  Indian  replied : — 

'*  It  is  well — be  at  peace;  stay  here.  Ma 
will  protect  his  friend." 

"  No  doubt,  Indian,  in  time  of  need  I  woi 
ask  for  better  aid ;  but  no  danger  can  threat 
here  in  this  retired  valley,  which  my  own  a 
spite  of  the  wrinkles  you  talk  about,  canno 
off  still." 

**  Who  knows?  Quien  sahef  my  brother 
bold.'' 

"  Mainopah,  why  speak  in  riddles  ?  Tell 
you  know  of  any  danger  that  threatens  i 
there  are  those  in  this  valley  whom  I  woul 
every  drop  of  my  blood  to  serve.** 

"  Ha! "  ejaculated  the  Indian ;  and  then  ch 
the  interest  he  had  involuntarily  shown,  he 
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quietly,   '^Mainopab  will  protect  his  friend^  and 
the  friends  of  his  friend.*^ 

^*  Against  whom?  and  when?  how?  Comanche, 
you  are  strangely  altered  since  we  fought  side  hy 
side  for  liberty,  on  the  plains  of  Mexico,  at  Du- 
rango,  San  Luis,  and  Monterey.  You  seem  thought- 
ful, and  there  is  a  mystery  about  you  I  cannot 
fiithom/' 

"  The  Mexicans  are  dogs.*' 
''Humph,  I  begin  to  have  some  doubts  about 
them,  but  what  has  altered  you  ?  Before,  you  were 
all  anxious  to  catch  our  European  manners,  bear- 
ing, and  language;  you  even  went  so  far  as 
purposely,  and  heartily,  to  take  full  share  in  the 
Tain  and  sinful  follies  of  those  cities  of  corruption. 
True,  you  had  then  at  times  wild  dreams,  which 
grew  less  frequent,  until  I  thought  they  vanished. 
But  now  you  force  yourself  the  other  way,  and 
strive  by  dress  and  language  to  put  forward  your 
birth  and  nation.     How  is  it,  Mainopah  2^ 

"  Because  I  am  an  Indian,  pale-face.  Because  I 
am  the  injured  son  of  an  injured  father,  a  prince 
of  an  oppressed  and  murdered  people, — because  I 
will  be  their  avenger,"  thundered  out  the  young 
chief,  starting  to  his  feet,  while  every  muscle  and 
nerve  in  his  frame  seemed  quivering  with  excite- 
ment. "  If  I  had  forgotten  that  I  was  ^  red-skin, 
did  not  the  pale-faces  bum  it  in  my  memory  ?  And 
there  it  shall  remain  until  washed  out  by  blood. 

*'  Why  is  the  red  man  hunted  like  the  bufialo  ? 
because  the  herds  are  broken  up  and  disunited — 
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because  the  red  man  hated  his  brother,  anc 
his  scalp.  But  let  the  war  hatchet  be  buri 
it  will  be,  between  the  tribes — ^let  our  n 
nations,  the  Snakes,  the  Dahcotahs,  the  £ 
the  Yutahs,  Crows,  the  Apaches,  and  the  K 
with  the  Pawnee  Picts,  smoke  the  pipe  of 
round  the  council-fire  of  the  great  Comanche 
who  shall  resist  us  ?  Have  we  forgotten  F 
—  shall  we  not  remember  the  name  o 
Seminolcs  ? 

**  The  Mexican  dogs  crouch  like  hounds 
the  lash  of  the  Comanche,  yet  the  Spanish  y 
fled  before  them.     What  then  shall  we  fear 

How  far  the  young  Indian  would  have  discc 
his  plans  and  intentions,  it  would  have  beer 
to  say,  but  he  was  interrupted  in  the  full  1 
his  energetic  denunciations,  by  the  sudden  en 
into  the  room  of  a  white-haired  old  man,  fol 
closely  by  a  young  girl,  whose  dripping  gar 
and  disordered  dress  showed  that  she  had 
exposed  to  the  violence  of  the  storm  that 
without. 

The  Indian  ceased  his  angry  denunciation 
his  upraised  and  threatening  hand  fell  to  hij 
as  he  gazed  with  the  deepest  respect  at  the 
tiful  being  who  stood  before  him.  Throwing 
the  half  assumed,  half  real,  bearing  of  the  ] 
brave,  he  advanced  with  courteous  ease  to  offe 
aid  he  could ;  but  his  white  companion  wasl 
him,  though,  his  face  being  turned  from  the 
and  his  attention  being  taken  up  by  Main 
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sudden  outburst,  he  was  the  }ast  to  observe  the 
entrance  of  the  new  comer. 

"  You  here,  Senorita  Merced,  and  exposed  to 
all  this  storm  ?**  he  exclaimed,  as  with  the  free- 
dom of  an  old  acquaintance  he  proceeded  to  divest 
her  of  the  flowing  rebozo  that  dripped  with  rain. 
A  rich  blush  mantled  in  the  transparent  olive 
cheeks  of  the  girl,  then  she  broke  out  into  a  merry 
laugh,  as  she  shook  out  her  long  tresses  and  parted 
them  from  her  dark  liquid  eyes. 

^Graeicu  Senor^  pero  mi  criada  Leila  viene* 
My  maid  is  coming  after  me ;  we  had  a  fine  race 
through  the  pelting  rain,  from  your  casita,  in  the 
orange-grove,  where  we  were  amusing  ourselves 
with  fireflies  when  this  sudden  storm  burst.  Poor 
Leila  cannot  run  so  fast  as  I,  and  you  know  that, 
Senor  Commandante, — you  have  raced  with  us 
before  now." 

The  Commandant,  for  we  may  now  call  him  so, 
that  being  the  rank  he  had  gained  in  the  Mexican 
service,  looked  embarrassed  as  the  young  Spanish 
girl  replied  artlessly  to  his  observation.  She  kept 
her  eyes  fixed  on  the  door,  as  if  expecting  her 
attendant,  whose  approach  she  had  with  naive 
freedom  despatched  her  host's  white-haired  old  at- 
tendant to  hasten. 

Mainopah  with  native  good  breeding  had  fallen 
back,  and  resumed  his  seat  by  the  table.  The  girl, 
not  hearing  a  reply  to  her  observations,  turned 
her  head,  and  following  the  look  of  her  friend,  her 
eyes,  for  the  first  time,  fell  upon  the  motionless 
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figure  of  the  Indian,  who  remained  silent  with  his 
eyes  fixed  upon  the  ground.  In  an  instant,  the 
girl's  neck,  face  and  temples  became  scarlet 
Snatching  the  scarf  she  wreathed  it,  all  dripping 
'as  it  was,  round  her  graceful  figure,  and  looked 
alternately  from  the  Indian  to  the  door  in  starded 
perplexity. 

**  Fear  nothing,  dearest  Merced,"  said  the  Com- 
mandant, in  a  low  tone,  *'  he  is  an  old  acquaint- 
ance, and  a  friend.  And  here  comes  Leila,  and 
old  Jean, — ^Viejo  Juan,  as  you  call  him." 

As  he  spoke,  the  old  man  with  snow-white 
locks  again  reappeared,  leading  forward  a  dark- 
skinned  timid  female  figure,  whose  regular  features 
were  delicately  and  finely  cut,  and  limbs  were 
softly  rounded,  while  in  her  large  rolling  eyes 
there  was  a  wild  look,  which  gave  way  to  one  of 
delight,  as  she  sprang  to  the  side  of  her  young 
mistress. 

*'*  What  now,  Leila  ?  I  did  not  know  that  you 
were  so  far  behind,  or  I  would  not  have  raced  on 
first." 

"The  thunder  frightened  and  the  sky-fire 
blinded  me,  mt  amtto, — my  young  mistress,*'  replied 
the  young  Aztec  girl,  for  she  was  of  the  race  that 
dwelt  in  Mexico  before  Cortes  overturned  their 
widely-extended  empire. 

**  Leila !  silly  coward,  why  tremble  now  t  are 
we  not  safe  here,  under  our  good  friend's  roof, 
and  within  cry  of  our  own  home  ?" 

"  No  bS^  I  do  not  know,  mt  ama ;  I  saw  dark 
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1  the  orange-grove,  by  the  light  of  the 
md  if  Juan  had  not  come  to  help  me, 
bould  have  got  past  them,''  replied  the 
'1,  looking  round  her  timidly,  and  cow* 
1  more  closely  to  her  mistress's  side,  as 
liquid  eyes  fell  upon  the  statue-like 
the  Indian  chieftain,  who  had  not  moved 
nor  raised  his  eyes  for  an  instant. 
f  Sehor !  I  am  afraid  we  have  intruded 
,"  said  the  Senorita  Merced,  untwining 
dSped  arm,  and  advancing  to  meet  her 
had  been  giving  some  directions  apart 
rvant,  which   the  old  man  hastened  to 


Mercedita  tnia,  you  always  were  and 
ill  be  welcome,  and  never  fear,  all  here 
friends.  Nay,  Leila,  you  need  not 
IT  amita's  arm,  and  glance  at  my  Indian 
J  is  no  foe  to  me  or  my  friends." 
Leila  says  the  grove  is  full  of  dark 
"  replied  Merced,  with  a  slight  tremor, 
s  it  so  ? "  replied  the  host,  with  a  quick, 
cious  glance  at  Mainopah.  "  I  will  look 
reed,  and  fear  not,  I  will  protect  you. 
ispatched  one  of  my  Christian  Indios  to 
e  path  is  open  to  your  father's  rancho, 
fear  the  river  is  swollen  too  high  to  ford, 
has  prepared  a  bright  fire  for  you  in  my 
s  you  call  it,  and,  Merced,  your  rebozo 
Qg  with   wet,   and  poor   Leila  is    half 
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"  We  will  not  wander  so  far  from  home 
I  promise  you,  Senor  Commandante  ;  henc 
we  will  be  obedient  to  your  orders,"  ; 
Merced,  with  a  merry  sparkle  of  her  dark  e 
she  twisted  up  a  thick  long  tress  of  dai 
which  hung  down  to  her  waist,  glossy  and 
the  finest  silk,  and,  covering  it  with  hei 
followed  her  host  to  a  door  which  opened  i 
inner  room.  As  the  two  girls  hastily  pas 
the  table  where  Mainopah  still  sat,  they] 
closer  to  one  another,  and  stealing  a  frig 
glance  they  shrank  aside,  and  sprang  throu 
door  which  old  Juan  held  open  for  them,  al 
the  glow  of  a  bright  flame  to  flash  throu 
obscurity  of  the  outer  room.  The  old  man 
and  for  a  moment,  as  if  in  forgetfulness,  pi 
to  enter  with  them;  but  recollecting  him 
closed  the  door. 

**  Jean,  bid  our  Indios  patrol  round  the 
and  bring  me  news  if  the  waters  of  the  ri 
yet  fordable,"    whispered   his   master,    wl 
glanced  furtively  at  Mainopah,  who  was  i 
up  and  down  the  room. 

When  they  were  once  more  alone,  the 
stopped  short  in  his  rapid  turns  to  and  f 
placing  his  hand  lightly  on  his  com; 
shoulder,  he  looked  fixedly  at  him  and  said 

"  My  brother  says  this  place  is  called  V 
the  heavenly  valley.  It  is  very  beautiful,  1 
spirits  that  dwell  here  are  fairer  than  its 
flowers^     I  ask   my  brother  no  longer  w 
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Iley  is  pleasant  in  his  eyes;  it  is  not 
him." 

lopah,"  replied  the  Commandant  sternly, 
not  now  to  the  Indian  chief — I  speak  to 
mion  who  fought,  bled,  and  conquered  by 
It  Durango.  Why  I  am  here  it  matters 
>  else  is  with  me  here  it  matters  not; 
have  a  right  to  know, — Why  come  you 
d  why  have  your  followers,  for  such  I 
they  are,  followed  our  traces  from  the 

the  shores  of  the  Silver  Lake  ?  Answer 
3  Comanche,  but  as  my  friend, — What  are 
mes?** 

mot,  brother,  if  I  would,  forget  that  I  am 
che.  I  forgot  it  once,  and  bitterly  was 
id  to  memory.  Even  now,  within  but 
ort  days,  my  vows  of  vengeance  might 
1  foregone  ;  but  again  one  of  your  pale- 
med  the  red-skin !  No,  he  will  never  for 
forget  his  colour ;  but  he  will  raise  it  to 
ir  place  in  this,  the  land  of  his  people, 
r  shall  the  red  man  hide  in  holes,  or  foot 
e  driven  forth.  No,  he  shall  be  master 
s  fathers  were  lords.  Brother,  the  dark 
^alcielo  is  pleasant,  but  fairer  in  my  eyes 
^hite  Lily  that  bloomed  by  the  sea-shore  : 
dew-drops  in  spring  were  her  glistening 
^asant  was  her  laugh  in  my  ears,  as  the 

of  a  brook  in  the  great  sandy  desert. 
Lily  shrunk  from  the  touch  of  the  red 
if  polluted,  and  now  he  only  remembers 
and  his  wrongs." 
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**  Comanclie,  utter  not  your  threats  under  this 
roof,  that  I  would  have  you  think  friendly ;  but  I 
am  unused  tamely  to  hear  threats  against  my 
race,  even  though  spoken  by  one  who  was  once  my 
friend.  Still  less  can  I  suffer  intruders  to  prowl 
round  my  home,  without  knowing  their  errand, 
which  I  go  to  question.    Will  Mainopah  come  ?" 

**  Stop,  brother, — friend, — either, — or  both.  I 
knew  not  they  had  found  my  traiL  Mainopah  is  not 
alone ;  his  young  men  have  keen  eyes,  which  the 
storm  cannot  blind.  Listen  an  instant  once  more. 
Mainopah  will  shortly  be  on  the  war-path  ;  but  it 
shall  pass  by  the  valley  of  his  friend.  When 
louder  than  this  howling  tempest  the  Yutahs, 
the  Apaches,  and  the  warrior  Comanches  from 
the  south  shall  mingle  their  war-whoops  with  the 
Snakes,  the  Crows,  and  the  Dahcotahs  from  the 
north,  let  my  brother  shut  his  ears,  and  wander 
not  from  his  valley.  Chonsabbee,  the  great  chief 
of  the  Snakes,  hath  sworn  that  no  pale-face  shall 
be  left  alive ;  but  Mainopah  will  protect  his 
friend.**  So  saying,  and  wringing  for  a  moment  his 
host's  hand,  the  young  chieftain  glided  to  the  outer 
door,  and  though  his  host  followed  on  his  foot- 
steps, he  had  already  disappeared  in  the  gloom  of 
the  night. 

The  storm  was  now  fast  abating,  and  though 
the  loud  roar  of  the  winds  still  continued  filling 
the  air  with  tumult  high  above  the  sheltered 
valley,  the  rain  had  ceased  to  descend,  and  here 
and  there  the  deep  masses  of  the  clouds  were 
broken  asunder. 
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As  the  Commandant  stood  under  the  vine- 
coyered  trellis-work  that  hung  over  his  door,  and 
which  was  every  moment  being  shorn  of  its  super- 
abundant branches  by  the  powerful  gusts,  he  saw 
on  the  other  side  of  the  valley  lights  moving  to 
and  fro,  and  every  now  and  then  there  was  a  light 
flash  as  of  a  fire-arm,  but  the  report  was  lost  in 
the  noise  of  the  winds. 

"  What  have  you  discovered,  Jean  ?  "  inquired 
he,  as  his  servant  rejoined  him  all  breathless. 

**  Nothing,'*  replied  the  old  man ;  ^'  all  is  quiet, 
though  there  are  traces  in  the  soft  earth  of  Indian 
mocassins," 

"  And  what  of  the  river  ?  "^ 

"  It  is  swollen  too  much  to  be  crossed,  at  least 
at  present,  and  there  are  lights  moving  along  the 
banks  from  Don  Gabriel's  rancheria.  They  are 
uneasy  about  Senora  Merced,  I  suppose." 

"  Go  to  the  bank  and  shout,  good  Jean — yet, 
stay ;  it  is  useless ;  you  would  not  be  heard,  and  I 
dare  not  quit  my  rancho  while  it  contains  these 
defenceless  girls — not  that  I  fear  any  harm  to 
them.  But  look,  Jean,  the  lights  have  advanced 
to  the  banks  of  the  river ;  they  lift  up  five  lan- 
terns—two suddenly  disappear.  Ah,  I  under- 
stand their  signals,  and  will  answer  them.  Fetch 
four  lanterns,  Jean,  and  hasten ;  they  are  doubt- 
less in  great  trouble  about  poor  Mercedita.  They 
raise  five  to  express  the  number  of  their  family, 
father,  son,  and  the  chaplain,  and  Merced  with  her 
maid  Leila.     Then  two  of  these  are  missing,  and 
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brother  and  father  are  waiting  our  reply," 
quick,  good  Jean  ;  torches  or  lanterns." 

Jean  soon  returned,  and  with  him  came  ] 
who,  now  that  she  had  had  time  for  her  ligl 
to  reflect,  was  much  concerned  at  the  thou, 
her  absence  must  cost  her  father  much  pai] 

Again  five  lanterns  were  raised  from  th 
side  of  the  valley,  and  as  the  storm  abat 
boom  of  a  light  piece  of  ordnance  was  heard 
across  the  valley.  In  answer,  the  Commandt 
Jean  raise  up  a  lantern  in  each  hand ;  th 
denly  he  himself  raised  the  two  others,  a: 
them  aloft,  indicating  that  his  household, 
ing  of  himself  and  Jean,  had  been  incvei 
the  two  who  were  missing  from  the  rand 
the  other  side  of  the  river.  The  clouds 
this  time  rolled  off  from  the  sky,  and  tl 
shone  out  with  a  brilliancy  that  threw  a  fai 
of  soft  light  over  the  valley. 

They  could  discern  the  white  line  of  the  i 
river ;  they  could  distinguish,  half  way  up 
posite  side  of  the  valley,  the  dark  mass 
Gabriel  de  Castro's  rancho  and  its  surn 
groves ;  they  could  even  distinguish  a  dark 
group  on  the  banks  of  the  river,  beari 
lanterns,  whose  signals  they  had  answ< 
successfully. 

Suddenly  the  group  seemed  to  divide,  an 
thing  white  emerged  from  their  dark  n 
plunged  into  the  seething  torrent;  then 
struggle,  it  disappeared — again   it  emerg 
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,  with  an  effort  gained  the  hank,  and  came  scburing 
up  their  side  of  the  vallej. 

"  Antonio,  mi  hermanoj  my  brother,"  cried 
Merced,  as  a  horse  at  full  speed  galloped  up  to 
the  door  where  they  were  grouped. 

''  Mereedita  mia,  thanks  be  to  the  Virgin  you 
are  safe ! "  replied  our  old  acquaintance  Don  An- 
tonio de  Castro,  springing  from  his  gallant  grey, 
from  whose  sleek  sides  the  foam  of  the  torrent  it 
had  so  nobly  stemmed,  streamed  in  lai^e  drops. 

"  Why,  you  little  truant,  have  you  wandered 
for  so  long  ?  and  why,  amipo  Commandante,  did  you 
not  send  her  home  if  she  was  so  wilful  ?  " 

"  No  time  la  culpa.  It  is  no  fault  of  his,  brother 
mine,'*  replied  the  girl ;  "  and  now  you  see  my 
eyes  are  in  my  head,  my  arms  and  limbs  are  whole, 
why  look  so  serious  ?  I  only  wandered  a  little 
far  in  the  woods  with  Leila ;  we  were  benighted, 
storm-overtaken,  and  took  refuge  in  the  hospitable 
castle  of  our  own  true  knight  here." 

"  Merced,  Merced,  had  you  seen  our  father's 
face  of  anxious  dread,  you  would  not  trifle  thus," 
replied  the  young  man,  leading  her  into  the  apart- 
ment on  one  side,  while  she  took  her  host's  arm 
on  the  other.  **  Why,  Antonio  ?  why  was  our 
good  kind  father  so  much  alarmed?  "  asked  the 
girl,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  all  her  lightness 
vanishing  in  a  moment. 

''  The  whole  woods  are  alive  veith  strange  Indians 
from  some  southern  tribe,  Merced,  and  our  vaqueros 
have  brought  in  reports  that  terrified  us  all  on 
your  account" 

^OL.n.  B 
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*^  Can  I  send  back  some  of  my  Indian 
assure  your  father?"  inquired  the  Comi 
anxiously,  "they  would  venture  at  my  com 

*'  No  hai  necessidad,^  answered  Antonio 
would  have  gone  back  myself.  Three  rifl 
counting  between  each  shot  unOy  das,  tr 
be  a  signal  which  could  be  heard  now  aci 
river,  and  our  good  father  will  know  that  M 
is  safe." 

"  I  will  go  myself  and  fire  the  signa 
Jean,"  replied  the  Commandant,  "  while  3 
here  with  Merced." 

"  Nay,  Mercedita,  no  tears,"  said  Don  1 
passing  his  arm  fondly  round  his  beautifu 
"  you  are  not  to  blame,  and  hark !  the  thr 
— ^now  our  father's  fears  are  at  rest." 

**  But,  brother,  we  cannot  stay  here, — -^ 
not  we  return  like  you  across  the  rivei 
will  follow  me,  I  know,  and  I  will  follow  j 
where,  Antonio." 

"  No  doubt  of  it,  my  brave  Merced ;  I 
doubt  but  you  would  swim  that  river,  and  i 
favourite  Claro  would  carry  you  safelv, 
Leila  held  on  behind ;  but,  sister,  it  must 
No;  Senor  Commandants,  I  fear  we  must  cla 
hospitality  until  the  river  subsides,"  said  I 
turning  to  his  friend,  who  had  just  re-ente 

"  Mi  casa  eeta  a  su  disposicion, — ^my  1: 
yours,  as  it  always  was,  Antcmio;   and 
take  care  Merced  comes  to  no  harm,  tho 
the  tribes  of  the  Rocky  Mountains  lay 
around." 
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*'  Bat  was  there  not  one  of  those  dreadful  In- 
dians here  with  you  in  this  very  room,  Senor  ?  " 
asked  Merced,  while  the  young  Aztec  girl  seemed 
again  to  shrink  to  her  side  in  terror  at  the  allusion. 

"  Why,  'tis  true,  Sefiorita,  but  I  knew  not  that 
bis  companions  were  near.  He  is  a  young  chief, 
whom  I  met  many  years  ago,  when  we  were  all 
living  in  the  south,  and  like  myself  he  thought 
tbtt  he  was  fighting  on  the  side  of  freedom." 

"  Ah,  Senor ! "  said  Merced,  holding  up  a  dim- 
pled finger  in  reproof;  ^*  but  we  bave  forgiven 
him,  have  we  not,  kermano  nUo,  my  brother  ?  for 
he  has  repented,  though  good  Fray  Geronimo,  our 
chaplain,  has  not  ceased  to  grumble  at  him  now 
and  then,  but  you  are  good  friends  on  the  whole." 

"I  don't  know,"  interrupted  Antonio  with  a 
laugh,  "  I  expect  we  shall  have  to  be  exorcised 
for  taking  up  our  quarters  with  a  heretico  after 
all;  but  if  the  river  does  not  subside,  we  shall 
have  enough  of  water  to  wasb  out  our  heresy — that 
is,  if  the  path  be  still  open;  for  I  suppose  we  need 
not  fear  any  outliers  by  daylight  from  the  followers 
of  your  Indian  friend  ?  " 

^'  Ch>d  forbid!"  replied  his  bostj  though  some- 
what uneasily ;  **  but  I  will  make  all  dispositions 
to  make  sure." 
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CHAPTER  XVL 

XHOAMPMIRT   07  THl   BR0THBB8    IS  8WXPT  AWAT  WITH   ALL  TIBIl 
IXPLDnSlTTS,  BT  THl  FLOOB— KAKAOKA,   THS  SAHDinCH  JSUMtiMif 

■xHiBiTs  oKoi  xoBB  BIS  powsM  OF  i>iTnia--«ooinraiB  wm 

THl  TAVUB  DIMSB  AlTD  HIS  WBOKM. 

The  stoim  had  passed  away  as  suddenly  as  it 
had  broken,  and  when  the  sun  arose  next  morn- 
ing, it  seemed  to  the  brothers  to  be  shining 
brightly,  to  cheer  them,  and  prevent  their  being 
downcast  at  the  misfortune  which  so  suddenly 
overtook  them. 

Their  party  were  all  grouped  upon  the  rocky 
ledge  on  which  they  had  erected  their  stabling, 
and  which,  fortunately  for  them,  was  raised  a  few 
feet  above  the  still  turbid  torrent  They  had 
managed  to  kindle  a  fire,  and  were  now  busily 
turning  over  the  wreck  of  their  property  which 
they  had  had  the  time  to  remove. 

There  was  a  look  of  uneasy  concern  upon 
Dickon's  honest  face,  as  he  turned  over  a  heap  of 
packs  and  bundles  that  lay  outside  the  shed,  where 
they  had  been  thrown  down  the  night  before. 

The  brothers  and  Anak  were  debating  as  they 
stood  by  the  fire,  about  the  best  measures  they 
could  take  for  repairing  their  loss,  and  whether 
it  would  not  be  well  to  leave  the  valley,  where 
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they  might  expect  now  to  encounter  much  hostility, 
that  would  interfere  with  their  free  operations. 

Dickon  and  Eanacka  took  no  part  in  the  debate ; 
they  were  content  to  follow  where  they  were  led, 
and  were  besides  too  busy  in  turning  oyer  cases, 
packs,  and  bags,  in  search  of  something  both  were 
rery  anxious  to  find,  to  think  of  future  plans. 

*'  It  is  of  no  use,  Kanacka,  it  is  gone,"  exclaimed 
Dickon,  throwing  down  an  armful  of  bundles. 
**  It  is  all  gone,  and  right  glad  am  I  that  I  was 
obstinate  in  keeping  this  belt  buckled  round  my 
own  body,  though  it  is  a  bit  heavy;  I  wish  it 
weighed  twice  as  much  now,  for  the  other  sack  is 
clean  gone." 

"  What  is  it,  Dickon  ?''  cried  Anak,  who  had 
not  let  the  evident  discomfiture  of  the  pair  of 
searchers  escape  him ;  "  are  the  pots  broken,  or 
is  the  flour  damaged?  or  worse  than  all,  is  the 
powder  wetted?" 

'^  It  worses  dan  dat,  Massa  Bluff,"  rejoined  Ka- 
nacka. 

**  What  is  it,  then  ?  "  cried  all  three,  while  even 
Oscar  beffan  to  rout  with  his  tawny  muzzle  as  if 
he  too  suspected  something  was  not  quite  right. 

"  We  can't  find  the  fellow  to  this,"  replied 
Dickon,  pointing  to  his  precious  and  safely  guarded 
belt,  which  he  kept  buckled  round  his  loins. 

This  was  serious  news,  and  each  immediately 
began  to  search  and  satisfy  himself  that  the  bag 
really  was  not  there  among  their  traps. 

"  I  am  sure,  Harold,  I  quite  remember  carrying 
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it  up  firom  the  tent ;  it  felt  heavy  in  my  lian< 
I  thought  I  had  put  it  upon  the  fork  of  thi 
to  be  in  safety." 

*'  I  find  dis  in  de  oak,  Cap^n,  but  cot  de 
bag,"  said  Kanacka,  pointing  to  a  long  i 
bag,  and  pouring  out  part  of  its  contents  i 
shape  of  rifle-bullets,  with  which  the  ba| 
fiUed. 

The  mistake  which  had  been  made  was  e' 
to  all ;  deceived  by  the  weight  and  shape  < 
bag,  Edgar  had  in  the  hurry  mistaken  it  ft 
bag  of  gold-dust. 

"  Never  mind,  brother,"  said  Harold,  "  i 
very  thoughtful  of  you  to  have  tried  to  s&ve^ 
it  is  clear  all  the  rest  had  quite  forgotten ;  an 
knows  ? — this  supply  of  bullets  may  serve 
good  stead." 

Edgar  had  for  some  reason  or  other  take 
blame  upon  himself  as  the  responsible  leade 
he  answered  Harold's  look  of  encouragemen 
a  grateful  smile,  that  soon  vanished  as  he  g1 
disconsolately  upon  the  torrent  All  the 
valuable  part  of  their  implements, — spades, 
axes,  cradle,  drying-plates,  all  were  lost,  anc 
were  left  almost  in  as  bad  a  condition  as 
they  were  at  the  Mission  of  Santa  Clara, 
they  had  been  robbed  of  their  baggage-mule 

"  I  fear  I  left  the  bag,"  said  Edgar-  «  It 
from  the  accustomed  hook  by  the  side  o 
shake-down,  brother :  it  was  attached  to  the 
comer-post  by  my  pillow— ^I  remember  now.' 
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''Fastened,  eh,  to  book?  den  let  Kanacka  see. 
No  lost  yet ;  maybe  Eanacka  find  it.*' 

The  Sandwich  Islander  stripped  off  his  upper 
clothing,  and  without  another  word,  ran  along  the 
ledge  some  distance  up  the  stream,  lie  plunged 
into  the  torrent,  and  seemed  to  be  in  a  moment 
whirled  down  by  the  eddies,  whose  deep  colour 
hid  him  from  view  in  an  instant 

All  gazed  anxiously  at  the  spot  where  their  hut 
had  stood,  and  more  than  once,  in  the  short  exciting 
seconds  of  expectancy,  they  thought  that  they 
saw  him  rise :  or  that  they  could  discern  the  head 
of  one  of  the  comer-posts  yet  standing,  and  in 
that  case  the  heavy  bag  might  yet  be  recovered. 
So  confident  were  they  all  in  Kanacka^s  powers, 
that  they  had  not  much  real  fear  for  his  safety, 
although  the  risks  which  he  ran  from  the  nume- 
rous trunks  of  trees,  rolling  boulders,  or  entangling 
weeds,  were  not  to  be  slighted. 

Tlie  seconds  seemed  hours,  while  now  above, 
BOW  below,  they  watched  every  comb  of  the 
surging  eddies. 

'*  There,  there  he  is,  far  down,  shooting  away 
from  us  like  a  rat  in  a  mill-race !"  cried  Anak,  as 
he  started  down  the  steep  declivity  of  the  ravine 
side,  clinging  here  to  an  overhanging  root  or 
bough,  springing  there  over  a  projecting  rock, 
and  followed  at  full  speed  by  his  companions. 

The  expert  Sandwicher  made  no  attempt  to 
stem  the  torrent,  but,  satisfied  with  holding  in  his 
mouth,  above  its  surface,  some  dark  object  iie  had 
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recovered  in  his  long  dive,  he  suffered  himself  to 
be  whirled  down  the  stream,  until  he  was  sensible 
that  his  shoot  became  less  rapid ;  he  then  caught 
at  an  overhanging  root,  and  checking  his  onward 
progress  with  a  wrench  that  would  have  tried 
severely  muscles  less  toughened,  he  hauled  his 
spare  sinewy  frame  high  up  upon  a  rock,  where 
his  companions  found  him  seated,  all  panting  with 
his  violent  exertions. 

**  Dere  not'ing  dere.  Capons,  'cept  dis,**  gasped 
Kanacka,  holding  out  a  dark  case,  which  Anak 
eagerly  clutched,  exclaiming, — "This  is  a  find 
worth  having,  Kanacka,  though  I  knew  not  that  I 
had  lost  these  papers,  which  I  still  hope  to  restore 
some  day ;  but  what  about  the  gold  bag,  Sandwich 
Tom  ?  did  you  rout  well  among  the  posts  during 
your  visit  below  there  ?" 

^*  Dere  on'y  one  post  left  now  standin' ;  me  feel 
him,  but  not  Cap'n  Edga's  post ;  me  know  dat,  and 
dere  be  no  hook — no  bag — ^no  t'ing." 

'*  Perhaps  it  has  caught  amoi^  some  rocks  or 
bushes,"  said  Dickon;  "and  in  the  old  river, 
Master  Harold,  I  used  to  know  how  to  dive,  so  I 
will  just  try  my  luck  at  one  of  Kanacka's  plunges.** 
But  before  Dickon  could  divest  himself  of  his 
jacket  and  belt,  the  Sandwicher,  backed  by  the 
brothers,  put  a  negative  upon  his  bold  venture. 

"  Dickon  swim — es,  but  muss  know  how  to  live 
in  water  to  go  down  dat  flood ;  Kanacka  see  trees 
and  rocks  come  dis  way,  come  dat;  now  he  stoop 
under,  now  float  over,  now  dive  down — ^muss  have 
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ail  eye,  and  no  time  to  t'ink.  No,  Dickon  muss 
stop  while  Kanacka  look  once  more.  Maybe 
him  caught  in  rock  or  bushes ;  go  down  very  far 
distance,  to  Biver  'Merican." 

Again,  in  spite  of  the  opposition  of  the  brothers, 
which  Anak  and  Dickon  joined  in  overruling, 
Kanacka  proceeded  up  the  stream  to  gain  his 
vantage  ground,  so  that  the  current  might  not 
sweep  him  over  the  remains  of  the  hut« 

As  he  had  signified  his  intention  of  swimming, 
or  being  whirled  rather,  some  distance  down  the 
stream,  so  as  to  examine  the  thick  underwood  on 
both  sides,  and  see  if  the  uprooted  post  had  caught, 
with  its  precious  burden  attached,  in  any  of  the 
overhanging  bushes,  it  was  arranged  that  Dickon 
and  Edgar  should  keep  guard  over  their  shed, 
while  Anak  and  Harold  followed  as  they  could 
down  the  banks,  to  give  a  helping  hand,  if  re- 
quired, to  the  bold  swimmer. 

The  Sandwicher  plunged  in  some  thirty  yards 
above  the  place  where  the  hut  stood,  but  after 
waiting  full  a  minute,  they  saw  him  rise  to  the 
surface  far  below,  and  he  shook  his  head,  and 
raised  his  empty  hands  an  instant,  as  he  shot  past 
Anak  and  Harold  full  a  hundred  yards  lower 
down.  They  hurried  after  him,  and  managed  to 
keep  him  in  sight,  as  he  stopped  himself  at  times 
by  a  clutch  at  the  bushes,  in  order  to  examine 
their  leafy  recesses. 

It  may  be  remembered  that  the  hut  had  been 
constructed  a  few  hundred  yards  up  the  canon  or 
£3 
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ravine^  which  opened  upon  the  banks  of  tl 
American  stream.  The  American  Rivei 
towards  which  Kanacka  was  swimming,  wi 
ing  and  swollen  tide  now  poured  oyer  tl 
spot  from  which  Edgar  had  extracted  &< 
gold,  and  to  which,  in  great  part,  it  was,  j 
now  restored. 

As  soon  as  Anak  and  Harold  reached  t 
or  entrance  of  the  canon,  they  saw  th 
rolling  along  extended  to  three  times  its 
width;  the  low  banks  to  the  south  beii 
merged  by  an  almost  stagnant  overflow,  ^ 
the  real  channel  of  the  river,  the  current  tb 
at  furious  speed.  Kanacka  was  yet  in  sif 
swimming  with  graceful  ease,  in  the  compa 
still  water  that  cohered  the  low  plats.  He 
round  an  instant  to  look  behind  him,  and  e^ 
descried  them,  as  they  stood  on  the  high  a 
of  the  bank.  He  pointed  to  some  dark 
floating  quietly  onwards  about  a  quarter  oj 
lower  down,  and  towards  which,  after  a  sh 
on  his  back,  he  began  to  cleave  his  way  ' 
impulse  a  swan  could  not  have  surpassed. 

Oscar,  too,  saw  him,  and  at  his  master 
mand  scoured  along  the  banks,  and  plun^ 
the  stream  as  soon  as  he  got  level  wi 
swimmer.  Before  Anak  and  Harold  had 
plished  half  the  distance,  a  boat  shot  01 
behind  a  projecting  point,  and  was  steered 
the  floating  mass  to  which  Kanacka  was  i 
his  course.     It  was  paddled  by  four  hal 
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Indiaoa,  and  in  the  stem  sat  a  tall  &gure,  wearing 
a  huge  straw  hat  slouched  over  his  face. 

^*  That  is  the  very  fellow  that  I  saw  workiog 
awaj  with  his  file  of  Indians^  as  I  came  up  the 
hanks  to  look  for  you.  Captain  Harold,"  exclaimed 
Anak,  pointing  to  the  canoe,  and  hastening  on  with 
such  vast  strides,  that  Harold  had  some  difficulty 
in  keeping  up  with  him. 

*'A  cursed  pity  we  left  our  rifles  behind," 
growled  Anak;  **  but  I  have  Jilting  Bess  and 
her  five  charges,  and  there  are  but  two  of  them 
yonder,  for  the  four  Injin  wretches  on*y  count 
for  one.** 

'^  And  I  have  one  pistol,"  said  Harold,  cocking 
his  weapon  in  readiness;  ^'but  look,  Anak,  the 
fellow  in  the  hat  is  going  to  run  down  poor 
Kanacluu" 

*'  The  Lord  have  mercy  on  the  sinner*s  soul,  if 
he  hurts  a  hair  of  his  head !  but  no — he  has  only 
cut  him  off  from  the  floating  stumps,  which  look 
uncommonly  like  part  of  the  planking  of  yoiu: 
hut,  Captain  Harold." 

The  canoe  now  had  completely  interposed 
between  Kanacka  and  the  floating  timbers,  and 
lay  to,  motionless,  at  about  sixty  yards  from 
the  shore,  where  Harold  and  his  companion  stood 
watching  in  eagerness  all  that  was  going  forward. 
They  distinctly  heard  the  drawling  nasal  of  the 
man  in  the  straw  hat,  as  he  cried,  ^'Stam  all, 
stranger ;  I  reckon  I'm  a  genuine  son  of  freedom 
from  the  States, — this  flotsam  is  more  mine  than 
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}  our'n^  so  sheer  off  for  a  dam'd  nigger  Britisl 
as  you  are — afore  this  paddle  tries  the  thicki 
of  your  skull.  We  ain'^t  going  to  be  deloodec 
our  rights  any  longer^  so  sheer  off,  I  say ;  I  h 
liad  an  eye  to  them  posts  this  hour,  and  watd 
with  my  glass  where  they  come  from.** 

But  Kanacka  had  seen  something,  that  I 
riveted  his  attention,  in  the  shape  of  the  float 
cradle.  This  also,  to  say  the  truth,  it  was 
c  special  object  of  the  man  in  the  canoe  to  seci 
lor  he  had  seen  it  come  floating  down.  1 
iiacka  besides  thought,  with  truth,  as  will  be  se 
that  it  might  chance  that  the  uprooted  corner-[ 
had  floated  down  with  the  same  current,  and  t 
he  yet  might  recover  it,  and,  perhaps,  the  g 
bag  too,  if  it  had  remained  still  hooked  on 
Edgar  left  it  The  gold  would  enable  them 
.  purchase  new  implements  and  stores,  where? 
to  begin  afresh. 

In  his  eager  haste  to  recover  their  lost  propei 
Kanacka  paid  no  attention  to  the  upraised  pad* 
and  when  a  violent  blow  was  aimed  at  him, 
immediately  dived.  Oscar,  who  just  then  reac 
Ids  side,  with  an  angry  growl  seized  the  paddh 
his  jaws,  and  half  upset  the  canoe  in  his  efforti 
wrest  it  from  the  Yankee's  hand. 

"  I  could  shoot  him  as  he  sits..    And  by 
Lord,  if  he  does  not  loose,  I  will  send  a  bu 
through  his  heart !''  ejaculated  Anak,  as  he  level 
the  long  barrel  of  his  revolver  at  the  Yankee 
the  stern,  "  after  I  have  couiited  one,  two,  thre 
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He  pulled  the  trigger ;  it  snapped  only ; — again, 
yrith  the  same  Tesults.  Luckily  for  the  Yankee, 
the  flood  had  thoroughly  wet  the  cartridges,  which 
Anak  had  had  no  time  to  change ;  and  the  weapon 
which  in  his  hands  was  ever  fatal,  was  rendered 
useless.  Harold  levelled  his  pistol,  and  fired,  with 
better  success;  «for  the  bullet  struck  the  paddle 
firom  the  Yankee's  hand,  and  Oscar  bore  it  in  tri- 
umph towards  the  shore.  In  the  meantime 
Kanacka  had  dived  under  the  canoe,  and,  escaping 
observation  in  the  struggle  that  had  taken  place, 
he  was  now  quietly  pushing'  before  him  towards 
the  shore  a  broken  portion  of  the  corner-post,  one 
end  of  which  was  submerged,  as  if  by  a  heavy 
weight,  while  the  other  floated  high  out  of  the 
water.  The  Yankee,  with  a  loud  oath,  ordered 
his  crew  to  paddle  after  him,  and  the  canoe 
head  was  suddenly  thrust  between  the  swimmer 
and  the  post  he  was  urging  before  him,  so  as  to 
force  it  from  his  grasp. 

Taking  a  rifle  from  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  the 
Yankee  rose  and  pointed  it  at  Kanacka,  threaten- 
ing to  shoot  him  through  the  head,  if  he  did  not 
sheer  off  to  shore.  Then  he  levelled  it  at  Harold 
and  Anak,  threatening  them  with  a  similar  fate. 

"  Little  heed  should  I  take  of  your  tube,  my 
yallow-faced  friend,  had  but  Bess  been  able  to  give 
her  reply,  or  if  I  had  my  own  long  speak-up  here, 
to  do  justice  betwixt  us,"  growled  out  Anak  at  the 
threat,  while  Harold  called  Kanacka  immediately 
to  come  ashore. 
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The  Yankee,  now  sure  of  his  prize, — ^though  he 
could  not  imagine  what  a  broken  post  could  be 
worth,  that  a  man  should  swim  so  £ur  for  it, — 
ordered  one  of  the  Indians  to  lift  it  into  the  canoe. 
The  man  obeyed,  but  the  unexpected  weight  of 
Edgar's  lost  bag  of  gold,  and  a  heavy  sack  of 
bullets,  which  still  remined  securely  attached  to 
it,  threw  him  off  his  balance.  The  boat  heeled  on 
one  side,  and  in  his  struggles  to  keep  his  feet  and 
prevent  an  overset,  the  Yankee  dropped  his  rifle. 
It  struck  the  side  of  the  boat,  exploded,  and 
tilted  into  the  water.  Maddened  by  the  loud 
shout  of  triumph  which  Anak  raised  on  shore  at 
the  sight  of  his  loss,  the  Yankee  snatched  up  a 
paddle,  and  gave  the  Indian  a  heavy  cut  over  the 
forehead.  With  a  cry  of  rage,  the  savage,  in  his 
revenge,  hurled  the  bag  of  gold  far  from  him,  as 
he  thought,  into  deep  water,  and  then  sat  down, 
in  sullen  defiance,  to  await  the  expected  punish- 
ment from  his  master. 

"  I  will  settle  with  you  afterwards,  you  darned 
red-skin,"  he  muttered  between  his  teeth ;  **  and  I 
will  have  the  dust  yet,  when  the  waters  go  down^ 
and  I  have  driven  them  off  .yonder.  I  won*t  be 
baulked  of  my  flotsam." 

He  ordered  his  crew  to  paddle  once  more  to 
the  floating  timbers,  hoping  to  find  another  equally 
well-laden  post;  but  there  was  only  the  broken 
cradle ;  and,  causing  this  to  be  hoisted  in,  he  bid 
his  crew  paddle  sharply  round  the  projecting  point, 
from  behind  which  he  had  appeared,  when  he  first 
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manifested  his  intention  of  annexing  the  flotsam. 
Anak  followed,  swearing  that  he  did  not  mean  to 
let  the  Yankee  have  the  mechanical  after  all ; 
and  Harold  was  just  as  eager  to  recover  it,  for  he 
knew  it  would  console  Edgar  for  their  severe  loss, 
to  restore  him  the  machine  which  would  soon 
enable  them  to  repair  it* 

The  great  bend  of  the  shore  gave  the  canoe  a 
long  start ;  and  by  the  time  that  the  three  pur* 
suers  had  gained  the  point,  they  found  the  canoe 
drawn  up  on  the  bank. 

The  Yankee  was  busily  occupied  in  repairing 
the  damaged  machine,  in  the  shade  of  his  wooden 
hut,  which  had  been  constructed  at  the  edge  of  a 
belt  of  forest-wood,  which  at  this  point  lined  the 
precipitous  banks  of  the  American  River. 

Flung  down  like  a  log  by  the  wall  of  the  hut, 
bound  hand  and  foot,  blinded  with  the  blood  that 
streamed  from  his  forehead,  and  sweltering  in  the 
hot  sun,  lay  the  poor  Indian  who  had  provoked  hia 
ferocious  master's  anger.  Ten  or  twelve  more 
Indians  were  working  in  close  line,  with  their 
washing-troughs  leaned  into  the  trench  they  had 
dug  under  their  master's  eye.  Every  now  and 
then  he  walked  up  and  down  to  examine  the 
results  of  their  toil,  and  to  transfer  to  his  swelling 
bags  what  they  had  collected  from  their  several 
washing-troughs. 

The  Yankee  raised  his  bead,  and  with  a  mis- 
chievous squint  of  his  obliquely-placed  eyes  looked 
hastily  round  the  comer  of  his  hut,  when  he  saw 
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Anak  come  striding  towards  him.  His  I 
rested  upon  something  that  seemed  to  restoi 
him  his  impudent  assurance^  though  the  i 
comers  could  not  see  what  it  was. 

*^  I  guess,  strangers,  that  you  had  better  1 
to  your  own  ground, — or  what  you  have  a 
youi'n,  without  any  right,  seeing  it  belongs  t< 
States.  So^  stand  off,  I  say!  or,  darn  me,  I 
make  you,  I  will." 

"  Not  without  our  own,  though,"  cried  Haj 
springing  before  Anak,  who,  with  calm  conte] 
was  leisurely  stalking  up  to  the  hut,  with  his 
bent  on  the  cumbrous  machine  of  which  they 
been  despoiled.  Harold  was  the  first  to  seizi 
and  though  the  Yankee  was  not  inclined  to 
with  his  booty,  he  did  not  continue  personal] 
struggle  with  his  young  but  athletic  antago 
especially  as  Anak  was  bringing  up  fearful  od( 
his  own  bulky  person.  He  gave  a  loud  caU 
some  invisible  aid,  and  bidding  his  Indians  kee 
their  tasks  in  the  trench,  and  not  stand  gapii 
him,  he  hastily  retreated.  While  Anak  should 
with  unceremonious  ease  the  heavy  cradle.  Ha 
drew  his  knife,  and,  with  ready  compassion,  diy 
the  thongs  which  secured  the  numbed  limbs  oi 
wounded  Indian,  who  still  lay  bound  by  the 
He  rose  to  his  feet,  and  made  an  attempt  to 
but  his  limbs  refused  to  support  him,  anc 
tumbled  heavily  forward  at  the  instant  that, 
shouts  of  threatened  vengeance,  the  Yankee 
turned,  followed  by  the  same  troop  of  dirty-loo 
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vagabonds  who  had  already  crossed  the  path  of  our 
adventurers.  They  had  come  up  the  valley  to 
idle  away  the  day,  for  their  time  of  activity  was  at 
nighty  when  the  gaming-tables  were  set  out,  and 
the  drinking-booths  were  lighted  up.  They  had 
also  avowed  that  they  came  for  the  purpose  of  ex- 
pelling the  party  from  the  ravine,  though,  perhaps, 
their  numbers  and  their  personal  prowess  made 
the  marauders  shy  of  venturing  upon  them. 

It  was  the  knowledge,  that  this  herd  of  outcasts 
were  sleeping  away  their  drunken  orgies  of  the 
preceding  night,  under  the  thicket  shade  behind 
his  hut,  which  had  probably  induced  the  Yankee 
to  oppose  the  determined  attempt  of  Harold  and 
his  companions  to  recover  their  property.  As  for 
his  Indians,  the  Yankee  knew  that  they  would  not 
help  him,  and  at  the  sight  of  the  struggle  which 
was  now  evidently  approaching,  they  all  rested, 
lumioved  spectators  of  the  fracas. 

With  rifles  brandished,  and  bowie-knives  bared, 
the  Yankee  and  his  reinforcement,  with  the  Rene- 
gade among  them,  came  rushing  from  behind  the 
hut  Anak's  only  instrument  of  defence  was  the 
trough-shaped  machine  which  he  had  seized  in 
triumph.  Weighty  and  cumbrous  as  it  was,  he 
whirled  it  round,  and  bringing  it  into  contact 
with  the  foremost  of  their  opponents,  he  felled 
two  of  them  to  the  earth  with  one  mighty  sweep, 
calling  out  at  the  same  time  to  Harold  and 
Kanacka  to  make  good  their  retreat,  while  he 
barred  all  pursuit. 
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Harold,  however,  had  no  intention  of  i 
away  without  striking  a  blow,  and  spr 
Anak^s  side  to  take  his  part  in  the  firay 
Yankee,  who  had  procured  a  rifle  from  his 
that  instant  took  his  stand  under  its  wa] 
covered  him  within  ten  yards  of  his  naked 
Nothing  could  have  saved  the  youth  from 
death,  had  not  the  blood  besprinkled  form 
Indian,  whose  bands  he  had  cut,  raised  itsc 
denly,  and  clinging  to  the  Yankee's  arm, 
down  the  muzzle  of  his  weapon.  The 
ploughed  up  the  sand  between  Harold's  fee 
stooped  to  seize  the  two  rifles,  which  the 
sweep  of  Anak's  ponderous  weapon  had  sen 
from  the  grasp  of  their  foremost  assailants. 

The  Yankee  turned  his  wrath  upon  the 
and  his  clubbed  weapon  came  down  upon  ': 
posed  breast  with  a  crash  that  sent  him  rei 
the  earth.  Meanwhile  Anak,  as  soon  as  he  s 
Harold  had  possessed  himself  of  the  rifles, 
his  huge  missile  with  prodigious  strength  i 
thickest  of  their  foes ;  as  chance  would  ha 
struck  the  Renegade,  who  was  with  loud  vi 
tions  urging  on  his  fellow-ruffians  to  the 
He  had  prudently  taken  up  his  position 
rear  of  the  band,  and  there  was  waiting  his 
tunity  to  send  bis  bullet  through  its  i 
victim,  when  he  was  struck  full  in  the  fai 
comer  of  the  huge  machine,  which  came 
through  the  air  with  the  force  of  a  batteru 
and  overturning  all  in  its  way.     The  no' 
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Stupendous  weapon  created  a  diversion  of  which 
Anak  took  advantage,  and  calling  out  to  Harold 
to  fall  back,  they  slowly  gave  ground  with  their 
fiices  to  their  enemies  ;  their  rifles  ready  pre- 
sented deterred  every  one  of  the  band  from  being 
the  first  to  face  almost  certain  death,  and  crowding 
together  round  their  fallen  ringleader,  they  seemed 
to  be  debating  whether  they  shoidd  pursue  the 
small,  but  gallant  party,  that  awaited  them  behind 
the  cover  of  the  projecting  bank,  before  mentioned. 

"  Where  is  Oscar  t "  asked  Anak,  looking  round 
anxiously  for  his  dog;  ''he  is  not  generally  far  off 
when  anything  like  a  row  is  going  on.** 

But  be  was  now  nowhere  to  be  seen,  and 
Harold  proposed  to  turn  back  to  the  hut  to  seek 
him,  but  Anak  opposed  it,  and  they  resolved  to 
press  on  for  the  mouth  of  the  ravine,  especially  as 
their  enemies  had  again,  with  the  Yankee  at  their 
head,  moved  off  in  pursuit  of  them. 

The  pursuers  were  now  divided  into  two  bands, 
each  numbering  three  times  as  many  as  the  little 
group,  with  which  they  did  not  venture  to  close, 
and  while  one  party  came  directly  after  them,  the 
other  at  a  nm  made  a  bend  round  to  the  right,  to 
cat  them  off  from  the  ravine. 

'^  We  must  have  a  run  for  it  now.  Captain 
Harold,  though  it  looks  ugly,"  said  Anak,  as, 
without  waiting  for  Harold's  remonstrance,  he  set 
off  at  full  speed,  being  sure  that  his  companions 
would  follow.  Immediately  the  whistling  of  bullets 
and  the  straggling  reports  in  their  rear  caused 
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them  to  show  a  bold  front,  and  the! 
halted,  again  to  renew  their  fire  as  so 
saw  the  rifles  turned  from  them.  Tl 
therefore,  was  slow,  and  by  tlie  time 
reached  within  rifle  shot  of  the  ravine, 
themselves  between  two  fires. 

"  De  water!  de  water!"  exclaimed 
'*  we  can  all  swim,  and  dere  is  no  not*ir 
do;  hab  no  chance  but  that.'' 

"  Aye,  Kanacha,  that  might  do,  if  li 
were  half  men,  half  fish,  but  I  doubt  if 
swim  up  the  creek  against  that  current 
try  another  plan;  we  are  not  very  fai 
camp,  such  as  it  is,  though  those  th 
fairly  blocked  up  our  road  to  it." 

So  saying,  Anak  applied  his  finger  i 
and  produced  a  loud  shrill  whistle, — so  ] 
slirill,  that  the  hills  rang  again.  After 
terval,  again  he  repeated  the  call,  and 
loud  roar,  rather  than  a  bark,  was  hear 
mouth  of  the  ravine,  where  the  bloodt 
creants  were  drawn  up  in  a  line  to  dii 
passage.  The  line  was  broken  in  an  insta 
plunged  through  them,  repaying  the 
were  aimed  at  him  with  interest,  fo 
reached  his  master's  side,  his  furmidabL 
black  muzzle  were  stained  with  blo< 
growled  out  his  angry  defiance  at  the  s 
were  aimed  at  him  in  vain,  as  he  buunc 

''  It  is  as  I  thought.  Captain  Harold; 
returned  to  camp  for  something  or  ot 
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tell  what,  for  I  cannot  think  he  had  sense  enough 
to  fetch  lis  help,  though  I  do  expect  shortly  to 
hear  the  crack  of  your  brother's  and  Dickon's 
riflesy  for  they  must  hear  the  shots,  though  these 
cowards  keep  at  safe  distance  from  us." 

''  There  speak  Edgar  and  Dickon/*  cried  Harold, 
as  two  reports  in  qtiick  succession  came  bellowing 
down  the  canon,  followed  at  a  very  short  interval 
by  two  more. 

"  Hurrah  1 "  cried  Anak,  **  they  have  brought 
spare  rifles.  Now,  Captain, — ^now,  Kanacka, — ^now 
Oscar  for  a  rush,  and  fire  as  soon  as  we  are  within 
shot,  for  those  vagabonds  are  stealing  upon  us 
behind." 

All  started  forward  towards  the  ravine  at  full 
speed,  and  as  soon  as  they  came  near  enough, 
without  halting  they  fired.  The  enemy,  thus 
attacked  unexpectedly  front  and  rear,  and  seeing 
all  three,  or  rather  all  four  (for  Oscar  was  no 
mean  opponent)  coming  to  the  charge,  broke  and 
left  a  clear  passage  to  the  ravine,  from  which 
Edgar  and  Dickon  now  issued  at  a  run,  at  the 
same  time  that  they  were  entering. 

**  Back,  back  aU,  and  let  us  look  to  our 
defences,"  cried  Anak.  "  I  am  not  sure  that  they 
will  let  us  alone  even  now,  for  they  are  four  to 
one  of  us." 

Joining  together  and  reloading  all  their  weapons, 
the  little  band  became  once  more  formidable. 

'<  How  fortunate,  Edgar,  that  you  came  at  that 
nick  of  time  I  Egad,  they  had  us  fast  between  two 
fires,  when  you  turned  the  tables." 
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^'  Did  you  not  send  good  'Oscar  bad 
Harold  ?  He  came  tugging  and  pulling  al 
the  rough  ground — what  think  you  ?  The 
bag  which  has  caused  you  such  trouble 
you  into  such  danger.  But  surely  you  s€ 
added  Edgar,  stooping  and  patting  the  dc 
head,  as  he  scrambled  over  the  rocks  by  h 

"  It  whs  his  own  thought,  I  believe, 
Edgar,"  answered  Anak;  "  while  we  were 
scrimmage  behind  the  point,  (which  youi 
will  tell  you  of,  when  we  get  to  our  ne^ 
the  dog  must  have  dived  and  brought 
heavy  package,  though  how  he  managed 
it  along  is  more  than  I  can  telL  He  hi 
pated  E^anacka,  who  had  marked  the  pi 
dive  himself,  as  soon  as  it  grew  dusk ;  b 
guessed,  I  suppose,  that  we  were  on  the  tra 
^ere  bag,  so  rushed  off  with  it  to  you,  as  si 
had  fished  it  up,  making  sure  of  that,  and 
you  to  help  us  at  the  same  time.  But  her 
and  here  is  all  that  is  left  of  your  camp.  N< 
we  must  hold  a  palaver  whether  we  shall 
fight,  or  give  in  and  seek  another  location 

They  now  approached  the  sheds,  againsi 
of  which  Edgar,  with  Dickon's  aid,  had  i 
to  erect  a  kind  of  shanty  as  a  tempon 
of  refuge.  It  was  proposed  also  thai 
their  band  should  remain  constantly  on  d 
one  on  the  summit  of  the  rock  above  them. 
some  distance  along  the  ledge  that  bord 
still  swollen  but  decreasing  torrent. 

All   that   day  they  were   busily  emp 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC  ■ 


THE  VALLEY  OF  GOLD. 


95 


at  defences  they  could  against  any  sudden 
f  night  That  they  were  closely  watched 
it^  for  no  sooner  had  Dickon  stationed 
ody  upon  the  rock  that  overhung  their 
lace,  than  a  report  of  a  rifle-shot  was 
Q  the  other  side  of  the  stream.  They 
ans  of  crossing,  and  so  the  sentinel^  who 
arrow  escape,  (for  the  bullet  glanced  from 
e-barrel,  on  which  he  leaned,  keeping  the 
;n  look-out  around,)  was  withdrawn  from 
d  rock,  and  stationed  behind  the  shelter 
],  while  at  short  intervals,  in  parties  of 
ree,  they  beat  up  the  dense  thickets  in 
ibourhood. 

ather  saw  nor  heard  anything  on  their 
>f  the  river,  though  if  any  one  showed 
r  an  instant  on  any  point  exposed  to  the 
k  of  the  ravine,  he  was  sure  to  draw 
elf  a  rapid  shot  from  the  bushes, 
how  it  is,'*  said  Anak,  as,  in  company 
NO  brothers,  he  returned  to  their  narrow 
er  making  a  long  but  fruitless  roimd, — 
9V  it  is ;  they  have  got  the  canoe  we  saw 
ler,  and  now  that  bipod  has  once  been 
y  mean  to  pick  us  ofi*  piece-meal." 
let  us  cross  and  charge  among  them,'* 
larold,  instantly. 

lo,**  replied  Anak,  with  a  shake  of  his 
le  stream  is  yet  too  deep  for  us,  and  our 
m  would  be  sure  to  get  wet.** 
the  stream  is  going  down  fast,  Anak,'' 
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said  Edgar,  ''  and  it  will  neyer  do  to  risk  our  lives 
every  time  we  come  £rom  under  cover;  besides,  I 
fear  a  stray  bullet  may  hit  one  of  our  horses.  I 
think  with  Harold,  that  our  hidden  assailants  most 
be  dislodged,  and  that,  without  loss  of  time ;  we 
could  tie  our  rifles  on  our  heads  and  swim  over 
higher  up." 

**  Well,  if  the  Captains  decide  upon  it,  Anak 
Bluff  isn't  the  man  to  hang  back.  But  had  siting 
Bess  here,"  added  he,  ''  not  been  damaged  by  a 
drop  of  water,  this  scrimmage  would  ha'  been 
settled  at  first  starting,  I  guess,  while  my  straw- 
hatted  squinting  friend  was  within  fair  range.** 

''  Perhaps  it  is  getting  too  dark  to  do  anything 
to-night,"  said  Edgar;  *'but  what  think  you, 
brother, — ought  we  not  boldly  to  defend  ourselves, 
before  anyone  of  our  band  is  sacrificed  V* 

*'  There  comes  light  enough  and  cause  enough  to 
make  us  stir,"  replied  Harold,  levelling  his  rifle  as 
he  spoke. 

Just  then  a  bright  glow  was  shed  all  round 
them,  caused  by  the  fiery  flight  of  three  arrows,  to 
whose  heads  was  attached  a  bunch  of  some  blazing 
substance.  They  fell  upon  the  exposed  part  of 
their  shed,  and  quivered  in  the  planks,  like  three 
meteors  that  had  suddenly  fallen  from  the  sky. 

Harold  fired,  and  vrith  some  effect,  for  a  yell  of 
pain  followed  the  whistling  of  his  bullet,  as  it 
plunged  into  the  thicket  from  which  the  bumu^ 
arrows  had  been  discharged. 

Dickon  and  Anak  tore  the  arrows  firom  the  roof, 
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and  their  light  was  extinguished  before  they  were 
able  to  perceive,  by  the  bright  glare  they  had  shed 
around,  if  there  was  any  movement  among  the 
bushes  on  the  other  side. 

"  I  can't  say  that  I  like  the  look  of  this/'  said 
Anak,  as  they  gathered  round  the  fire  Kanacka 
had  kindled  in  the  rear  of  the  shed,  and  examined 
the  arrows,  which  were  thickly  tied  round  with  dry 
rush  fibres  dipped  in  resin  and  pitch.  I  don't  like 
it  half,  I  don't;  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  there  is 
Indian  deviltry  in  this ;  it  is  an  old  device  of  the 
red*5kin.  We  must  push  across  somehow,  we 
must,  and  find  out  the  truth,  though  they  sounded 
like  the  crack  of  white  rifles :  lucky  our  planks 
were  so  wet,  and  wouldn't  burn." 

"Stay,"  said  Harold,  "let  us  draw  another 
shot;"  and  he  hurled  a  blazing  brand  among  the 
bushes,  so  as  to  cast  a  bright  l^ht  upon  the  corner 
of  the  shed  that  was  not  protected  by  the  rock, 
and  then  held  his  jacket  upon  the  butt-end  of  a 
rifle.  In  an  instant  they  heard  two  sharp  cracks, 
and  the  jacket  was  pierced  in  two  places,  showing 
how  closely  their  every  movement  was  observed. 

"  That  sounded  again  like  a  white  rifle  crack ; 
your  red  man  puts  in  too  heavy  a  charge  of 
powder,"  said  Anak,  coolly. 

'*  Yes,  and  this  is  the  doing  of  one  of  our  colour, 
surely,"  said  Edgar,  unfastening  the  bunch  of 
combustibles  fixed  to  the  arrow-point,  and  unroll- 
ing a  piece  of  printed  paper ;  "  Indians  don't  read 
printed  books." 

voi*  n.  p 
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"  Well,  there  is  no  denying  that ;  and 
mean  to  be  burnt  out,  we  must  cross  tl 
for  they  will  be  at  it  again,  and  if  the 
shed,  they  will  kindle  such  a  blaze  that 
stand  but  a  poor  chance  against  their  rifle 
Captains,  shall  we  pack  up  your  animal 
if  we  can  pick  our  way  over  the  edge  of 
and  make  for  the  woods,  or  shall  we  cross 
fight  it  out  ?" 

"  It  is  impossible  in  the  dark,  or  ever 
light,  to  take  our  animals  up  these  rocki 
replied  Edgar,  looking  hopelessly  at  tl 
abrupt  ascent  above  them. 

"Then  there  only  remains  to  cross  c 
ther,"  said  Harold ;   "  and  now  for  the 
of    getting     our    rifles    over    without 
powder.*' 

'^  Kanacka  do  dat,"  replied  a  voice  at  1 
and  the  Sandwicher  pointed  to  a  long  thii 
rope  which  he  held  in  the  light ;  "  follow 
a  bit  up  stream,  eh  ?" 

The  brothers  followed  him,  and  withoi 
words  he  began  his  operations  by  tying  (t 
the  stem  of  a  tree,  and  taking  one  end  in 
he  silently  dropped  into  the  water.  It 
too  dusk  to  see  across  the  river  distinctly ^ 
could  distinguish  a  dark  mass  on  the  oth 
the  bushes,  and  in  another  minute  the 
hauled  taut. 

"  It  will  never  do  to  send  all  our  an 
before  we  get  over,"  remarked  Edgar,  as  1 
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made  up  a  bundle  of  their  ammunition  and  rifles, 
ready  to  sling  across. 

"  Shall  Anak  and  I  go  first,  and  you  and  Dickon 
bring  up  the  rear,  brother  ?  You  will  best  con- 
trive to  send  us  over  our  bundles.  I  suppose,  too, 
old  Oscar  must  come.'* 

The  proposal  was  followed  out:  aided  by  the 
rope,  the  fast  subsiding  flood  was  easily  crossed  by 
powerful  and  experienced  swimmers.  Edgar  then 
raised  his  end  of  the  rope  by  climbing  into  the  fork 
of  the  tree,  and  pulling  the  line  tight,  he  fastened  on 
the  bundles  as  Dickon  handed  them  up,  and  then 
allowed  them  to  slip  down  in  safety  to  the  other 
side,  a  sudden  jerk  being  the  signal  that  told  him 
when  each  had  glided  into  the  expectant  hands  of 
his  companions  on  the  other  side.  When  all  the 
bundles  liad  been  thus  transported  to  the  other 
bank,  Edgar  descended  from  the  bough,  and  chang«> 
ing  the  incline  of  the  rope  to  a  level,  he  fastened  it 
once  more  to  the  stout  trunk,  so  as  not  to  be  out  of 
their  reach  while  swimming  oven  They  found 
their  companions  on  the  other  side  waiting  for 
then),  and  vdthout  further  delay  they  got  their 
weapons  in  readiness,  and  in  single  file  followed 
Anak  up  the  bank.  Kanaka  was  then  sent  back  to 
keep  watch  in  their  absence ;  and  the  rest,  keeping 
well  together,  pressed  forward  in  the  direction  in 
which  they  supposed  that  their  assailants  were 
hidden. 


?2 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

PURSUIT  OP  THE  YANKEE  Ain>  HIS  PARTY — RESCITS  OF  TI 
SLAVE  ISHRONAH  PROM  HIS  MASTERS  VENGBAHCB— MOET 
VALLEY  OP  GOLD. 

They  proceeded  with  the  utmost  cautio 
when  once  or  twice  a  stone  was  dislodged,  i 
crashing  among  the  bushes,  they  halted  a 
tened,  but  could  hear  nothing  to  break  the  s 
of  the  night,  save  the  eternal  buzz  of  the  bw 
quito  and  the  call  of  the  night-owl. 

Anak,  to  the  best  of  his  power,  made  ] 
point  whence  their  assailants  had  opene 
Oscar  snuffed  the  air,  and  dragging  Anak  a 
he  held  him  in  by  a  leathern  thong  round  hi 
he  tore  through  the  thickets  towards  the 
of  the  bank.  Here  the  ground  was  more  ( 
a  deep  growl  broke  from  Oscar,  as  they  saw 
mass  moving  along  the  comb  of  the  bank. 

**  They  are  there  !"  muttered  Anak  to 
who  followed  close  behind  him,  and  while 
half-a-dozen  flashes  told  him    that  they 
been  observed. 

Anak,  laying  aside  all  concealment,  retu 
fire  ;  Harold  immediately  followed  his  <^ 
and  while  their  companions  scrambled  up  i 
they  started  forward  in  pursuit,  stumbling 
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bodj  that  had  fallen  to  Anak's  ready  rifle,  as  they 
ran  on.  It  was  too  dark  for  them  to  distinguish 
the  fugitives,  but  Oscar's  scent  guided  them.  On 
reaching  the  mouth  of  the  ravine,  they  sprang  down 
to  the  water-side,  where  they  heard  the  splash  of 
oars,  and  by  the  rapid  gleams  from  Anak's  revolver, 
as  he  discharged  it  almost  at  hazard,  they  were 
just  able  to  get  a  momentary  glimpse  of  the 
crowded  canoe,  as  it  disappeared  in  the  darkness. 

"They  are  driven  off,  that  is  certain,"  said 
Harold,  gaapingfor  breath ;  for  their  pace  had  been 
terrific,  in  spite  of  all  obstacles. 

"  There  is  no  fear,  either,  of  their  returning," 
added  Edgar,  who  came  up  at  the  moment,  "  for 
I  think  they  have  suffered:  there  is  one  poor 
fellow  lying  yonder  for  certain;  we  can  return 
and  see  if  he  yet  lives." 

But  Oscar  violently  opposed  all  return,  and 
whined  and  snuffed  the  wind  in  the  opposite 
direction. 

''Let  him  have  his  way,  Anak,"  remarked 
Harold ;  ^'  he  has  his  reasons ;  let  us  follow  him." 

Satisfied  at  being  permitted  to  follow  the  scent, 
the  dog  quickly  led  them  a  short  distance  forward, 
when  Anak  put  out  his  arm  to  restrain  his  com- 
panions from  pressing  on  him,  saying,^ 

"Hist!  hist!  I  see  them  now,  but  they  are 
motionless ;  no.  Captain  Harold^  don't  fire  just  yet, 
I  will  soon  make  them  out.  Down,  Oscar !  Hold 
him  here  awhile.  Captain  Harold." 

The  dog  crouched  at  his  master's  command,  and 
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while  the  rest  halted,  Anak  proceeded  o 
hands  and  feet  towards  the  dark  object, 
there  was  now  sufficient  starlight  to  distinj 
some  score  yards  distant.  Suddenly  Anak  r< 
his  feet,  and  an  exclamation  of  surprise  br 
them  all  to  his  side.  They  then  were  al 
perceive  the  figure  of  a  man  with  a  cord  fas 
round  his  neck,  and  attached  apparently  to  tl 
of  a  young  pine-tree,  which  was  by  some 
trivance  bent  down  and  secured  to  the  earth, 

"  Hold,  Captain  Edgar,"  cried  Anak,  a 
youth  instantly  unsheathed  his  knife  and  st 
forward  to  divide  the  cord;  "hold,  if  you  ^ 
save  the  poor  devil's  life,  for  I  fear  he  has 
lynched.  We  must  go  about  it  carefu 
perhaps  the  slightest  strain  on  some  peg  ' 
raise  him  with  a  jerk  twenty  feet  in  the  air,  ; 
pine  sapling,  released  from  the  catch,  would  s 
up  —  no ;  we  must  have  a  light  and  se 
contrivance." 

**  Here  is  the  arrow-head,  which  I  luckily 
kept  in  my  pocket,"  said  Edgar;  and  by  the 
of  a  little  powder,  and  some  dry  wadding, 
soon  kindled  their  torch. 

By  its  light  they  saw,  standing  under  a  tre 
motionless  figure  of  the  wounded  Indian  in  y 
behalf  Harold  had  interposed  by  cutting  his  b 
a  service  which  the  Indian  repaid  by  claspiii 
master's  arm,  in  time  to  save  Harold  from  a  1 
irom  the  Yankee's  rifle. 

A   cord   was    firmly   fastened   round   the 
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fellow's  neck,  and  being  passed  oyer  a  bough  above 
his  heady  was  connected  with  a  catch  or  peg,  which 
held  finnly  tied  down  to  the  ground  the  bent  stem 
of  a  young  pine  which  grew  close  by.  Had  he 
stooped  an  inch,  had  he  moved  a  limb,  the  rope 
would  have  been  pulled  tight,  the  peg  would  have 
been  withdrawn  from  the  catch,  the  pine  sapling 
would  have  been  released,  and  springing  up  like  a 
mole-trap,  would  have  hurled  him  over  the  boughs 
high  in  the  air,  and^  if  his  life  withstood  the  shock, 
would  have  ended  his  torments  by  hanging  him 
with  the  rope,  noosed  round  his  throat  ready  for 
that  purpose.  To  entice  the  poor  fellow  to  this 
forced  suicide,  they  had  fixed  upon  a  stick,  all  but 
within  his  reach,  a  piece  of  roasted  flesh,  to  excite 
and  mock  the  pangs  of  hunger. 

But  he  remained  motionless  as  a  block  of  stone 
while  Edgar  divided  the  cord  with  every  precau- 
tion. His  knife  was  keen  and  soon  separated  the 
strands  of  the  noose,  and  he  next  set  his  bound 
arms  at  liberty. 

As  soon  as  the  Indian  felt  himself  free»  he  gave 
a  yell  of  delight,  rushed  up  to  each  in  turn,  and 
placed  the  hand  of  each  upon  his  head  in  token  of 
his  gratitude.  He  then  gave  them  to  understand 
that  his  master,  in  revenge  for  his  having  baffled  his 
attempt  to  shoot  Harold,  had  called  a  jury  (as  they 
termed  it  in  mockery)  of  his  ruffian  companions, 
and  they  had  sentenced  him  to  be  lynched  in  the 
method  described.  They  had  brought  him  over  to 
that  spot,  thinking  that  he  would  not  be  observed. 
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and  his  master's  ferocious  revenge  was  gratified 
with  the  thought  of  the  lingering  death  to  which 
he  had  condemned  his  victim,  and  which  he  meant 
to  witness  iu  person.  What  they  did  further  the 
Indian  could  not  tell,  but  he  heard  firing,  and  the 
whole  band,  numbering  ten  or  more,  had  moved  up 
the  stream,  leaving  the  canoe  hauled  up  on  the 
shore.  It  was  very  easy  to  account  for  all  the 
rest,  and  it  was  also  satisfactory  to  know  that,  at 
least  for  the  present,  the  coast  was  dear  of  their 
assailants. 

Before  leaving  the  spot,  Harold  could  not  resist 
the  temptation  of  trying  what  would  be  the  effect 
of  releasing  the  catch  which  held  down  the  young 
pine.  He  pulled  the  cord,  and  though  it  was  but 
with  one  finger,  the  peg  gave  way,  and  with  a 
whistling  whirr  the  straight  stem  of  the  pine 
started  back  to  its  natural  upright  position,  with  a 
force  that  made  them  all  shudder. 

^'The  Indian  has  had  but  a  narrow  escape," 
said  Edgar;  'Mt  makes  my  blood  run  cold  to 
think  of  a  fellow-creature  being  subjected  to  the 
terrific  force  of  that  tree  catapult ;  but  the  Indian 
is  wounded — the  blood  is  yet  hardly  stanched  in 
his  breast ;  come,  brother,  let  us  make  the  best  of 
our  way  back  to  our  camp,  and  give  him  food." 

**  Yes,  to  the  camp,*'  reechoed  Anak ;  **  lest  we 
should  find  that  in  our  absence  other  enemies  may 
attack  us,  for  now  that  we  have  once  dug  up  the 
hatchet,  as  the  Injins  say,  we  shall  not  get  it 
buried  in  a  hurry.** 
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All  was  found  in  the  camp  as  they  had  left  it^ 
and  Edgar's  first  care  was  to  attend  to  the  wants  of 
the  sufferer  whom  they  had  rescued.  He  was  an 
old  man,  and  his  hair  was  grey.  He  seemed  to 
have  been  a  fine  muscular  figure,  but  it  was 
evident  that  fondness  for  fire-water  had  impaired 
his  frame.  It  was,  indeed,  by  ministering  to  this 
passion  that  his  cruel  master  had  got  him  into  his 
power. 

He  manifested  more  grateful  feeling  to  Edgar 
as  he  bound  up  his  wounds,  than  is  usual  in  an 
Indian  warrior.  When  the  soothing  operation 
was  finished,  he  laid  his  finger  on  his  lips,  and 
leading  Edgar  apart,  whispered  to  him  in  earnest 
and  low  tones.  The  conference  was  somewhat 
long,  and  when  Edgar  returned  to  join  his  com- 
panions round  the  fire,  he  seemed  thoughtful  and 
occupied  with  reflection. 

"  Now,  Edgar,  we  are  waiting  for  your  opinion 
as  to  what  are  to  be  our  future  movements,"  said 
Harold,  breaking  silence. 

"  The  Indian  has  been  telling  me  a  tradition  of 
his  tribe,"  answered  Edgar ;  "  and,  if  true,  it  will, 
as  you  will  see,  hold  out  great  inducements  for  us 
to  change  our  plans.  His  tradition  is  this.  When 
his  fathers,  after  crossing  the  great  Salt  Lake  from 
the  setting  sun,  came  down  from  the  land  of  snows 
and  cold,  to  the  warm  and  fertile  plains  over  which 
the  midday  sun  loves  to  halt  in  his  journey,  they 
focmd  dwelling  there,  a  great  and  mighty  people, 
living  in  vast  cities  adorned  with  palaces  and 
j3 
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temples^  and  calling  themselves  the  Children  o 
Sun.  His  fathers  fought  with  these  sun- 
races  and  slew  them  in  battle,  and  the  sands  i 
up  their  yellow  blood :  the  gods  they  worshi 
cursed  the  sand  and  its  contents,  and  proph 
that  it  should  bring  evil  upon  all  who  should  t 
the  yellow  droppings  of  the  blood  of  the  Chi 
of  the  Sun. 

'  -  And  Ishronah — for  so  the  old  Indian  calls 
self — points  to  himself  as  a  proof  that  the 
the  old  men  of  his  tribe  tell  of,  is  working 
He  also  says  that  at  evening  the  Sun  gathers  i 
him  the  yellow  spirits  of  his  sons,  whom  th 
men  slew  in  battle,  and  that  they  bring  al 
dark  purple  and  red  blood  of  the  invaders  y 
they  themselves  killed,  and  sprinkle  it  in  thi 
and  this  shows  that  the  fathers  of  his  tribe 
told  no  lies. 

^*  Ishronah  then  concluded  with  the  part 
most  affects  us,*'  added  Edgar,  looking  rou 
the  attentive  faces  of  his  hearers,  while  the  I 
sat  apart  in  grave  silence,  "  for  he  stated  thi 
valley  where  there  was  the  greatest  slaught 
still  known  by  the  traditions  of  the  tribe  ' 
have  been  handed  down  to  him — that  ther 
Children  of  the  Sun  fell  fast,  and  their  j 
blood  was  poured  out  like  the  spring  rains,  » 
the  sands  and  rocks  would  not  drink  it  up,  i 
remains  there,  covering  the  surface  of  the  v 
and  lying  in  the  hollows  of  the  rocks,  all  j 
dust  like  that  the  pale-faces  dig  for,  on  the  1 
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of  the  river.  Ishronah  warned  me  against  the  evil 
spirits  which  guard  the  tombs  and  bodies  of  these 
Children  of  the  Sun,  and  says,  that  none  of  his  tribe 
would  enter  the  cursed  valley,  any  more  than  they 
dared  to  dwell  in  the  huge  cities  beyond  those 
great  mountains  of  rocks,  which  the  forests  hide 
from  the  eyes  of  the  red  men,  who  burned  ,them 
with  fire.** 

Edgar  again  paused,  and  before  he  could  resume, 
the  Indian,  who  had  listened  with  great  attention, 
arose  to  his  feet  and  said, — 

'*  The  manitou  of  the  pale-faces  is  strong,  and 
they  will  not  fear  the  yellow  spirits.  Why  should 
not  Ishronah  tell  the  young  medicine  who  has 
given  him  life,  where  he  may  find  more  than  his 
horses  can  carry,  of  the  blood  of  the  Children  of  the 
Sun,  which  they  have  come  across  the  great  Salt 
Lake  to  seek.  They  are  not  afraid :  Ishronah  will 
show  them  the  valley  of  the  great  battle,  which 
lies  three  days  towards  the  rising  sun." 

The  group  looked  at  one  another  in  amazement, 
half  believing  and  wishing  to  believe,  yet  still 
incredulous. 

Anak  shook  his  head  and  whispered  to  Dickon, 
"We  must  take  care  and  keep  the  }'oungsters 
from  Indian  snares,  for  they  are  the  devil's  own 
chicks  for  cunning,  when  they  wish  to  overreach 
us  pale-faces.'* 

The  Indian  seemed  to  divine  Anak's  doubts,  for 
he  came  and  sat  beside  him,  and,  pointing  to 
Anak's  knife,  said,  **  Jjet  the  big  buffalo  hold  his 
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knife  against  the  Indian's  heart,  and  if  Ishronah 
is  a  mocking-birdy  let  him  strike.  Ishronah  is  not 
a  dog.  He  has  drunk  no  cursed  fire-water  now ; 
when  his  nostrils  smell  that,  his  heart  burns  and 
gets  dry.  Ishronah  drinks  the  fire-water  to 
quench  his  thirst,  and  then  he  is  a  dog;,  but  now 
he  is  an  Indian  brave,  and  tells  no  lie.  I  bare 
said." 

As  if  resolved  to  take  no  further  part  in  the 
discussion,  the  Indian  withdrew  from  the  circle, 
and  wrapping  round  him  the  blanket  Edgar  had 
furnished  him  with,  he  sat  down  apart,  and  left 
them  to  their  discussions,  which  soon  grew  ani- 
mated. 

Anak  seemed  loth  to  trust  so  much  to  an 
Indian's  faith.  ^*  Three  days'  march,"  he  said, 
''  yes,  and  perhaps  in  the  end  three  days  to  that; 
and  when  we  are  once  in  the  Injin  country,  the 
varmint  will  swarm  round  us  like  mosquitoes,  and 
sting  us  too,  for  it  is  not  every  day  they  could 
get  such  a  prize.** 

"  I  don't  see,  Anak,**  replied  Harold,  "  that  we 
have  much  to  boast  of  now ;  a  barrel  or  two  of 
fiour,  a  few  planks  and  blankets,  our  arms  and 
horsesy  seem  to  be  pretty  nearly  all  we  have  left 
out  of  our  abundant  supplies ;  but  then  we  shall 
have  the  more  room  for  the  precious  burden 
which  our  silent  friend  there  has  promised,  so 
perhaps  the  flood  has  not  harmed  us  so  much, 
after  all." 

"  Why,  you  see,  Captain  Harold,  Dickon  and 
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Oscar  have  saved  between  them  enough  to  replace 
all  that  is  lost,  and  it  is  not  so  very  far  to 
the  Fort," 

"  But  then/'  said  Edgar,  *'  what  is  the  use  of 
our  staying  here,  if  we  are  to  have  a  rifle  pointed 
at  us  every  time  we  venture  out  of  the  canon  upon 
the  open  banks  ?  Again^  our  placer  is  buried  by 
the  torrent.  I  feel  though,  brother  Harold,  that 
I  get  very  greedy,  when  I  hear  of  this  almost 
fabulous  placer  of  the  Sun-children.  Why  is  it 
I  feel  so  eager  and  anxious,  that  I  am  ashamed  to 
confess  I  would  risk  all  to  ascertain  the  truth." 

''The  motive,  Edgar?  Remember!  Not  for 
ourselves  are  we  doing  this." 

The  brothers  pressed  each  other*s  hands;  and 
Harold,  turning  to  Dickon,  said  with  a  laugh, 
''  Suppose,  now,  we  go  on,  and  leave  Dickon,  who 
is  so  obstinate  on  Anak's  side,  to  guard  our  old 
shed,  for  I  suppose  we  shall  not  take  that." 

**  Master  Harold,"  answered  poor  Dickon,  with 
his  eyes  watery,  though  Harold  had  only  spoken 
in  jest, "  I  would  follow  you,  as  you  know,  through 
a  regiment  of  Indians  if  there  be  such,  and  I  don't 
know  that  there  are  not.  I  have  not  forgotten 
the  bullet-hole  through  your  jacket,  and  it  might 
have  been  through  your  breast,  and  who  would 
tell  that  tale  at  home  ?  Not  Dickon ;  for  his  body 
would  not  be  far  from  his  young  master's,  that  he 
p^Hmsed  never  to  leave." 

"  Hush,  Dickon," interrupted  Edgar,  "you  have 
nobly  kept  that  promise;    but  I  verily  believe. 
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now  that  I  have  heard  of  this  valley,  I  could 
rest  contented,  (and  I  blush  to  own  the  truth, 
I  grow  so  covetous  of  wealth,)  even  if  our  aire 
enormous  gains  were  doubled,  as  indeed  they  | 
mised  to  be,  and  we  were  sure  of  remaii 
unmolested  here." 

"  As  to  that,"  said  Anak,  "  if  we  stick  shou 
to  shoulder  we  shall  soon  find  plenty  in  the  va 
to  join  us,  and  out-lynch  the  lynchers ;  if  it  co 
to  that,  say  the  word,  and  I  will  look  up  men  ^ 
will  strike  on  our  side." 

"  It  really  seems,  then,"  replied  Harold,  "  I 
Kanacka,  who  has  not  said  one  word,  must  i 
say  the  important  one,  and  give  the  casting  vot 

'^  Kanacka  go   wid  massa,    Cap'n   £dga," 
swered  the  Sandwicher  quietly. 

"And  so  will  I/'  cried  Dickon;  "we  all 
that,  but  it  is  hard  to  see  my  young  masters 
into  a  hornets'  nest,  with  a  hornet  to  lead  tl 
on ;  but  I  give  in,  and  will  keep  the  blessed 
sharpest,  look-out  upon  our  dark   friend  th( 
I  promise  him." 

"  WeU,  we  will  sleep  on  it,  good  Dickon,"  s 
Edgar,  "  and  the  rising  sun  will  dispel  y 
doubts,  while  it  dries  up  the  mist  in  the  valley 
let  us  pick  out  our  road  in  some  direction ;  for 
must  not  and  cannot  stay  here,  to  be  shot  dowi 
burnt  out,  and  our  horses  will  be  none  the  wo 
for  a  stretch  if  we  are  to  move  further  on ;  so 
us  spread  our  blankets  for  the  night" 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

m  TWO  AAirCHAB  or  TALOmo  BVBBOUiroXD  BT  DTDXAH  WAS-PAXTHS 
—OLD  JIAV,  TBI  OOXXAHDAHT's  fOLLOWIB,  WOtrVDID— LIZLA*8 
HnOlO  DBATR — TBI  COMBAT  THIOKXirS — J>OH  OABRIBL  Dl  0A8IBO 
LAflWlD,  BUT  BBBOUBD  BT  RIB  OHAPLAnr,  TBAT  (HBOBDIO. 

The  night  of  stonn  had  passed  away;  morning 
was  come,  and  everything  looked  outwardly  gay, 
smiling,  and  peaceful  in  Valcielo,  the  sheltered 
valley  at  the  foot  of  the  Sierra  Nevada.  The 
flowers  that  clothed  the  hill-sides  were  fresh,  bright 
in  colour,  and  sweet  in  perfume.  The  gorgeously 
plumaged  birds,  the  chacalaca,  and  the  **  paloma 
de  oro,"  flitted  to  and  fro  among  the  rich  foliage  of 
the  orange  groves,  the  myrtles,  and  tamarind,  twit- 
tering and  chattering  in  the  gladness  of  spring. 

The  river  was  still  swollen,  and  swept  with 
a  torbid  roar  through  the  valley,,  overflowing  all 
the  flat  ground  between  the  two  hills,  on  which 
were  respectively  constructed  the  rancherias  of 
Don  Gabriel  de  Castro  and  £1  Commandante,  each 
embowered  in  its  bananas  and  tamarind- trees,  and 
surrounded  by  its  flourishing  and  perfumed  groves. 
Busy  groups  of  labourers  were  occupied  in  culti- 
vating the  gardens  and  vineyards  of  Don  Gabriel, 
which   reached  down  to  the  water-side,  but  the 
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dwelling  of  the  Commandant  was  stilly  and  tl 
was  no  sign  of  life  in  its  neighbourhood. 

The  Commandants  breast  was  too  full  of  anx 
and  dread,  to  allow  him  to  give  a  thought  to 
usual  peaceful  occupations  of  husbandry,  in  wl 
his  household  was  commonly  employed.  He 
explored  the  groves  and  the  forest,  he  had  c 
mined  the  numerous  prints  of  mocassins  that  v 
visible  in  every  direction;  old  Jean,  his  ( 
christianized  Indios,  all  had  pronounced  then 
be  foot-prints  left  by  strange  Indians  from 
south.  The  Commandant  felt  and  knew  tha 
was  true,  and  none  knew  so  ^ well  as  he,  how  fi( 
and  powerful  were  those  unconquered  tribes  of 
south,  whose  prowess  he  had  himself  more  t 
once  witnessed,  and  even  admired,  when  they 
with  bold  vigour  chastised  the  petty  incursion 
the  Mexican  dogs  upon  their  hunting-groimds. 

"But  what  can  they  be  seeking  here,  so 
from  their  villages  ?''  he  reflected  within  hims 
as  he  paced  up  and  down  the  vine-covered  tre 
that  shaded  his  rancho.  "  Why  has  Maino 
warned  me,  and  promised  his  protection  ?  "W 
are  his  plans  ?  I  know  him ;  he  is  daring,  h 
ambitious,  and  chivalrous.  I  will  watch  —  I 
not  trust  too  much.  He  has  a  red  skin  and 
Indian  heart,  and  perhaps  is  burning  under  s( 
unrevenged  wrong." 

It  was  this  doubt  and  reflection  that  had  cau 
the  Commandant  to  give  directions  to  old  Jeai 
put  in  order  their  arms,  to  keep  within  the  ranchc 
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their  Indian  followers  whom  they  could  trust,  and 
to  keep  observant  watch  on  all  the  forest  round. 
He  had  begun  to  have  serious  misgivings  as  to  the 
good  faith  of  his  old  friend,  for  he  saw  the  sun  rise 
with  the  uneasy  conviction  that  his  house  was 
leaguered  by  bidden  and  distant  outliers,  for 
what  purpose  he  could  not  conjecture. 

One  thing  was  quite  certain,  that  no  one  was 
allowed  to  approach  the  river^s  bank  without  being 
the  mark  for  a  shower  of  missiles;  one  of  the 
christianized  Indians  who  formed  part  of  the 
household,  had  been  fatally  wounded,  and  was  now 
lying  almost  in  the  death  struggle,  in  spite  of  his 
masters  personal  care.  The  old  man  Jean,  too,  had 
been  slightly  wounded  in  the  shoulder,  but  nothing 
could  induce  him  to  let  his  master  dress  it. 

Thoughtful  and  anxious  as  all  these  things 
made  the  Commandant,  the  appearance  of  Merced 
and  her  timid  attendant,  as,  with  a  winning 
smile,  she  joined  him  in  his  walk,  and  took  him 
by  the  hand,  caused  him  still  greater  uneasiness. 
He  felt  the  responsibility  of  having  that  fair  young 
girl  to  protect,  girt  as  he  was  by  hidden  foes. 
Perhaps  he  wronged  Mainopah ;  perhaps  he  was 
not  the  leader  of  the  evidently  numerous  band 
which  lay  in  ambush  round  the  rancho;  but  he 
deeply  regretted  that  he  bad  happened  to  meet 
Merced.  One  thing  lessened  the  burden  of 
anxiety, — ^her  brother  was  present ;  but  still,  as  the 
Commandant  met  his  fair  visitor,  be  could  not  banish 
his  oppressing  anxiety  from  his  countenance. 
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"  1  fear^  Senorita  Merced,  that  you  will  be 
tained  here  somewhat  longer  than  you  expects 

"And  why,   Senor,  should  the  £act  that 
are  to  be  burdened  with  an  uninvited  guest  n 
you  put  on  so  grave  a  countenance  ?    But  \vh; 
the  reason?  can  we  not  yet  ford?     Then 
must  swim  our  horses  over.     I  will  call  my 
ther,  Senor.** 

"  No,  that  is  hardly  the  reason,  Senora ;  but 
reality  is  that — that  I  fear  the  road  is  futt  opei 

As  if  to  save  the  Conunandant  further  expl 
tion,  Leila  pointed  with  her  finger  to  a  dozen  ( 
forms  that  glided  swiftly,  and  without  stir 
a  leaf  as  it  seemed,  down  through  the  viuejar 
the  river-side,  and  murmured,  as  she  clasped 
young  mistress  in  her  arms,  "Xm  Indias!  mm 
ama!     Look,  lady!" 

Merced  did  look,  though  she  looked  steai 
and  neither  changed  colour  nor  trembled. 
Conmiandant,  however,  did  both  for  her,  foi 
fears  and  his   dread  on   her  account    incre 
every  minute. 

''Ay!  qui  es  esof  What  is  this?"  exclai 
Don  Antonio,  who  had  come  out  unperceived, ; 
laying  his  hand  fondly  on  his  sister's  dark  gl 
tresses,  gazed  with  a  deal  more  concern  at 
sight  of  the  Indians  than  his  brave  sister  had  i 
descended  to  manifest  Merced  seemed  inst 
tively  to  know  that  it  was  solely  her  presence  wl 
half  unmanned  the  bold  hearts  of  the  two  u 
who  would  never  have  felt  the  slightest  tremc 
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any  personal  danger  that  might  threaten  themselves ; 
and  she  nerved  herself  to  manifest,  as  evidently  as 
possible,  the  courage  which  she  really  felt.  • 

"  We  must  put  up  our  heaviest  shutters,  An- 
tonio ;  we  are  completely  surrounded,  and  though 
I  hardly  think  that  they  mean  to  assault  the  house, 
they  will  let  no  one  venture  out,"  said  the  Com- 
mandant, after  a  long  and  anxious  pause. 

''Surely  you  have  not  tried  yourself;  were  you 
struck  ?"  asked  the  young  Spaniard,  while  Merced 
repeated  the  question  as  plainly,  with  her  dark 
expressive  eyes* 

"  They  missed  me,"  replied  the  Commandant, 
"  but  they  have  wounded  Jean  slightly,  and  one  of 
the  Indians,  I  fear,  fatally.'* 

''  Where  is  he  ?  "  exclaimed  Merced,  hurriedly ; 
"  let  me  go  to  him — ^is  he  badly  hurt?" 

"  Stay,  sister." — "  Nay,  Senora,"  interposed  both 
brother  and  host,  and  arresting  the  warm-hearted 
girl's  movement  towards  the  door* 

"  Sefiora  Merced,  it  is  not  necessary  for  you  to 
dress  the  wound — ^it  has  been  done  already ;  but 
we  are  losing  time,  Antonio,  we  must  barricade 
these  windows,  lest  these  prowling  rascals  should 
surprise  us." 

"  God  grant  our  father  may  be  on  his  guard,  for 
those  dark  figures  seemed  to  me  to  plunge  into  the 
river,  and  gain  the  other  side." 

''  I  will  fetch  my  field-glass,  Antonio,  and  then 
iMme  of  their  movements  will  escape  us,  and  Jean 
shall  bring  in  our  thickest  shutters." 
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They  were  good  thick  solid  planks  that  Jean,  at 
his  master's  bidding,  brought  into  the  room,  stag- 
gering underneath  their  weight  The  Commandant 
was  too  old  a  tactician  not  to  have  looked  to  the 
means  of  defending  his  habitation ;  though  daring  ' 
the  years  that  he  had  remained  there,  he  had  not 
found  it  requisite  to  use  the  stout  shutters  which, 
with  his  young  friend's  assistance,  he  now  fitted 
into  their  places;  and  that  done,  he  anxiously 
Erected  his  field-glass  to  sweep  the  valley  once 
more. 

There  seemed  no  longer  any  attempt  at  con- 
cealment on  the  part  of  the  Indians :  as  far  as 
they  were  concerned,  the  thick  groves  afforded 
them  sufficient  covert  to  approach  within  bow- 
shot of  the  house,  and  as  if  now  aware  that  their 
purpose  was  known  to  the  besieged,  they  did  not 
hesitate  to  gather  in  groups  vrithin  sight  of  their 
anxious  gaze,  as  they  stood  to  the  loopholes  of  the 
rancho. 

"  We  are  safe  as  yet,  Antonio,*'  said  the  Com- 
mandant ;  "  they  evidently  have  no  intention  to 
attack  us,  for  it  would  be  contrary  to  their  habits 
thus  to  expose  themselves ;  but  let  us  go  and  com* 
plete  all  our  defences.  Jean  and  the  four  or  five 
Christian  Indians  we  have  in  the  house,  and  on 
whom  I  can  depend,  must  defend  the  two  wings, 
while  you  and  I  mount  to  my  turret ;  I  constructed 
it  with  other  views  than  defence,  but  it  commands 
all  the  valley,  and  we  shall  have  a  view  of  your 
own  rancheria." 
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"  May  God  and  the  Virgin  protect  the  old  man 
I  have  left  there !  '*  ejaculated  the  young  Spaniard, 
as  he  followed  his  host  to  make  the  round  of  the 
defences,  while  Merced  declared  firmly  that  she 
would  await  their  return  with  Leila,  and  keep 
watch  at  the  loop-holes.  The  timid  attendant 
pressed  closer  to  Merced,  as  they  were  left  alone 
in  the  room,  but  her  mistress's  compressed  lip  and 
flashing  eye  told  of  a  fearless  spirit  within  her. 

like  almost  all  the  houses  in  this  part  of  the 
new  world,  the  rancheria  was  built  of  unburn  t 
bricks,  which,  when  put  together  with  care  and 
skill,  form  a  tolerably  solid  construction.  The 
building  was  not  very  large,  being  one  stoiy  high, 
except  where  a  kind  of  turret  or  tower  had  been 
erected  over  the  entrance.  It  was  built  in  ah 
oblong  square,  and  at  each  corner  was  a  kind  of 
projecting  tower,  loop-holed ;  so  that  four  persons 
being  placed,  each  in  one  of  these  towers,  could — 
in  the  military  phrase  of  the  Commandant,  who 
had  contrived  them,  rake  with  his  rifle  all  the 
approaches,  and  command  all  the  sides  of  the 
building.  The  house  was  divided  into  five  com- 
partments; a  centre  one — which  was  kept  at  a 
cool  temperature  by  a  thorough  current  of  air 
through  the  windows,  both  in  the  rear  and  the 
front — was  the  room  of  general  use,  and  that 
wherein  Merced  and  her  criada  Leila  were  now 
anxiously  watching  the  issue  of  the  movements 
without.  The  two  end  compartments  of  the 
dwelling  were  partitioned  off,  each  into  two  rooms ; 
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those  on  the  left  of  the  principal  entrs 
reserved  for  the  Commandant's  own  use 
the  right  being  appropriated  to  the  do 
the  house.  These,  besides  the  grev-1] 
Jean,  who  seemed  to  unite  in  his  own  ] 
duties  of  steward,  lieutenant,  and  hoi 
consisted  of  half-a-dozen  Indians,  whom 
lain  of  Don  Gabriel  de  Castro  had  coi 
Christianity  with  zealous  care,  and  wh< 
duced,  as  far  as  their  waid  natures  pei 
conform  to  the  usages  of  civilization,  am 
— with,  it  must  be  confessed,  no  great  vig( 
the  cultivated  grounds  which  the  Comm2 
annexed  to  his  rancho. 

The  Commandant,  however,  had  perfe 
upon  their  fidelity ;  they  were  in  a  ma 
pletely  separated  from  the  Indies  salragi 
tiles,  as  they  were  called,  who  still  roan 
the  neighbouring  sierras  in  savage  freedc 
the  efforts  of  Fray  Geroniino,  who  spare 
ments  or  inducements,  were  unceasing  ii 
convert  them  to  his  religion.  Indeed, 
that  the  stout  old  Fray — whose  arm  was  a 
his  lips  were  eloquent,  and  whose  person 
was  equal,  if  not  superior,  to  his  rhetoric 
— used  to  have  recourse  to  the  fortiter  \ 
the  suaviter  in  modo  failed. 

As  a  proof  of  the  confidence  and  a 
which  the  Indios  on  the  Commandant's 
felt  for  their  amoy  they  had  brought  the 
from  the  little  huts  which  they  occupi 
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rear  of  the  dwelling,  and  now  all  were  gathered 
under  the  protection  of  their  master's  roof,  ter- 
rified at  the  fill!  of  one  of  their  number,  who  had 
been  pierced  with  an  arrow,  while  attempting  to 
carry  a  communication  from  Don  Antonio  to  his 
father's  rancheria,  on  the  other  side  of  the  river. 

The  Commandant,  as  soon  as  he  was  satisfied 
that  his  planks  and  bars  of  stout  oak  and  cedar, 
had  rendered  his  windows  and  doors  secure,  placed 
four  of  his  best  marksmen,  one  in  each  of  the 
comer  look-out  towers.  Jean  was  placed  in  the 
centre  room  with  the  two  girls,  and  at  the  same 
time  was  able  to  go  from  post  to  post,  to  make  sure 
that  aU  were  on  the  alert.  The  Conunandant  him- 
self, and  his  young  friend,  after  due  inspection  of 
their  arms  and  ammunition,  mounted  to  a  square 
tower  which  was  raised  about  twelve  feet  above 
the  roof  of  the  building,  and  commanded  a  view  of 
Don  Grabriers  bouse  on  the  other  side  of  the  valley. 
Upon  a  platform  on  the  summit  of  this  tower  had 
been  placed — ^though  the  precaution  seemed  un- 
necessary, and  for  a  long  time  proved  so — a  light 
field-piece^  its  muzzle  just  looking  over  the  low 
parapet.  It  had  often  been  a  subject  of  mirth 
among  the  quiet  inhabitants  of  the  retired  valley, 
and  Fray  Geronimo  had  even  denounced  it  as 
tempting  attack,  when  from  time  to  time  the 
Commandant  would  discharge  it  to  be  assured  of 
its  good  condition. 

In  case  of  need  the  field-piece  could  be  fired, 
without  exposing  the  person  who  discharged  it  to 
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the  aim  of  any  enemy  without;  for  v« 
parapet  was  high  enough  to  protect  his  1 
shoulders,  he  could  stand  upon  the  ladd 
iimnicatingy  hy  means  of  a  trap-door,  i 
upper  chamber  of  the  tower,  and  apply  the 
or  turn  the  mouth  of  the  field-piece,  wl 
mounted  on  a  swivel,  in  the  required  direct 

'^  We  can  at  least  fire  a  signal,  Antonii 
your  father  on  his  guard,"  said  the  Comx 
as  they  climbed  the  narrow  stair  leading 
turret, 

"  First  let  us  be  sure,  Senor,  of  the 
matters  from  without,"  replied  Antonio,  i 
his  telescope  and  sweeping  the  valley. 

*'  These  dark  rascals  among  the  trees  lit 
that  I  could  disperse  them  with  a  storm  c 
safe  as  they  perhaps  think  themselves  in  b 
of  rifle-shot,"  muttered  the  Commandan 
observed  a  group  of  full  a  score  Indians,  \ 
few  hundred  yards'  distance  stood  in  opeo 
the  dwelling.  A  tall  broad-shouldered 
with  a  huge  bufialo's  horn  standing  ere 
his  head,  while  its  skin  hung  down  his 
shoulders,  was  the  only  one  of  the  party  n 
and  seemed  to  be  giving  them  orders,  f 
now  and  then  a  warrior  detached  himself  i 
group  and  glided  among  the  bushes, 

"  All  looks  quite  quiet  and  still  on  the  oi 
of  the  valley,"  said  Don  Antonio,  anxioi 
veying  every  window  and  door  of  his  fath 
cheria  that  was  in  their  view.     "  The  Ind 
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at  work  in  the  fields^  and  my  father  is  satisfied,  I 
suppose,  with  our  being  in  safety  under  your  roof; 
for  see,  the  door  of  the  rancheria  stands  open,  and 
though  I  can  neither  see  him  nor  Fray  Gerouimo, 
they  appear  to  be  in  perfect  security,  for  there  is 
no  alarm  or  preparation." 

"  No ;  these  red-skins  are  too  wily  to  let  their 
moTements  be  seen,"  replied  the  Commandant,  who 
had  with  ready  skill  charged  and  pointed  the  field- 
piece,  and  now  stood  hesitating,  reluctant  to  fire 
upon  the  group  within  his  reach,  who  had  evidently 
no  intention  to  commence  hostilities  against  his 
dwelling,  and  at  the  same  time  wishing  to  prevent 
them  from  working  the  mischief  they  were  per- 
chance plotting,  against  his  unsuspecting  neigh- 
bours on  the  other  side  of  the  valley. 

"  Mira  t  mira  !  Look,  I  see  dark  forms  moving 
among  our  groves,"  exclaimed  Don  Antonio, 
losing,  in  the  sudden  sense  of  his  father's  danger, 
the  cool  firmness  which  he  had  hitherto  manifested. 
"  I  win  risk  all — my  horse  is  fleet.  Mi  padres  may 
the  saints  protect  him  !     I  will  go  to  him." 

"  We  can  put  him  on  his  guard  ;  the  report  of 
this  piece  is  heard  far  and  near,  Antonio,  and  he 
win  understand  its  meaning,"  cried  the  Com- 
mandant ;  and  the  next  moment  the  loud  report  of 
his  piece  echoed  through  the  valley,  while  a  storm 
of  grape  went  crashing  through  the  branches  im- 
mediately above  the  heads  of  the  group  of  Indians, 
for  the  piece  had  been  elevated  so  as  just  to  escape 
them  and  their  homed  Chief. 

VOL.IL  G 
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The  change  wrought  by  the  discharge 
]>iece  was  magical ;  before  the  shattered  bri 
which  the  shot  rent  from  the  trees  had  t 
fall,  every  Indian  had  disappeared,  and  rusl 
cover.  On  the  other  side  of  the  valle 
domestics  at  work  in  the  fields,  raised  their 
threw  down  their  tools,  and  like  a  flock  of 
sheep  ran  at  full  speed  from  all  quarters  1 
open  doors  of  Don  GabrieFs  rancho.  The] 
met  by  their  master,  a  tall  thin  commc 
figure,  with  a  stem  aristocratic  countenance 
as  one  sees  in  old  prints  of  the  Spanish  warr 
Cortes  and  Pizarro.  At  his  side  stood  a  stout 
figure,  in  long  ecclesiastical  robes,  which  1 
hastily  tucking  up  under  his  belt,  as  if  to  p 
himsell"  for  whatever  might  chance  to  happe 

With  impatient  dread  the  young  Spanian 
convinced  that  a  party  of  the  same  band  thj 
rounded  them  so  closely  had  been  de 
against  his  father's  rancho)  watched  every 
ment.  His  glasi  trembled,  and  throwing  it 
after  a  moment,  he  cried,  ^*  I  must  go  forth, 
will  be  murdered  before  my  eyes;  they  hav< 
taken  our  signal,  and  are  advancing  to  c 
destruction — they  will  be  cut  off  from  a  ret 
I  must  venture.  They  are  alone ;  Baregui  is 
woods," 

**  Go,  brother,"  said  a  trembling  voice  I 
him,  *'  and  I  will  pray  the  Virgin  to  shie) 
brother  and  father." 

He  turned,  and  saw  Merced,  who  had  coi 
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unperceiTed  and  stood  behind  him,  while  in  her 
beautiful  and  expreasiye  countenance,  anxious  fear 
and  high  courage  struggled  for  the  mastery.  "  Or, 
no^"  added  she  with  firmness,  "  they  will  not  harm 
a  poor  girl ;  let  me  go  forth,  and  you  shall  see  what 
Merced  dares  to  do,  to  save  her  father." 

"  It  would  be  sheer  madness,'*  replied  the  Com- 
mandant ;  '^  you  could  not  go  a  hundred  yards  in 
safety.  I  will  reload  my  piece —perhaps  I  should 
have  fired  lower,  and  not  spared  them.  Stay, 
Antonio-— it  is  madness,  I  tel  you.'' 

(« No— I  will  go  myself,  Merced,  my  brave  sister 
— ^tfaink  you  a  brother  «would  risk  you,  to  spare 
himself  ?  I  will  go.  Let  us  descend — our  friend 
shall  command  and  clear  my  path  ;  these  savages 
will  ndt  venture  within  reach  of  his  piece." 

The  Commandant  looked  after  them  as  they  de- 
scended the  narrow  stair  in  eager  haste  ;  he  seemed 
to  hesitate  in  his  own  mind  what  course  he  ought 
to  pursue.  **  I  cannot  think  Mainopah  has  a  hand 
in  this  attack,"  he  reflected ;  "  I  could  not  dis- 
tinguish his  figure,  yet  I  saw  distinctly  the  tall 
person  of  their  evident  leader.  Yet  why  have 
they  spared  us  ?— for  they  used  not  their  rifles, 
thongh  I  fear  they  have  them ;  their  arrows  fell 
thick  and  near  me,  while  I  beat  up  those  groves, 
which  I  have  allowed  to  grow  too  near  the  rancho 
for  safety.  But  then  we  have  been  safe  so  long,  I 
did  not  expect  that  assailants  would  use  them  as 
a  cover— 4he  next  time  my  piece  shall  fire  low 
enough." 

02 
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The  usually  calm  and  melancholy  expr 
which  rested  upon  the  bronzed  features  o 
Commandant,  gave  way  to  one  of  stem  resolvi 
his  dark  eyes  flashed  as  they  ranged  from  bi 
bush  and  tree  to  tree;  but  not  a  figure  v 
sight,  though  he  felt  sure  that  the  luxi 
vegetation  which  he  reproached  himseli'with  i 
ing  to  grow  so  near  his  dwelling,  harboui 
cloud  of  watchful  assailants,  whom  perhaps  h 
exasperated  by  his  own  discharge,  to  mi 
sudden  attack. 

All  these  thoughts  darted  through  his  mi 
an  instant,  as  he  depressed  the  muzzle  of  his 
piece,  and  taking  up  the  telescope  directed 
the  other  rancho. 

"  By  heavens,  the  boy  is  right ! — the  old  ma 
that  obstinate  Friar  are  walking  along  as  qi 
and  unconcernedly  as  if  they  were  in  the  stre 
Durango,  instead  of  being  within  reach  of  pe 
a  score  of  Indian  rifles." 

He  turned  round  to  descend,  but  at  that  mo 
Jean  met  him,  with  his  furrowed  face  white 
anxiety,  as  he  said, — 

'*  The  young  man  is  determined  to  risk  his 
he  has  rushed  across  the  court-yard  to  the  sti 
and  a    dozen  arrows  were  let   fly  at  him 
the   artemisia  bushes    and  grass   clumps  bj 
garden." 

The  Commandant  again  mounted  his  la 
and  raising  himself  through  the  trap-door,  ex| 
himself  so  as  to  command  a  view  of  the  enc 
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yard  which  lay  between  the  house  and  the  out- 
buildings. 

'^  Ha ! "  he  exclaimed,  as  the  crack  of  a  rifle 
was  followed  by  a  sharp  concussion  against  the 
brazen  tube  on  which  he  leaned, — '*  Ha !  they  are 
in  earnest  now.  We  must  be  ready  to  reply." 
Immediately  the  muzzle  of  the  cannon  was  pointed 
towards  a  clump  of  artemisia  bushes  that  grew  at 
the  edge  of  the  enclosure,  in  the  rear  of  the  house, 
but  nothing  was  then  visible, — not  a  leaf  moved, 
not  a  twig  cracked. 

Suddenly  he  heard  the  clatter  of  horse's  feet  in 
the  court-yard,  and,  mounted  on  his  well-known 
grey,  Antonio  stooped  as  he  issued  from  under  the 
low  door-way  of  the  stable,  and  without  waiting 
an  instant,  he  dashed  away  at  full  speed  towards 
the  river.  But  scarcely  had  he  gone  twenty  yards, 
when,  from  the  thick  groves  which  stretched  on 
each  side  of  the  open  vineyard  down  to  the  river 
bank,  there  darted  half-a-dozen  sheets  of  fire.  The 
grey  plunged,  then  stumbled  forward,  struggling 
an  instant  to  keep  its  feet,  and  then  fell  to  the 
ground. 

Instantly  the  roar  of  the  field-piece  was  heard, 
followed  by  yells  of  pain,  as  the  bullets  pierced 
through  the  cover  where  the  Indians  lay  hid. 

*'Now,  Jean,  I  leave  you  to  serve  the  gun," 
exclaimed  the  Commandant,  as  he  hurried  down 
to  the  room  below,  and  throwing  open  the  door, 
called  to  the  young  Spaniard  to  make  good  his 
retreat  to  the  house,  before  he  was  cut  off. 

Antonio  stood  a  moment  motionless ;  he  could 
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not  tear  away  his  gaze  from  his  expiring  &yourite, 
whose  dappled  coat  was  streaked  with  the  Uood 
issuing  from  its  wounds.  At  the  reiterated  csBs 
of  the  Commandant^  seconded  by  the  piercmg 
tones  of  his  sister,  he  turned  and  met  the  Coid* 
mandant  in  the  act  of  sallying  oat  at  the  head  of 
three  or  four  of  his  IndianB,  to  rescue  him  and 
conduct  him  back  to  shelter. 

"  Your  father,  Don  Gabriel,  has  taken  the 
alarm,  and  returned  unharmed  to  the  rancheiia; 
from  the  turret  I  saw  him  enter,**  was  the  wel- 
come intelligence  with  which  the  Commandant 
met  him. 

*'  Graeioi  a  Dios  I  that  so  far  he  is  safe ;  but 
we  must  contrive  some  means  of  letting  him  know 
how  we  are  situated.  You  know  my  &ther,  S^or, 
and  depend  upon  it  we  shall,  unless  he  is  pre- 
vented, see  him  sally  out  alone,  if  our  Indians 
refuse  to  follow,  to  bring  help  to  his  children.'* 

"  Then  let  me  go,  brother ;  oh !  they  will  not 
hurt  a  woman !— do  not  venture  again  ;  they  will 
kill  you  this  time." 

'*  Mi^  ama  tiene  razon — ^my  mistress  is  right," 
exclaimed  the  Mexican  girl ;  *'  they  wiQ  not  hurt 
a  woman ;  and  if  they  do,  LeiJa  owes  her  life  to 
her  ama  and  amos.'*  As  the  girl  spoke,  she  looked 
up  in  the  face  of  her  young  master,  and  a  burning 
blush  covered  her  face  and  forehead,  when  the 
.young  man  kindly  took  her  hand,  saying, — 

**  Why,  Leila,  when  such  a  little  coward  dares 
to  face  such  danger,  shall  men  ^tay  behind  their 
walls  r 
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environed  by  trees  than  mine.  It  seems 
tooy  if  the  Indian  chief,  Mainopah,  h; 
played  me  false,  that  he  has  not  showed 
He  was  not  wont  to  be  backward  in 
danger." 

*^  She   nears  the  door — she  is  safe, 
cried  Antonio,  too  much  occupied  in  the 
of  his  gaze  to  notice  anything  else,  or 
friend's  remarks. 

It  was  a  matter  of  wonder  that  Leila,  x 
timid  and  retiring,  had  found  nerve  and  ci 
run  the  gauntlet  of  the  lurking  ambush,  a 
the  fury  of  the  torrent.  She  quickened 
as  she  approached  the  still  closed  door  of 
cheria,  but  still  nothing  showed  that  the 
had  observed  her,  or,  at  all  evehts,  int 
obstruct  her  from  reaching  her  master's  d 

The  principal  door  of  the  rancheria  wa 
open,  and,  with  his  rifle  in  hand,  and  girt 
sword,  which  looked  as  if  it  Iiad  desci 
heir-loom  from  the  De  Castros  who  had  J 
Pavia,  the  stiflf  military  figure  of  the  old 
hidalgo  came  forth  with  slow  and  measui 
while  his  eye  wandered  round  in  stem  de 
if  to  seek  an  explanation  of  the  sudden 
alarm  which  had  filled  the  quiet  valle; 
behind  the  erect  and  stately  Castilian,  i 
chaplain.  Fray  Geronimo,  his  stout  shG 
affording  as  striking  a  contrast  to  that  o 
noble  of  the  "  sangre  azul"  of  Castile,  a 
uneasy  rolling  of  his  small  good-humoun 
the  haughty  stare  of  the  Don.     He  was 
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disconcerted  that  Don  Gabriel  had  resolved  to 
come  forth  from  the  protection  of  the  rancho, 
though  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  share  any 
risk  he  might  run. 

"  Que  hai  de  temer^  padre  f — what  have  we  to 
fear,  father  ?  Our  Indians  have  been  frightened 
from  their  tasks  in  the  field ;  our  neighbours  on 
the  other  side  are  on  the  alert ;  I  trust  my  chil- 
dren are  in  safety ;  and  I  propose  shortly  to  assure 
myself  of  it  in  person,  when  I  have  questioned 
this  maiden,  who  you  see  has  approached  un- 
harmed,'*' said  Don  Grabriel,  speaking  over  his 
shoulder  to  the  friar,  as  they  walked  forward  to 
meet  the  messenger,  who  quickened  her  pace  as 
she  saw  them  approach  her.  The  friar  looked 
uneasily  at  the  thick  coverts  that  commanded 
the  entrance  of  the  rancheria,  and  answered 
quickly, — 

"  &  terdad,  Senor  Conde^it  is  true,  Sir  Count ; 
but  could  we  not  have  received  the  messenger  in 
the  hacienda,  when  we  had  once  retreated  there  ?*' 

**  Don  Gabriel  de  Caatro  did  not  retreat.  He 
was  unarmed  when  the  warning  shot  was  fired ;  he 
returned  to  arm  himself,  and  disdaining  his  hidden 
foes,  if  such  there  really  be,  see.  Padre,  his  horse 
awaits  him,  to  bear  a  father  to  defend  his  children 
—they  are  all  heaven  has  left  him." 

The  old  noble  spoke  these  words  with  dignified 
omplicity,  while  his  proud  heart  swelled  with 
mingled  feelings  of  afiTection,  anxiety,  and  scornful 
determination  to  set  all  danger  at  defiance. 

Scarcely  had  the  words  left  his  lips,  when  Leila, 
g3 
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who  panting  and  breathless  was  now  withi 
speaking  distance^  gave  a  loud  scream,  an 
ing  her  arms  wihlly  above  her  head,  fell  b 
an  arrow  quivering  in  her  breast. 

'*  C6barde$  I  **  cried  the  old  noble, 
drawing  his  sword,  and  roshing  towards 
happy  girl  with  flashing  eyes ;  while  the 
once  stepped  boldly  to  his  side,  calling 
Indian  domestics,  who  stood  trembling  at 
of  the  rancho,  to  bring  up  the  horses,  wb 
held  ready  to  mount;,  and  follow  and  defc 
master. 

He  heard  the  branches  in  the  grove 
right  hand  crackle,  as  if  some  one  was  fo 
way  through  them  in  violent  haste,  an( 
out  '*  CuidadOi  cuidado — beware,  Don  C 
the  friar  threw  himself  before  him,  as 
stooping  over  the  dying  form  of  Leila,  e 
held  up  his  outstretched  arms  to  bar  the 
of  an  Indian  warrior,  who  advanced  at  fu 
towards  them.  It  was  the  same  warrior 
been  described  as  bearing  on  his  head  a 
horn,  while  its  hide  hung  from  his  vast  si 
The  attitude  of  the  priest,  his  long  robes^ 
voice,  seemed  to  cause  the  Indian  for  an  ii 
waver ;  he  dropped  the  long  and  glitterin 
which  he  brandished  with  threatening 
and  the  friar  heard  the  deadly  whirl  of  tl 
as  it  was  flung  past  his  upraised  arms,  aa 
cled  with  its  unerring  noose  the  stooping 
Don  Gabriel.  Quick  as  lightning  glitte 
sharp  knife,  which  the  friar  drew  from  ui 
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firock,  but  the  jerk  of  the  tightened  lasso  had 
carried  the  unfortunate  old  noble  out  of  reach  of 
his  aid.  To  spring  on  the  back  of  another  horse^ 
which  at  his  call  an  Indian  had  brought  with 
trembling  to  his  side,  was  to  the  active  friar  the 
work  of  an  instant. 

*'  Now,  God  do  so  to  me,  and  more  also,  if 
I  rescue  not  my  lord  from  tliese  fierce  gentiles," 
muttered  he,  as  he  sprang  like  an  arrow  from  a 
bow  upon  the  traces  of  the  flying  Indian. 

The  sudden  onset  of  the  Indian  had  changed 
the  aspect  of  the  scene ;  an  instant  before,  all  was 
silent  round  the  rancho,  and  as  the  brave  old 
hidalgo  stood  over  the  dying  girl  and  brandished 
his  naked  blade,  he  glared  round  upon  the  silent 
thickets,  vainly  seeking  for  the  enemy  who  had 
shot  the  missile.  Then  came  the  clattering  of 
hoofs,  and  in  a  moment  Don  Gabriel  was  being 
dragged  through  a  cloud  of  dust,  by  the  lariat 
fastened  to  tlie  peak  of  the  Indian's  saddle, 
while  the  yells  of  triumph  that  rose  from  the 
Chief's  followers  in  the  thicket  betrayed  their 
numerous  lurking-places,  and  struck  deeper  dis^ 
may  into  the  terrified  domestics  of  the  rancho. 

Instead  of  supporting  the  bold  friar,  or  covering 
him  with  a  well-aimed  discharge,  they  turned  and 
fled.  He,  meanwhile,  was  fast  catching  up  the 
encumbered  Indian,  apd  knowing  that  though  a 
shot  from  his  holster  pistol  might  bring  down  the 
Chief,  the  horse  might  still  drag  Don  Gabriel, 
he  got  ready  his  own  lariat  and  came  up  with 
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his  flying  foe  before  he  could  gain  the  covert,  or 
discharge  the  rifle  he  was  unslinging  from  his  back; 
with  strong  and  steady  arm  he  aimed,  not  at  the 
rider,  but  the  horse,  and  threw  the  noose  round  bii 
upraised  hoof,  as  he  spumed  the  dust  and  stones 
behind  him.  In  a  moment  the  1^  of  the  animal 
was  entangled,  and  pitching  the  Indian  a  score  feet 
over  his  head,  he  came  crashing  to  the  earth. 
The  friar,  as  he  rushed  past  at  full  speed,  severed 
with  his  knife  the  Indiana's  lariat  almost  before  his 
horse  could  roll  over  in  his  fall,  and  without  dis- 
mounting he  checked  his  own  course,  and  stooping 
irom  his  saddle,  raised  the  still  breathing  thouj^ 
senseless  form  of  the  old  noble  from  the  ground, 
and  \^ith  stout  arms  held  him  before  him,  as  he 
galloped  back  towards  the  rancho. 

Loud  yells  and  shouts  now  filled  the  air,  and  a 
dark  line  of  whooping  warriors  came  leaping  from 
the  thicket,  and,  interposing  between  the  stout 
friar  and  the  gate  of  the  rancheria,  cut  off  his 
retreat,  while  the  domestics,  with  cries  of  terrw, 
fled  in  every  direction,  without  daring  to  offer  any 
resistance.  The  friar  did  not  hesitate  a  moment ; 
he  saw  that  all  hope  of  shelter  in  the  rancheria 
was  lost,  and  while  a  dozen  warriors  sprang  for- 
ward in  pursuit,  turned  his  horse's  head,  and  in 
spite  of  the  double  burden  which  it  bore,  galloped 
down  the  valley,  along  the  open  bank  of  the  river, 
at  a  pace  which  distanced  all  pursuers,  and  soon 
carried  him  out  of  reach  of  the  arrows  and  rifle- 
bullets  which  were  showered  after  him. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


fn  BBorans  nASt  a  obabgh  ov  ths  tallbt  ov  gold— tbbt  dv- 

OOTXB  THS  SGALPBD   OOBFU    OF  THB   8T0BXKBBPBB— HABIXH    HT 

pea.!        FTTBsim  ov  pavlihi,  who  had  bbih  oaptxtbbd  bt  thb  dtdiass — 
,^t  [tu        tBi  TAUunr  ov  Runs. 

Pli- 

j^c     The  startlmg  information  which  had  been  given 
[^:     by  the  Indian^  Ishronahy  embodied  in  the  wild 
J,/;      tradition  of  his  tribe,  was  the  subject  of  long  and 
^^       anxious  debate  round  the  camp-fire  of  our  adven- 
turers.    The  plans  of  all  required  a  new  modifi- 
,.r       cation.    Anak's  love  of  independence  and  solitude 
^^       (while  engaged  in  what  he  held  degrading  to  his 
j^:       old  calling  as  a  hunter  and  a  woodsman)  now 
.         merged  into  the  interest  which  he  could  not  help 
feeling  in  the  two  brothers,  who  found  themselves 
thus  thrown  among  enemies  at  every  step,  and 
engaged  in  pursuits  for  which  nature  and  previous 
habiu  had  not  fitted  them.     The  strongest  feel- 
ing of  friendship   had   been   generated  between 
Dickon  and  Anak,  who  both  seemed  to  feel  that 
they  were,  in  a  manner,  answerable  for  the  welfare 
of  their  young  Captains,  as  they  persisted  in  calling 
them. 

The  residt  of  the  long  conference,  however, 
may  be  briefly  told ;  for,  leaving  the  possession  of 
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the  valley  of  the  American  River  to  be  disputed 
among  its  various  claimants^  with  their  packages 
and  conveniences  wofuUy  diminished,  their  caval- 
cade set  out  at  the  first  light  of  morning.  The 
torrent  had  so  far  subsided,  that  they  were  able  to 
move  along  its  rocky  bank,  up  the  ravine,  in  single 
file,  and  crossing  the  ridge  of  the  right  bank,  on 
which  they  had  encamped,  they  struck  westward, 
under  the  guidance  of  the  Indian,  whose  calm  and 
confident  bearing  more  and  more  inspired  confi- 
dence in  his  good  intentions. 

They  found  that  their  stock  of  ammunition, 
provisions,  and  remaining  necessaries,--^not  for* 
getting  the  results  of  their  short  period  of  toil  on 
the  banks  of  the  Americano, — coidd  be  vexy 
easily  borne  by  three  baggage-horses ;  so  that  they 
were  able  to  assign  the  stoutest  animal  of  their 
caballada  to  Anak,  whose  ponderous  weight  few 
horses  could  have  endured  for  a  single  march. 
The  Indian  guide,  Ishronah,  was  also  mounted; 
and  when  they  had  headed  the  valley,  they  struck 
ofi*at  a  rapid  pace  towards  the  range  of  the  Siena 
Nevada,  at  whose  base  the  Valley  of  Gold  was, 
according  to  the  Indian's  tradition,  to  be  found. 

Being  all  well  mounted,  they  soon  left  behind 
them  the  scene  of  their  previous  occupation  and 
discomfiture,  and  pursued  their  course  over  a  suc- 
cession of  wooded  hill  and  valley,  the  Indian  leading 
the  way  with  undeviating  certainty. 

They  proceeded  almost  in  silence  for  the  space 
of  two  hours,  when  the  Indian  turned  northwards ; 
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a  sharp  gallop  over  a  comparatively  level  plain 
hrought  them  to  the  banks  of  a  stream  which  has 
obtained  the  name  of  the  Bock  Creek. 

Up  to  this  point  their  journey  had  lain  through 
a  country  into  wfaich^  Ishi^ouah  said*  the  white 
man  had  never  before  penetrated ;  but  on  arriving 
at  the  banks  of  the  Rock  Creek,  the  indented 
marks  of  wheels  and  of  horse-hoofs  showed  that 
they  were  not  the  first  on  that  path* 

"  I  knowed  it.  I  was  sure  that,  go  where  we 
would,  we  should  strike  some  trail  or  c^her,** 
grumbled  Anak,  as,  riding  between  the  brothers, 
he  brought  up  the  rear.  '*  When  shall  we  leave 
the  settlements  ?  I  call  to  mind  when,  for  weeks 
together,  in  Oregon  and  west  of  the  Columbia,  we 
saw  no  trail  save  that  of  the  bison  or  the  deer." 

*'  You  cannot  call  that  dam  the  work  of  the 
settlements,  and  those  dark  labourers  who  splashed 
into  the  stream  as  we  passed, — ^you  cannot  say 
they  make  settlements,  Anak,"  said  Edgar,  point- 
ing to  a  huge  beaver-dam,  which  half-a-dozen 
black  muzzles,  just  protruding  above  the  surface 
of  the  stream,  seemed  to  guard  with  jealous  care." 

**  No.  Where  the  beaver  builds  and  the  bujOTalo 
wanders^  jou  never  hear  the  clearing  a&e.  But 
what  call  you  this,  Captain  ?  "  said  Anak,  pointing 
to  a  small,  dark-coloured  object,  that  lay  in  a  deep 
waggon  rut  before  them. 

Oscar,  who,  as  usual,  was  not  far  distant  from 
his  master's  side,  saw  him  point  to  the  object  that 
attracted    his   notice,    and,   with   a   half-playful 
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bound,  he  placed  his  two  huge  paws  upon  it,  and, 
rearing  himself  upon  his  hind-legs  until  his  broad 
head  was  almost  level  with  Anak*s  knee,  on  which 
his  fore-paws  rested,  he  offered  him  what  he  had 
picked  up,  and  now  held  fast  in  his  shining  teeth. 

It  was  a  small  kid  glove, — ^a  strange  object  to 
light  upon  in  such  a  place ;  and  so  thought  Anak, 
as  he  turned  it  over  curiously  in  his  large  homy 
palm,  and  then  handed  it  to  Edgar's  outstretched 
hand. 

"  What  think  you  of  this  for  a  wood-flower, 
Harold  ?**  he  said,  holding  it  up ;  "  and  guess 
what  is  inside.'* 

"  Perhaps  a  biOet,  Edgar,  left  for  wayfaring 
gold-seekers." 

"  Not  that,  brother,  but  an  initial, — a  P.  Do 
you  know  any  name  that  would  suitf* 

"What  did  you  say,  Capen  Edgar?"  asked 
Anak,  changing  colour. 

Edgar  handed  him  the  glove.  Anak  turned  it 
over,  and  murmured,  "  I  never  knowed  but  one 
hand  that  would  go  in  this.  It  would  be  strange 
to  meet  her  in  these  wilds.  Yet  her  father  is  not 
an  onlikely  man  to  push  up  here,  after  alL  Bat 
the  gal, — ^surely  he  would  never  bring  Pauline  to 
such  a  place;  though  she  is  a  brave  gal»  and  I 
dar  say  would  not  leave  her  father." 

"  Do  you  know.  Captains,  any  hand  that  this 
would  fit  ? "  asked  Anak,  musing,  and  examining 
the  glove  again  with  minutest  scrutiny,  while  the 
strong  hands  that  could  almost  have  checked  the 
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onward  rush  of  a  buffalo,  trembled  with  agitation  as 
they  held  the  slight  fabric  that,  perhaps  but  a  short 
lime  before,  had  been  dropped  by  one  on  whose 
account  he  had  sacrificed  the  habits  and  inclina- 
tions of  a  life.     "  Yes ;  it  must  be  Pauline's." 

"You  never  told  us  that  you  had  met  the 
storekeeper's  daughter/'  said  Harold. 

*'  It  was  a  sore  subject,  boy ;  but  now  you  may 
guess  the  truth.  I  was  in  the  States.  I  saw  the 
gal ;  and  I  feel  like  as  if  she  was  l^omehow  grown 
into  my  nature.  I  can't  separate  myself  from  the 
thought  of  that  gal,  boys,  I  can't ;  and,  for  a  man 
of  my  inches,  it  ain't  creditable  to  own  it,  I  fear. 
So,  let  us  not  talk  more  of  it, — though,  to  tell  the 
truth,  it  does  sound  musical  in  my  ears  to  hear  her 
talked  of." 

The  conversation  was  suddenly  interrupted  by 
the  Indian's  expressive  "Hugh!"  as  he  halted 
some  distance  ahead,  and  pointed  to  some  object 
that  lay  before  him  in  an  opening  of  the  forest 

Kanacka  and  Dickon,  who  rode  in  the  centre, 
with  the  pack-horses,  drew  on  one  side,  to  let  the 
brothers  and  Anak  pass  ahead ;  and  on  coming  up 
to  the  Indian,  they  found  that  the  cause  of  his  halt 
was  a  waggon,  evidently  belonging  to  some  adven- 
turer, but  apparently  abandoned,  for  the  pole  was 
broken,  and  lay  upon  the  ground.  The  horses, 
too,  had  been  removed,  and  the  head  of  the  waggon, 
which  was  of  a  peculiar  and  unusual  construction, 
was  torn  and  broken  down,  as  if  in  some  violent 
struggle.    The  Indian  guide  hesitated  to  approach 
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closer^  for   the  unmistakeable  signs  of  violence 
portended  danger  which  yet  might  lurk  near. 

Anak  sprang  from  his  horse,  and  throwing  the 
rein  to  the  Indian,  chaiged  them,  in  a  low  voice,  to 
remain  quiet,  until  he  should  return  or  call  out  (at 
their  aid.  "  Look  to  your  rifles,  all!"  he  whis- 
pered, **  and  remember  your  adventure.  Captain 
Harold ;  I  fear  we  are  not  yet  quit  of  the  loping 
rascals,  who  were  outlying  for  some  deviltiy  or 
other  when  you  fell  in  with  them."  So  saying, 
he  crept  into  the  forest,  and  was  hidden  from  their 
view. 

"  I  do  not  know,  Harold,  if  weliave  done  quite 
wisely  to  abandon  the  protection  of  our  fellow- 
adventurers  in  the  valley,'*  said  Edgar,  gazing 
down  the  long  opening  which  some  whirlwind 
probably  had  cleared  long  before. 

"  Great  protection  did  they  afford  us,  brother, 
and  much  are  we  beholden  to  them  for  their  good 
offices  1  No ;  we  have  gone  too  far  to  look  back  now, 
even  if  we  had  left  friends  behind,  instead  of  hostUc 
and  covetous  neighbours.  I  doubt  if  the  reddest 
Indian  of  them  all  would  be  so  eager  and  willing 
to  harm  us  as  that  Renegade,  whom  I  vow  not  to 
spare  again  if,  he  should  ever  cross  my  path.  But 
shall  we  dismount,  Edgar?  Our  horses  could 
scarcely  be  of  service  in  this  dense  forest ;  and  I 
fancied  I  beard  Anak's  or  some  other  tread." 

Kanacka  and  Dickon  followed  their  example; 
and  leaving  the  horses'  bridles,  strung  on  a  lariat, 
in  charge  of  the  Indian,  they  prepared  to  move  for^ 
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ward  towards  tbe  waggon  that  blocked  up  their 
path* 

A  loud  cry  from  Anak,  who  had  made  his  way 
round  to  the  rear  of  the  waggon,  caused  them  to 
dash  into  the  opening  in  a  body.  They  found  him 
kneeling  an  the  ground,  supporting  the  %ure  pf 
a  man^  whose  ghastly  and  mutilated  appearance 
gave  no  signs  of  life.  The  horrible  wound  on  his 
head,  from  which  the  scalp  had  been  torn,  dis- 
charged torrents  of  clotted  blood,  which  completely 
obscured  his  features. 

A  quiver  of  agony  shook  the  limbs  of  the  suf- 
ferer, as  the  group  gathered  round  him,  and  his 
lips  moved  an  instant,  as  he  gasped  out,  **  Water ! " 
"  Quick,  Dickon — fly  I  At  my  saddle-bow 
hangs  the  water-keg,"  cried  Edgar,  as  he  knelt  by 
Anak's  side,  and  gently  wiped  the  blood  from  the 
face  of  the  dying  man. 

**  It  is  he,  Harold — ^it  is  the  storekeeper  of  oan 
Francisco!"  he  exclaimed,  as  the  lineaments  were 
rendered  more  distinct, 

"  And  Pauline — where  is  his  daughter  I "  cried 
Anak,  in  deep  tones  of  agcmy,  at  the  dreadful 
thought  that  she  might  be  exposed  to  the  danger 
which  had  been  fatal  to  her  father. 

The  refreshing  draught  of  water  whieh  Dickon 
hastened  to  offer  revived  the  sufferer.  He  opened 
his  eyes,  and,  recognising  them  apparently,  made 
an  effort  to  rise ;  but  he  fell  back  again,  and  while 
his  breath  seemed  gradually  to  choke  and  fail  him, 
he  murmured  indistinctly  in  the  ear  of  Anak,  who 
bent  to  catch   the    muttering,—"  Pauline — ^my 
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daughter — Indians — scarce  'an  hour— Ghod  hare 
mercy  on  my  soul !  **  and,  with  a  convulsive  throe, 
his  head  fell  hack,  and  he  expired. 

**  Nothing  more  can  he  done  for  him,"  said 
Anak,  rising,  and  turning  away  to  hide  the  con- 
vulsive working  of  his  countenance;  ''we  can 
now  do  no  more  hut  avenge  him,  and  rescue  hen 
O  God!  to  think  of  Paidine  being  in  the  power 
of  those  fiends!  On — on — ^we  are  losing  time. 
Look  you,  youngsters,  Anak  Bluff  was  with  ycra 
heart  and  soul;  but  now  my  path  is  on  the  trail 
of  that  young  girl  to  death.** 

''  And  mine!  and  mine  !*  cried  every  voice. 

*'  God  bless  you,  boys!'*  exclaimed  poor  Anak; 
**  I  knew  you  would  stand  by  me.  Let  one  follow 
me,  and  make  a  cast  round  until  we  strike  the  trail 
of  these  murderers,  and  the  rest  see  to  the  waggon; 
it  may  be  needed  if  we  find  her.  God  help  her — 
poor  thing!" 

Anak  and  Harold  carefully  followed  the  track 
of  the  horses'  feet,  which  had  evidently  been 
detached  from  the  waggon,  and  led  round  and 
round  the  opening  to  disguise  their  trail,  and  in  a 
short  time  discovered  where  it  branched  off  into 
the  depth  of  the  forest,  Oscar  pointing  it  ont 
with  a  low  whine.  Meanwhile,  Edgar  had  set  up 
the  head  of  the  waggon,  whose  contents  had  been 
entirely  ransacked,  and  had  decently  covered 
the  body  of  the  murdered  storekeeper.  It  was 
arranged  that  the  baggage  should  be  left  behind, 
under  the  care  of  Kanacka  and  the  Indian,  who 
were  to  move  slowly  forward. 
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Dickon  was  at  first  included  in  this  guard,  but 
he  protested  so  stoutly  against  leaving  the  brothers, 
that  it  was  arranged  that  all  four  should  follow  up 
the  trail.  Rifles  were  unslung,  knives  loosened 
in  their  sheathes,  and  saddle-girths  were  tightly 
braced,  while  parting  injunctions  were  given  to 
Kanacka  to  keep  good  watch  over  waggon  and 
haggage. 

Oscar,  with  nose  laid  to  the  earth,  and  venting 
his  anger  every  now  and  then  in  a  deep  low  bay, 
bounded  along  under  the  thick  boughs  of  the  forest, 
at  a  pace  that  the  horsemen,  well  as  they  were 
mounted,  had  some  diflSculty  in  sustaining.  But 
as  they  advanced,  the  trail  grew  fresher,  and  here 
and  there  might  be  distinguished  in  the  soft 
ground  prints  of  iron-shod  hoofs,  and  of  Indian 
unshod  horses. 

After  an  hour's  sharp  gallop,  they  received  an 
unexpected  reinforcement  in  the  shape  of  a  mounted 
cavalier,  who  came  spurring  after  them  as  they 
emerged  from  the  forest  upon  more  open  ground. 
It  was  the  well-known  figure  of  the  Biscayan  In- 
tendiente,  who  called  out  as  his  horse  ranged  along- 
side Dickon's  and  Edgar's, — 

"  GradoB  a  tadas  lo$  Sanies.  1  have  found  you, 
Senores,  for  I  am  evilly  beset,  and  those  that  pur- 
sued me  have,  I  fear,  a  captive  in  their  clutches, 
less  able  to  escape  them  than  I  proved  to  be." 

"  Is  it  a  young  girl,  Baregui,  slight  and  delicate 
in  figure,  and  fair  in  countenance?"  asked  Edgar 
eagerly. 
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*'  It  was  a  young  girl,  though  I  could  not  see 
her  face ;  I  was  with  some  caitiff  Indians,  who  fled 
at  the  first  sight  of  danger,  following  upon  the 
traces  of  some  wild  horses  I  was  desirous  of  adding 
to  our  caballada,  when  in  the  hollow  yonder  we 
stumhled  upon  a  party  of  whooping  demonios,  who 
fortunately  for  me  were  on  foot,  and  I  escaped, 
and  turning  upon  the  crest  of  the  hill  I  saw 
their  encampment.  It  was  pitched  in  a  strange 
place,  and  though  I  had,  as  I  thought,  explored  in 
our  hunting  expeditions  nearly  all  the  countiy 
between  this  and  the  Great  Lake,  a  good  day's 
march  to  the  south-east,  still,  Sefiores,  I  never  had 
seen  such  a  sight  as  I  saw  there,  though  I  have 
been  tdd  there  are  many  such  on  the  other  side 
of  the  Rocky  Mountains.  I  could  haye  taken  the 
Virgin  to  witness  that  I  saw  walls  of  huge  stones, 
porticos  and  pillars,  and  on  one  of  the  overturned 
columns  sat  the  poor  girl  you  are  in  search  of, 
her  face  buried  in  her  hands,  and  her  long  hair 
streaming  over  her  shoulders.  It  may  have  been 
fancy,  Sefior,  for  I  confess  I  did  not  stay  to  consider 
well  what  I  saw ;  but  whether  they  were  really 
carved  blocks  of  stone  or  curious  watex^won 
boulders,  there,  I  can  swear  by  San  Pedro,  was 
the  girl,  and  around  her  a  whole  tribe  of  grim 
warriors,  stalking  to  and  fro,  or  squatting  on  the 
ground,  plotting  some  cursed  mischief  against  us 
all  perhaps.  Thanks  to  San  Basilio,  they  are  far 
enough  from  Valcielo  just  now.  P^  2>Mf,  Sehar, 
I  had  half  a  mind  then  to  charge  to  the  reaeae 
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among  the  very  thick  of  the  thieving  villains, 
for  I  thought  of  my  own  amita^  my  dear  young 
mistress  Merced,  and  would  I  not — ^I,  Manuel  de 
Baregui*— have  charged  ten  thousand  real  devils 
for  her  ?  But,  Sefior,  did  that  tall  giant,  whose 
exploits  against  the  "bear  are  yet  fresh  in  my 
Hkemory,  not  ride  so  furiously  forward,  we  might 
steal  across  the  ridge  to  which  I  will  conduct  you ; 
and  hist,  Sefiores,  on  the  other  side  of  it  lie  the 
Indians,  with  their  captive.'* 

"  Ha !  so  near,'*  cried  Anak,  as  Edgar  repeated 
Baregui's  words.  "  Have  you  seen  her  ?  speak, 
man-^have  you  seen  Pauline  ?  " 

**  He  has,  Anak,**  replied  .Edgar,  **  and  as  you 
hope  to  rescue  her,  let  us  proceed  with  caution, — 
Pauline  is  safe,  and  the  Indians  will  do  her  no 
injury." 

"  How  know  you  that,  boy  ? "  asked  Anak 
fiercely.  ''  How  know  you  that  she  is  safe  if  she 
remain  with  them  another  hour  ?  which,  if  Anak 
lives,  and  she  is  within  his  reach,  she  shall  not^ — ^by 
his  Maker  she  shall  not,  if  his  arm  can  rescue 
her." 

Edgar  saw  that  it  was  useless  to  oppose  the 
determination  of  Anak,  who  was  now  roused  to 
such  a  pitch  of  excitement  as  to  lose  all  his  cha- 
racteristic coolness  and  self-possession.  They  were 
all  aware  of  the  futility  of  attempting  to  approach 
an  Indian  camp  in  daylight,  and  above  all  on  horse- 
back, but  at  first,  Anak  would  not  hear  of  the  In- 
tendant's  plan  of  waiting  in  cover  until  night ;  his 
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impatience  would  not  permit  of  such  prolonged 
inactivity,  when  he  was  perhaps  within  reach  of 
Pauline's  cry  for  help. 

Though  Baregui  confessed  that  he  was  not  ac- 
quainted with  the  actual  locality  where  the  Indians 
had  encamped,  he  was  evidently  well  informed  as 
to  the  general  situation  of  the  country.  A  thick 
forest  separated  them  on  the  north  from  the  banks 
of  the  Rock  Creek,  where  they  had  left  Kanacka 
and  their  baggage ;  to  the  east  lay  the  snowy  tops 
of  the  Sierra  Nevada,  while  a  broken  country  in- 
terspersed with  numerous  water-courses  lay  to  the 
south,  with  here  and  there  a  rolling  prairie, 
dotted  with  clumps  of  trees,  at  times  straggling 
away  in  long  fringes  until  they  lost  themselves 
among  the  spurs  of  the  sierra.  In  some  places 
arose  abruptly  from  the  green  surface  of  the  sur^ 
rounding  verdure  the  bare  bold  bluff  of  some  tall 
rock,  whose  rugged  sides  looked  as  if  they  had 
been  scathed  with  fire;  and  as  our  adventurers 
reined  in  their  panting  horses  on  one  side  of  a 
wooded  valley,  the  other  rose  abrupt  and  naked 
before  them,  iike  a  wall  to  bar  their  further  pro- 
gress. Yet  it  was  up  this  steep  sandy  slope  that 
Anak  proposed  to  charge  at  full  speed,  and  plunge 
headlong  down  the  other  side,  as  soon  as  he 
learned  from  Baregui  that  the  marauding  bands 
who  held  Pauline  captive  were  to  be  found,  en- 
camped  beyond  it 

It  was  with  great  difficulty  that  he  was  per* 
suaded  to  consent  to  the  prudent  course  whicha 
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aright,  and  bring  me  where  I  can  save 
by  the  Lord  above  us,  you  shall  answer 

Without  making  any  reply  to  Anal 
sorrow  and  passion,  the  brothers  follow 
to  the  position,  which  he  had  chosen  as 
of  concealment  On  emerging  from  tl 
has  been  stated,  a  broken  plain  lay  bef 
the  south,  intersected  by  deep  valleys, 
right  angles  to  the  mountain  range  oi 
Nevada.  Several  of  these  deep  valleys 
to  one  another,  ^and  Baregui  led  the 
down  into  the  wooded  hollow  of  the  o 
next  to  that  where  he  believed  the  I 
encamped,  on  the  other  side  of  tiie  s 
slope  that  formed  the  south  bound 
hollow. 

The  Intendant  had  chosen  a  positioi 
adapted  for  concealment  and  defence, 
and  abrupt  slope  which  hid  the  Indi£ 
east  and  west,  rising  higher  as  it  appi 
sierra,  while  the  wooded  hollow  openet 
wider  on  that  side,  until  it  was  lost  in 
the  foot  of  the  mountains. 

Anak  wished  again  to  climb  the  i 
which  commanded  a  view  of  the  Indi 
ment,  as  Baregui  hoped,  but  the  Intenc 
to  an  isolated  hill,  that  rose  abrupt! 
left  like  a  huge  sugar-loaf  whose  to] 
crushed  in,  in  the  convulsion  which  t 
have  thrust  it  up  through  the  upper  c 
globe,  from  some  volcanic  cavern  belo^ 
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The  same  convulsion  that  had  upheaved  the 
hill,  appeared  to  have  cleft  in  twain  the  ridge,  which 
was  broken  at  this  point  into  two  tall  bluflSs. 

"  Follow  me,"  said  the  Intendant ;  "  from  the 
top  ef  yonder  hill  we  shall  see  down  the  other 
•  valley." 

With  the  greatest  caution  the  Intendant  led 
them  along  the  bottom  of  the  valley,  and  availing 
himself  of  a  thread  of  underwood  that  crept  up 
the  northern  side  of  the  hill — whose  other  faces 
were  quite  bare — ^he  conducted  them  to  its  sum- 
mit. A  deep  cup-like  hollow  quite  concealed 
them';  it  seemed  like  the  extinct  crater  of  a  vol- 
cano, though  a  soft  carpet  of  delicious  green  turf 
covered  its  inner  sides. 

The  northern  side  of  the  hill,  besides  the  cover 
its  wood  gave  them,  was  gently  sloped,  so  that 
their  horses  had  had  no  great  difficulty  in  reaching 
the  top. 

"  There  is  the  best  cover  I  have  ever  lighted 
upon,"  said  Baregui,  gazing  round  in  complacent 
satisfaction ;  "  our  horses  can  graze  unseen  in  this 
hollow  green  cup,  and  we  may  reconnoitre  the 
▼alley,  without  being  seen  by  the  Indian  scouts, 
which  I  believe  line  the  crest  of  that  ridge/' 

''  Let  us  climb  the  southern  lip  of  our  hollow," 
said  Harold;  **  come^  Baregui,  lead  on, — see  how 
impatient  Anak  grows." 

*'  We  shall  be  able  to  satisfy  him,  Sefior,  that 
we  b^ve  done  well,  if  we  get  the  sight  I  expect 
tbiough  yon  cleft,  which  looks  as  if  left  on  pur* 
h2 
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pose  to  give  us  a  glimpse  of  the  Indiai 
the  valley  beyond." 

The  view  obtained  on  climbing  the  i 
of  the  crater  justified  the  Intendant's  ] 
They  saw  from  tiiie  to  time  the  dark 
Indian  scout  raise  itself  upon  the  ba 
the  slope,  look  around,  and  then  plui 
his  cover. 

"  See,  we  could  not  have  climbed 
whispered  Baregui,  "  but  through  y 
can  see  down  the  valley,  even  betti 
could  have  done  from  the  ridge  whe 
scouting.  If  we  are  to  reach  the  va 
there,  we  must  try  it  by  night  on  fc 
this  gorge." 

The  bottom  seemed  alive  with  Ind 
and  their  war-steeds,  whose  continual 
apparently  multiplied  their  numbers  i 
was  plain  that  the  band  was  far  moi 
than  that  portion  or  detachment  whos 
had  followed ;  and  all  agreed  that  thes 
bably  the  head-quarters  of  some  sudde 
of  the  Indian  tribes,  and  that  those  m 
vanced  stragglers,  which  Harold  had 
upon  the  occasion  described.  By  th< 
telescope  they  distinctly  saw  the  slig 
Pauline,  sitting  in  dejected  despair  i 
ment  of  what  appeared  to  be  sculp  i 
while  upon  the  same  block  sat  the  fon 
dian  chief,  from  whom  she  seemed  to 
away  in  honor,  as  he  addressed  her. 
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"  It  IS  the  Indian  of  San  FranciscOi  Edgar,"  ex- 
claimed Harold,  handing  the  glass  to  his  brother ; 
but  with  a  sudden  rudeness  the  strong  hand  of 
Anak  clutched  it  fiercely,  and  after  a  moment's 
examination  he  flung  it  down,  and  started  up 
madly  as  if  to  rush  to  her  instant  deliverance. 

"  Anak,  my  good  friend,"  exclaimed  Edgar, 
laying  a  firm  but  gentle  pressure  on  the  giant's 
arm,  '^  look  at  their  numbers,  and  if  you  would 
not  see  the  girl  pierced  by  a  hundred  arrows,  even 
supposing  that  you  reach  her  and  carry  her  ofi*, 
reflect  and  call  up  your  natural  prudence.  Ex- 
perience tells  you  that  your  schemes  are  madness." 

Anak  glared  a  moment  at  the  youth,  like  a 
lassoed  bufi&lo,  uncertain  whether  he  should  turn 
and  rend  the  audacious  assailant,  or  with  a  mighty 
bound  burst  from  the  frail  bonds  with  which  lie 
would  arrest  his  course.  His  better  reason  pre- 
vailed, and  he  suffered  himself  to  be  led  aside,  and 
when  he  turned  away  to  hide  the  weakness  he 
deemed  unworthy  of  his  manhood,  Edgar  saw  the 
big  round  tears  steal  down  his  weather-beaten 
cheeks. 

Bacegui's  account  was  verified  in  every  parti- 
cular, and  apart  from  the  intensity  of  their  anxiety 
in  connexion  with  their  immediate  object,  every  one 
of  the  band  felt  an  emotion  of  awe,  as  their  view 
dived  as  it  were  into  the  valley  from  their  superior 
elevation.  The  atmosphere  was  so  pure  and  clear 
that  their  powers  of  vision  seemed  unlimited. 
They  saw  a  long  extending  range  of  hills  that 
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bounded  the  other  side  of  the  valley,  co 
a  thick  growth  of  forest,  from  which  pe 
here  a  thick  low  column  sustaining  a  \i 
sculptured  rock,  there  the  long  fac^ad 
appeared  some  palace  that  might  have 
the  residence  of  Cyclopian  monarchs,  o 
in  which  constrained  Titans  might  have  y> 
From  huge  rents  in  the  walls,  forest 
growth  of  centuries,  pushed  up  thei: 
trunks,  while  their  gnarled  roots  tu 
twined  among  the  mightj  foundations 
fairly  wrenched  them  from  their  beds,  ^i 

Tliey  had  lighted  upon  one  of  the  ru 
of  primeval  America,  built  by  a  niig] 
whose  very  name  had  perished,  while 
they  had  left  behind  them,  alone  coul 
mysterious  history  of  their  engulphed 
greatness.  The  fertile  bosom  of  that  v 
gone  by,  had  supported  life  in  the  busy 
that  had  tenanted  the  streets  and  sq^ 
which  a  forest  waved.  The  hill- sides 
perhaps  been  terraced  with  rows  of  pillai 
and  smiling  gardens,  were  covered  by  den 
briars,  harbouring  the  reptile  and  the  bes 

The   river   which    flowed   through 
seemed  to  have  bounded  the  fallen  cit} 
soutliern  and  sheltered  side  alone  had  h 
as  its  site. 

The  ruins  extended  far  as  the  eye  c 
down  the  valley,  rising  on  the  hill-side 
amphitheatre;   but   the   luxurious   veg 
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nature  had  conquered  man's  handiwork.  The  races 
who  once  had  dwelt  in  the  fenced  cities  of  Central 
America  had  passed  away  without  leaving  a  his- 
tory, scarcely  a  tradition,  and  not  even  a  name. 

The  awe  which  these  silent,  half  entombed,  yet 
still  stupendous  ruins  strike  into  the  mind  of  the 
beholder,  as  he  tries  to  trace  their  far-extending 
lines  and  masses  through  the  depths  of  the  forest, 
surpasses  that  which  even  the  ruins  of  Egypt  or 
Assyria  can  produce.  In  the  case  of  the  latter, 
we  have  history,  w^e  have  inscriptions,  which,  when 
their  hidden  mysteries  are  deciphered,  satisfy  in  a 
measure  our  longing  and  craving. 

But  as  the  brothers  stood  gazing  upon  the  won- 
drous relics  of  an  unknown,  unheard-of  race ;  when 
in  the  midst  of  a  wilderness,  an  eternal  forest, 
they  suddenly  saw  carved  pillars  and  mighty  walls, 
temples,  altars,  and  palaces,  breaking  out  here  and 
there  from  the  green  shackles  in  which  conquering 
nature  fettered  overthrown  art,  the  wonderment 
inspired  by  the  scene  overpowered  for  a  moment 
all  other  reflections. 

They  looked  upon  one  another  as  if  to  learn 
each  the  other's  feelings  from  his  countenance,  not 
daring  to  break  the  absorbing  spell  by  a  question, 
and  then  again  in  silence  their  eyes  were  riveted 
upon  the  scene  before  them. 

"  Mark  you,  brother,**  at  last  exclaimed  Edgar, 
breaking  the  silence, — "  mark  you  how  jealously 
that  mighty  oak  seems  to  be  guarding  the  con- 
quests of  his  brethren,  and  perhaps  sires  of  the 
forest    See  how  he  towers  above  the  sculptured 
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fa9ade  in  whose  disjointed  stones  his  sturdy  roots 
are  fast  embedded,  while  in  his  forked  arms  he 
has  uplifted  inch  by  inch  in  his  long  growth,  the 
ponderous  capital  which  he  holds  in  threatening 
defiance.  Does  he  not  seem  to  you,  brother,  to 
be  warning  all  intruders  against  attempting  to 
wrest  the  prey  of  the  forest  from  the  clinging 
creepers  and  twining  branches  which  have  obtained 
the  victory  over  the  works  of  man  ?  They  were 
mighty,  but  perishing.  Could  you  not  fancy  he 
were  bidding  his  leafy  brethren  cover  up  their 
spoils  from  curious  gaze  or  polluting  touch,  within 
their  living  tomb,  while  he,  the  guardian  genius, 
watched  and  threatened  with  his  titanic  missile, 
ready  poised  to  crush  the  intruder  ?  ** 

''  I  could  well  allow  the  imagination  full  play, 
brother,  in  such  a  place  and  scene,"  replied  Harold; 
**  but  my  eye  wanders  from  the  forest  to  the  val- 
ley, and  the  stern  reality  which  we  must  encounter. 
I  see  the  old  oak  and  its  vast  weapon,  but  then, 
who  are  sitting  underneath  its  shade  upon  the 
fallen  column  ?  " 

"  True,  Harold,  we  have  no  time  to  give  now  to 
the  past.     We  must  save  the  girl." 

All  the  party,  however,  were  of  opinion  that 
nothing  could  possibly  be  attempted  until  dark* 
ness  came  on,  and  then,  by  making  a  circuit  and 
creeping  round  through  the  ruined  city,  among 
whose  •*  medicine*'  precincts  Baregui  asserted  no 
Indian  would  dare  to  penetrate,  they  hoped  to 
gain  the  rear  of  the  Indian  position  and  effect 
Pauline's  liberation. 
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All  were  eager  to  take  a  share  in  the  peril  of 
the  attempt ;  but  yet  prudence  told  them  that  it 
would  be  running  the  risk  of  losing  all  chance  of  a 
safe  retreat^  to  leave  their  cover  and  horses  un- 
guarded. 

It  was  vain  to  propose  any  plan  of  rescue  that 
did  not  include  Anak,  from  whose  tightly  com- 
pressed lips  not  a  sound  had  issued  since  he 
apparently  gave  himself  up  to  the  guidance  of  his 
young  friends.  The  other  four  resolved  to  cast 
lots  as  to  which  of  them  should  remain  behind. 
They  fell  on  Edgar  and  Dickon^  and  as  soon  as 
the  twilight  was  sufficiently  obscure,  the  other 
three  prepared  to  set  out. 

Oscar  it  was  judged  prudent  should  remain 
behind ;  but  Anak,  before  they  started,  unbuckled 
fcom  his  loins  the  cloak  that  has  been  before 
alluded  to  as  forming  his  usual  burden.  He 
threw  it  over  his  arm,  and  still  without  breaking 
silence  strode  after  the  Intendant,  upon  whom  the 
post  of  leader  naturally  devolved. 

It  was  agreed  that  they  should  enter  the  valley 
through  the  gorge,  and  then,  crossing  Jt  some 
distance  higher  up  eastward,  should,  if  they  could 
succeed  in  eluding  the  Indian  scouts,  pass  over  to 
the  forest,  and  once  within  its  shade  they  hoped  to 
find  it  ho  difficult  matter  to  double  back  again 
down  the  valley  to  the  point  where  they  had 
observed  Pauline,  and  where  a  fire,  which  had  been 
kindled  as  soon  as  evening  came  on,  led  them  to 
suppose  that  she  might  still  be  found.  On  reach- 
h3 
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ing  the  entrance  of  the  gorge  they  f 
that  direction  at  least,  their  further 
barred  bj  Indian  scouts,  who  kept  v 
upon  their  long  lances,  round  a  blazii 
reflection  glowed  ruddy  upon  the  < 
faces  of  the  rocky  bluffs  on  either  sic 

To  scale  the  ridge  at  a  point  highe 
left  was  a  work  of  time  and  labour,  bu 
it  in  safety,  and  crossing  the  valley 
the  stream  that  ran  through  it,  out 
of  Indian  observation,  and  gained  t 
the  forest. 

Here  all  was  still  and  silent  as  the 
really  might  be  called  one.  The  s 
night  breeze  among  the  branches  j 
shattered  columns,  w^hich  they  enco 
where,  might  be  the  dirge  moaned  < 
and  their  greatness  that  lay  there  en 

The  very  circumstance  that  tei 
safety,  and  prevented  them  from  en< 
opposition  of  the  Indians,  impeded 
their  progress  at  every  step  :  the  tl 
creepers  and  underwood  in  some  p 
a  wall  of  vegetation  in  their  path,  l 
it  was  absolutely  necessary  to  he^ 
their  knives.  But  Anak's  immense  st 
almost  superhuman  in  its  energy, 
impediments  aside,  and  opened  a  pai 
for  he  had  tacitly  taken  upon  hinsse 
of  the  file  as  soon  as  they  had  cros 
He  led  them  as  near  as  possible  to 
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,  down  to  whose  banks  the  ruins  extended, 
'hich  thus  formed  a  barrier^  as  it  were, 
;n  them  and  the  Indians.  They  heard  their 
as  the;  made  their  way  down  the  valley, 
w  their  dusky  forms  and  numerous  watch- 
rery  now  and  then,  as  they  climbed  over  the 
jing  masses  of  shattered  masonry.  These 
nal  glimpses  too  gave  them  the  opportunity 
Tving  tlie  bearings  of  the  encampment,  and 
continued  struggle  of  rather  more  than  an 
luring  which  they  had  not  progressed,  in  a 
t  line,  more  than  half  a  mile,  they  halted, 
peering  through  the  crevices  of  some  huge 
ted  stones,  they  found  that  they  had  reached 
ade  of  the  temple,  out  of  which  grew  the 
iose  extraordinary  position  and  burden  had 
id  the  particular  notice  of  the  brothers, 
^e  itself  was  at  least  thirty  feet  high ;  and 
ng  by  the  oak  that  grew  from  it,  a  third  of 
itanee  firom  its  summit,  it  was  unbroken, 
^  a  gaping  rent  here  and  there, 
decay  of  the  forest  vegetation  had  so  rapidly 
layer  upon  layer  in  continual  succession  of 
k  deposits,  that  the  interior  floor  of  the 
iqpparently  had  risen  until  its  level  had 
^d  half-way  up  to  what  would  have  been  the 
the  temple ;  or,  what  was  equally  probable, 
erior  was  filled  up  by  the  falling  in  of  the 
rhich  was  either  formed  by  excavation,  or 
artificial  and  superadded  covering, 
r  making  their  way  with  difficulty  over  the 
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broken  and  uneven  surface,  they  founi 
streaming  in  from  without,  through  th< 
the  facade.  All  sprang  to  the  fissures, 
were  able  to  observe  that  at  this  point  t 
bent  away  from  the  forest,  leaving  an  oj 
between  it  and  the  temple,  and  some 
other  in  this  place  had  arrested  the  furtl 
of  vegetation  towards  its  banks. 

Upon  this  open  space  was  burning  the 
they  had  fixed  upon  as  their  mark  befc 
out ;  within  the  light  of  the  fire  lay  tl 
column  on  which  they  had  seen  the  two 
Pauline  and    the  Indian  chief,  and  on 
an    attitude    of  profound   meditation, 
found  the  latter,  as  still  and  motionles 
had   not  stirred  from    the  spot.     His  ( 
fixe  I   upon  a    small   tent  pitched   at  tl 
the    fcKjade,    constructed    in    the    India 
of  dressed  buflfalo  hides,  suspended  over 
of  poles  set  in  a  circle,  and  tied  togetl 
tops,  so  as  to  form  a  cone. 

There  was  something  about  the  reti 
the  place,  and  its  silence,  in  contrast  to 
shouts  and  cries  wliich  resounded  round  i 
fires  on  the  other  side  of  the  stream,  th 
that  it  was  reserved  for  some  especial  p 
the  chief.  It  was  the  only  tent  on  i 
side  of  the  stream,  and  even  if  undc 
express  command,  the  prejudices  of  t 
warriors  would  have  prevented  them  fi 
ing  the  stream,  and  so    coming,    as   tl 
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^e,  within  the  power  of  the  mysterious  spirits 
i  ruins. 

e  chieftain  that  sat  upon  the  fallen  column 
Dt,  however,  the  only  occupant  of  the  tabooed 
,  for  another  warrior  sat  upon  the  ground  by 
re.  Over  his  spare  and  sinewy  frame  was 
d  a  robe  of  pure  white  fur  ;  his  rifle,  orna- 
jd  with  white  woollen  tassels,  rested  bet^veen 
lees;  and  Wombea,  the  Honey  Tongue,  fixed 
ittering  eyes  upon  his  rival — for  in  that  h'ght 
yarded  the  Leaping  Panther — so  as  to  lose 
movement  of  his  features,  not  a  sigh  that 
now  and  then  from  the  bosom  where  it  had 
pent  up. 

[ist !  there  they  are,"  whispered  Anak,  draw- 
i  his  head,  which  he  had  obtruded  through 
re  in  the  temple  facade ;  "  I  could  shoot  them, 
in  Harold,  where  they  sit — ^bpth  in  line  too." 
!^es,  and  draw  a  hundred  yelling  devils  upon 
m  the  other  side  of  the  stream ;  then  what 
I  become  of  the  girl  ?  Besides,  where  is  she  ? 
Qot  see  her  now  ! " 

ak  pointed  by  way  of  reply  to  the  small 
Q  tent  that  lay  in  the  shade  at  their  feet, 
la!  she  is  there  doubtless.  How  can  we 
er  on  her  guard  ? — ^for  I  conclude  those  chiefs 
lot  stay  there  all  night,  and  the  moment  their 
I  are  turned,  Anak,  we  must  try  the  rescue." 
lak  grasped  Harold's  hand  by  way  of  thanks, 
opening  his  vest  took  out  the  glove  Oscar  had 
d  up  on  the  road.     He  enclosed  a  piece  of 
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rock  inside,  and  let  it  fall  by  the  door  of 
The   noise   of  its  fall,  slight  in  itself, 
against  the  flat  face  of  the  ruins. 

The  Indian  warriors  caught  the  sc 
started  to  their  feet,  looking  round  cai 
every  direction.  All  three  drew  back 
fissures,  lest  the  fire-light  should  fall  u 
exposed  countenances.  It  was  well  that 
so,  for  Mainopah's  eye  was  quick  as  a  h< 
his  ear  fine  as  a  beaver's. 

"  It  was  a  chacalaca  that  lighted  upon 
ling  piece  of  rock,  and  dislodged  it,''  said  ' 
'^  why  is  the  Leaping  Panther  grown  so 

Mainopah  made  no  reply,  but  tun 
scornfully,  and  in  contempt  continued 
around.  His  scrutiny  was  vain,  for  the 
were  well  hidden ;  but  at  the  same  tim 
discovered  them,  in  all  probability  he  w< 
had  no  time  to  profit  by  it,  for  all  three 
hands  upon  their  rifle-triggers,  and  they 
men  to  miss  their  aim. 

"  No  tiray — don't  fixe,  Seiiores  ;  alii 
otros — there  come  the  others!"  exclaimec 
pointing  to  a  group  of  Indians  who  had 
approached  the  opposite  bank  of  thesti 
now  stood  there  waiting  for  the  orders 
the  chiefs. 

But  neither  of  the  two  seemed  to  not 
for  the  one  in  the  white  fur  robe  remain 
beside  the  fire,  and  on  his  exclaiming  a  f 
in  a  low  tone,  his  companion  again  resi 
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U  and  silent  position,  apparently  reassured  as 
the  momentary  cause  of  his  alerie. 
Again  the  three  companions  ventured  to  peer 
?r  the  edge  of  the  wall ;  the  glove  lay  on  the 
)und  unnoticed,  and  Anak,  crumbling  two  pieces 
rock  in  his  iron  grasp  until  they  were  almost 
ished  to  powder,  gently  let  them  fall,  this  time, 
the  roof  of  the  tent. 

rhey  watched  in  breathless  anxiety :  the  folds  of 
)  curtain  were  drawn  aside  by  a  small  white  hand, 
ckily  the  figure  upon  the  column  waa  too  intently 
sing  upon  the  fire,  wrapped  in  thought,  and  his 
npamon  was  too  much  occupied  in  noting  the 
rking  of  his  features^  to  see  the  wavering  of  the 
it  curtain  as  it  was  gently  drawn  aside. 
'  She  sees  it  I "  gasped  out  Anak,  while  his  stout 
irt  fluttered  like  a  captured  linnet's. 
k  round  fair  arm  w^  stretched  from  the  tent, 
i  glove  was  raised,  and  Hatold  thought  he  could 
I  the  girl  clasp  it  between  her  hands  to  her  breast, 
she  gave  one  tearful  glance  upwards,  and  then 
ikdenly  withdrew,  for  the  Indian  in  the  white 
>e  at  that  moment  rose  to  his  feet,  and  ap- 
>aehed  his  companion. 

''  She  has  seen  it,  Anak !    she  is  warned !   and 
will  save  her  yet,**  exclaimed  Harold,  laying  a 
xm  pleasure  on  Anak's  huge  shoulders  as  he  was 
etched  at  his  side. 

Anak  could  only  answer  by  returning  Harold*s 
essure,  for  Baregui  called  to  them  not  to  utter  a 
dsper,  while  he  listened  to  the  conversation 
tween  the  Indian  chiefs  below. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

PAULIKB    THE    CAPTIVB   OF    MAINOPAH — HER    BESCUE — 3 
ANAE  AND  PAUUKH — A  HUNTER's  LOTE — THE  BROTHERS 

*'  Why  is  the  face  of  my  brother  dar" 
why  is  his  tongue  silent  when  the  Whit 
in  his  wigwam?  *'  asked  the  Indian  in  tht 
white  fur.  *'  She  is  his  own,  and  Maine 
claim  her  as  his  captive.  ^'VTiy,  then 
brother's  eye  turned  away  ?  The  Leapi 
ther  does  not  stop  when  its  prey  is  in  ii 
See  !  my  young  men  are  waiting  for  Main 
tell  them  tliat  his  heart  is  hard  ;  and  if  th 
Lily  will  not  listen  to  my  brother  when  h^ 
soft  words,  let  the  chief  command  his  squ 

The  voice  of  the  speaker  was  soft  and 
but  the  effect  produced  upon  the  listener 
of  horror   and   disgust:  he   started   up  f 
column,  and,  motioning  him  away,  replied 

"  No,  Honey  Tongue  ;  your  words  are  i 
there  is  poison  in  thera.  The  White  Lily 
but  pure,  and  Mainopah,  when  he  coi 
speaks  not  to  girls,  but  to  warriors  and  bn 

The  breathing  of  Harold  and  Am; 
shorter,  and  they  clutched  their  weapons 
as  the  Intendant  explained,  and  Harol 
interpreted,   the  meaning   of  the   confere 
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tween  the  two  chiefs ;  hut  it  was  of  short  dura- 
tion, for,  moving  away  from  the  broken  column, 
Mainopah  entered  the  stream,  and,  crossing  over 
to  the  other  side,  disappeared  in  company  with  the 
party  of  warriors  who  had  been  \Vaiting  for  his 
coming.  His  companion,  Honey  Tongue,  returned 
to  the  fire,  and  in  an  attitude  of  observant  watch- 
fulness resumed  his  former  seat. 

"Now  is  our  time !  "  muttered  Anak.  "  Be 
ready  with  your  rifles,  and  on  the  first  alarm 
shoot  that  thieving  rascal  through  the  head,  and 
we  will  trust  to  the  rush ;  but  draw  not  a  trigger 
until  you  hear  me  raise. my  cry."  Then,  leaving 
his  two  companions  at  their  post,  Anak  carefully 
crept  along  the  inner  side  of  the  fa9ade;  and 
when  he  was  out  of  reach  of  the  glare  of  the 
fire,  passed  through  a  large  rent  in  the  wall,  and, 
hanging  a  'moment  at  his  full  length,  dropped  upon 
the  ground. 

The  quick  ear  of  the  Indian  chief  caught  the 
sound,  and,  starting  instantly  to  his  feet,  he 
stooped,  and,  looking  cautiously  all  round,  with 
his  rifle  ready  cocked,  and  the  butt  resting  on  his 
thigh,  he  made  the  circuit  of  the  fire,  crouching 
the  while  like  a  wild  cat  on  the  spring. 

Anak  withdrew,  deeper  into  the  shadow,  and, 
satisfied  at  length  that  his  alarm  was  groundless, 
the  Indian  placed  the  butt  of  his  rifle  on  the 
ground,  and  stood  leaning  on  its  muzzle, — this 
time  taking  up  his  post  between  the  flre  and  the 
tent,  on  which  his  eyes  glared  at  times  with  an 
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expression  of  ardent,  ferocious  desire, 
tried  to  dissemble  when  they  rested  v 
tation  upon  the  moving  groups  and  flash  1 
fires  of  the  encampment  upon  the  othe 
the  river ;  as  if  the  presence  of  his  warr 
restrained  him  &om  giving  vent  to  ] 
longings. 

Anak  saw  nothing  of  this,  or  the  Ic 
the  Indian  threw,  from  time  to  time, 
tent,  might  have  fired  him  to  a  violent 
tation  of  his  presence,  which  would  have  ] 
plans.  Harold  saw  it  all,  and  wondered  w 
keep  Anak  back  so  long.  He  overlooks 
object,  which,  advancing  slowly,  crept 
dark  shadows  and  through  the  long  grass 
foot  of  the  wall  beneath  them,  until, 
alarming  even  the  delicate  ear  of  the  Ii 
dark  object,  which  looked  like  the  trunk 
lay  but  a  few  feet  from  the  watchful  sent 

The  Intendant  was  the  first  to  poin 
suspicious  looking  object.  **  Que  es  esof 
it?"  he  asked.  "A  tree  cannot  move; 
I  could  swear  it  has  approached  closer  s 
to  the  Indian  and  the  tent,  until  you  s( 
lies  half-way  between  them.'* 

Again  it  began  to  move  onwards.  "  '1 
Baregfui!"  whispered  Harold,  suddenly 
hending  the  stratagem  which  Anak  had 
'*  He  has  crept  along  on  hands  and  knee! 
by  his  painted  cloak,  which  has  fairly  de< 
wholly  escaped  the  vigilance  of  yondei 
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glittering  eyes.  Bat  be  readjj^  Baregui :  all  hangs 
upon  a  thread,  and  at  the  first  symptom  of  alarm 
bring  down  the  rascal  before  he  can  raise  his  cry/' 

So  far,  however,  from  manifesting  any  ^mptom 
of  alarm,  the  hand  of  the  Indian  slid  down  the 
barrel  of  his  rifle,  and  he  once  more  resumed  his 
ntting  posture,  never  to  rise  again.  The  apparent 
log  gfided  unobserved  behind  him,  and  before  he 
bad  time  to  utter  a  half-choked  cry,  the  convulsive 
gasp  for  breath  was  strangled  in  his  throat,  as 
Anak*s  gripe  of  steel  pulled  him  backwards.  No 
garrote  ever  did  its  work  more  effectually  and 
speedily  than  that  deadly  grasp,  for,  after  a  mo- 
ment's struggle,  Anak,  without  rising  to  his  feet, 
raised  the  yet  quivering  form  in  his  two  hands, 
and  flung  it  from  him  among  the  grasses  that  had 
covered  his  own  approach. 

The  glare  of  the  fire  was  so  bright,  and  so  great 
was  the  number  of  dark  figures  moving  to  and  fro 
on  the  opposite  bank,  that  Anak  did  not  venture 
to  expose  to  view  the  full  proportions  of  his  gigan- 
tic height.  Satisfied  with  having  silenced  the 
only  cause  of  present  alarm,  he  crept  rapidly  to 
the  edge  of  the  tent,  and  without  venturing  to 
lift  the  curtain,  called  in  a  low  tone, — 

**  Pauline!  you  are  saved !  " 

**  Who  calls  me  ?  ^  answered  a  low  sad  voice, 
**  speak,  if  you  are  a  friend,  that  I  may  know  to 
whom  a  £riendless  orphan  may  trust." 

*'  'Us  I,  Pauline,  Anak  Bluff,  who  would  shed 
every  drop  of  his  blood  to  save  you.** 
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"Is  it  indeed  you,  honest  Anak?" 
Pauline,  gently  raising  tbe  curtain,  and 
startled  look  around ;  "  but  where,  w 
those  fearful  men,  Anak?** 

"  They  shall  never  trouble  you  more, 
they  are— that  is,  they  are  gone.  A 
Pauline,  if  you  will  trust  Anak,  throw  c 
tie  of  furs,  and  I  will  answer  for  your  si 
freedom." 

"  Stoop,  Pauline,  stoop  among  the  { 
we  should  be  seen  from  the  other  side,"  c 
Anak,  as  he  held  her  small  trembling  1 
supported  her  slight  weight  through  th 
weeds. 

They  gained  the  deeper  shades  of  th( 
fa9ade,  and  Anak  looked  anxiously  alon 
crevice  by  which  he  could  return  to  his  coi 
but  every  rent  seemed  choked  up,  anc 
wall  extended  far  down,  until  it  was  lo 
depths  of  the  forest  Anak  did  not  dai 
ture  upon  exploring  further,  and  afte 
hesitation,  and  bidding  Pauline  be  of  goo( 
he  assisted  her  to  mount  a  heap  of  faller 
which  brought  them  nearer  to  what  j 
practicable  crevice.  His  motions  had  bee] 
by  his  companions  above,  and  on  his 
vigorous  spring  upwards,  he  found  Harol 
to  give  his  aid. 

When  he  had  once  gained  a  firm  footi 
lost  no  time  in  letting  down  a  lariat, 
unrolled  from  his  waist,  and  called  to  tl 
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own  safety  for  a  stranger  who  already 
so  much." 

"  It  is  this  brave  fellow,**  replied  Har( 
you  have  to  thank ;  though  I  am  sure  w 
done  nothing  but  our  duty." 

Pauline  turned  to  Anak,  whose  fac 
with  pleasure  as  she  pressed  his  hand,  an< 
him  franklVf  without  that  constraint 
apparent  in  her  manner  towards  Harold ; 
words  were  arrested  on  her  lips  as  a  lou< 
from  below.  Harold  sprang  to  the  O] 
the  wall,  and  looked  down ;  the  cry  was 
by  distant  yells  from  the  other  side  of  tl 
The  cause  of  the  cries  was  at  once  i 
Pauline^s  captor  had  returned,  almost  b< 
had  succeeded  in  gaining  a  footing  upon 
Missing  the  sentinel  whom  he  had  left 
he  had  torn  aside  the  curtain  of  the  tent  i 
it  empty.  A  sudden  suspicion  of  treachei 
across  his  mind,  and  his  cry  of  anger  ai 
pointment  had  called  forth  from  his  warr 
had  accompanied  him  to  the  bank  of  th 
loud  yells  in  reply. 

As  Harold  looked  down,  he  saw  then 
troops  into  the  stream,  and  throng  into 
apace  illuminated  by  the  blaze  of  the  fi 
moment  was  critical.  Harold  drew  b 
whispered  to  Anak,  ''  Her  escape  is  dis 
luckily  this  wall  leaves  no  traiL  Go  oi 
Anak,  to  clear  our  way ;  I  will  help  am 
the  girl.     Quick,  if  you  value  her  life." 
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Reassured  by  Harold's  words^  and  clinging  to 
him  for  support^  Pauline  hastened  forward,  Anak 
leading  the  way  and  the  Intendant  bringing  up  the 
rear.  Fortunately  for  the  fugitives,  the  suspicions 
of  Mainopah  all  fell  upon  his  treacherous  comrade, 
and  they  heard  their  whoops  grow  fainter  and 
fainter,  as  they  themselves  hurried  in  one  direction 
while  the  Indians  were  pursuing  their  search  down 
the  valley  in  the  opposite  quarter. 

They  returned  by  the  same  path  that  they  had 
taken  before,  and  as  the  obstacles  had  already 
been  partly  removed,  Anak  found  but  little  dif- 
ficulty in  clearing  a  way  for  their  rapid  advance. 
The  only  real  point  of  danger  was  in  crossing 
the  valley  to  regain  their  own  position.  But 
Wombea*s  disappearance  and  Mainopah's  jealous 
suspicions  had  fortunately  led  all  pursuit  in  a  con- 
trary direction*  Still  the  mistake  was  certain  to 
be  found  out  at  last,  and  the  discovery  of  the 
body  of  the  slain  sentinel  would  open  their  eyes 
to  the  truth.  Harold  proposed  that  the  Intendant 
should  go  on  before,  as  he  would  be  able  to  anti- 
cipate their  slower  advance;  and  warning  his 
brother  of  their  success  and  danger,  no  time  would 
be  lost  in  fleeing  from  the  perilous  vicinity  of  the 
Indian  ^icampment.  While  he  was  going  for- 
ward, Anak  congratulated  himself  that  he  had 
secreted  the  body  of  the  Indian  among  the  grasses, 
where  for  a  time  at  least  it  might  escape  detection, 
but  neither  he  nor  Harold  breathed  freely  until 
they  arrived  at  the  base  of  the  hill  where  they  had 
left  their  companions. 
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Baregui  had  discharged  his  mission 
They  found  Edgar  and  Dickon  waiting 
horses  in  readiness,  and  with  short  ex 
they  set  forward,  back  upon  their  own 
the  forest.  Harold  placed  Pauline  before 
his  saddle,  and  his  gallant  steed  scarce 
extra  burden  of  her  slight  figure,  as  he 
along  at  full  speed. 

In  order  fully  to  comprehend  the  sc 
events  here  narrated,  it  must  be  bomi 
that  on  quitting  the  valley  of  the  Ameri 
our  adventurers  had  proceeded  norths 
they  had  struck  the  Rock  Creek,  which 
tary  to  the  American,  and  runs  eastwai 
the  range  of  the  Sierra  Nevada,  It  v 
direction  that  the  Indian  guide  was  lea 
in  search  of  the  Valley  of  Gold,  when  tl 
upon  the  unfortunate  storekeeper's  wagj 
trail  of  the  Indian  marauders  led  them 
almost  at  right  angles  to  their  propot 
eastward,  and  they  had  therefore  bent  U 
south,  in  which  direction  they  had  : 
Indian  encampment. 

They  did  not  venture  to  draw  rein  ui 
gallop  of  nearly  two  hours  they  found  t 
deep  in  the  forest,  through  which  th 
penetrate  in  order  to  regain  their  ori^ 
It  was  near  this  point  that  they  had  n 
tendant,  and  when  it  was  thought  that 
distanced  all  pursuit,  they  halted  to 
horses,  and  give  Pauline  time  to  re 
strength.     Baregui  proposed  that  she 
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conducted  to  his  master's  rancheria,  which  lay 
scarcely  a  day's  march  to  the  east^  Valcielo  heing 
situated,  as  it  may  be  remembered^  at  the  foot  of 
the  Snowy  Mountains.  There  was  sufficient  light 
from  the  brightly  shining  stars  to  allow  them  to 
proceed  on  their  journey  all  night,  and  by  morning 
they  would  be  far  on  their  way  to  Don  Gabriel 
de  Castro's  rancheria,  where  Baregui  said  he  could 
answer  that  his  young  mistress  Merced  would  re- 
ceive the  defenceless  orphan  with  a  sister*s  welcome. 
The  proposal  seemed  a  good  one,  but  the  brothers 
felt  somewhat  embarrassed  as  to  the  course  they 
should  pursue.  Pauline's  forlorn  condition — ^a 
girl,  alone,  and,  excepting  Anak,  surrounded  by 
strangers — an  orphan  whose  father  had  been  so  ' 
recently  murdered  before  her  eyes — far  from  all 
the  comforts  and  necessaries  to  which  she  had 
been  accustomed,  and  exposed  to  all  the  hard- 
ships and  dangers  of  their  wild  bfe — enlisted 
their  warmest  sympathies  and  feelings  in  her 
favour. 

It  would  be  cruel  to  allow  her  to  share  their 
own  risks,  and  yet  they  could  not  in  prudence  for 
a  long  period  leave  their  effects  unprotected 
further  than  by  Kanacka  and  a  strange  Indian, 
whose  good  faith  they  had  hardly  had  means  of 
testing. 

Baregui's  offer  of  an  asylum  at  his  master's 
randio  was  at  once  to  be  accepted ;  but  how  was 
the  girl  to  be  protected  when  a  whole  tribe  of  in* 
foriated  Indians  viras  hot  upon  her  trail  ? 

VOUIL  I 
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^*  Can  we  desert  the  girl  and  Anak  in 
brother,"  asked  Harold^  doubtinglj  ? 

''  It  seems  selfish,  Harold ;  but  ought 
to  leave  our  stores  and  Kanacka  with  t 
Indian?  But  what  does  the  girl  say 
was  her  father  journeying  to  ?*' 

Pauline  had  little  information  to  give 
circumstance  that  the  storekeeper  was  goi 
search  of  some  rich  placers  he  had  heard 
own  urgent  request  he  had  suffered  her  to 
him,  and  equipping  his  waggon  plentifu 
sorts  of  stores,  and  luring  an  escort  of  CI 
Indians,  he  had  anticipated  no  danger ;  a 
avowed  herself  able  and  willing  to  bear 
rather  than  stay  behind  in  San  Francisc 

Pauline  sobbed  as  if  her  heart  wo 
when  she  came  to  speak  of  the  attac 
waggon.  It  took  place  just  before 
Their  Indian  escort  fled  at  the  first  apj 
an  enemy.  **  Then  all  I  could  remem 
cry — ^and  my  father — oh  I  my  father — ^i 
rible ! "  murmured  the  poor  girl  as  she 
her  sad  recital. 

When  Pauline  was  more  composed, 
listen  to  the  Intendant's  proposal,  she 
cling  to  it  at  once. 

"  Oh !  take  me  there — take  me  there- 
a  poor  orphan  desolate,''  she  cried;  t 
thoughts  of  her  forlorn  and  helpless 
came  over  her,  she  seemed  to  cower 
sorrow  afresh. 
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Harold  could  restrain  himself  no  longer.  "  I 
will  go  with  her,  brother  Edgar,  as  far  as  this 
rancho,  if  you  will  return  to  the  waggon  and 
await  me  on  the  Rock  Creek ;  a  few  days'  halt  will 
not  retard  us  much ;  or  if  you  move  on,  leave  a 
broad  trail.*' 

It  was  hard  for  the  brothers  to  separate,  but 
Harold  promised  to  lose  no  timq  in  following  up 
their  trail,  which  Edgar  engaged  should  be  distinct 
enough.  Anak  also,  when  once  he  was  assured  of 
Pauline's  safety,  would  accompany  Harold  on  his 
return. 

Dickon  had  a  struggle  in  his  own  mind,  for  he 
was  not  sure  which  of  the  brothers  would  encounter 
the  greatest  dangers :  had  he  been  able  to  decide 
that  point,  he  would  in  a  moment  have  prepared 
to  share  them ;  but  it  was  decided  for  him,  by 
Harold,  that  he  should  accompany  Edgar. 

When  their  arrangements  were  thus  made,  they 
lost  no  time  in  again  mounting  their  refreshed 
steeds,  and  with  many  a  parting  blessing  on  each 
other,  for  the  first  time  the  brothers  were  sepa- 
rated ;  but  they  trusted  soon  to  reunite  and  par- 
take of  each  other's  hopes  and  dangers,  fears  and 
soGcess. 
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CHAPTER  XX  r.      . 

BDOAB  PBOOESDe  OH  HIS  WAT  TO  THl  VJILLBT  0? 
HnfSELf  PUB8I7XD  JLKD  WATOHBD  B7  IH£  ££K£ 
TAVKia   OOLO-DIOOEJEU 

Morning  had  broken  by  the  time  i 
had  reached  their  camp^  where  Kanac 
Indian  had  been  left,  and  it  was  no  sm^ 
find  that  they  had  remained  in  the  sam 
and  unmolested* 

The  waggon  belonging  to  the  storeke 
resolved  to  take  forward  with  him,  espe 
examination  it  proved  to  be  peculiarly 
their  purpose.  It  was  quite  empty,  sa^ 
of  ropes  and  a  net-work  of  light  steel 
lay  in  a  heap  in  the  comer,  whose  pu 
some  consideration  he  was  able  to  di 
on  stretching  it  over  the  canvass  cove 
vehicle,  he  found  that  he  had  converted 
into  a  kind  of  moving  fortification,  in 
might  well  withstand  an  ordinary  In 
The  body,  too,  was  curiously  contriver 
a  kind  of  punt,  in  a  way  that  will  b 
explained.  These  circumstances  induce 
disregard  Ishronah's  opposition  to  thei 
OP  with  them ;  he  said  it  would  encu 
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ij  and  delay  them  on  crossing  the  rivers, 
of  which  he  gave  them  to  understand  that 
DQUst  ford  on  their  route  to  the  Valley  of 
But  Edgar  found  the  body  of  the  waggon 
perfectly  water-tight,  and  he  considered  that 
uld  greatly  facilitate  their  movements  by 
Qg  all  their  property  togther,  instead  of  its 
distributed  in  packs  that  had  to  be  removed 
sry  halt^  The  ropes  which  he  found  in  the 
>n  he  soon  managed  to  convert  into  rude 
sSf  and  firmly  attaching  his  hprses  to  a  new 
he  had  the  satisfaction  to  find  that  it  ran 
and  lightly. 

Lfter  all»  Dickon,^  said  he,  as  they  concluded 
task  by  piling  in  the  waggon  their  remaining 
ges  and  utensils,  ''after  all,  we  shall  find 
Dstead  of  impeding  us,  the  poor  storekeeper's 
>n  will  prove  invaluable;  besides,  we  shall 
}e  saved  from  abandoning  what  we  are  bound 
iserve  for  his  orphan." 

dare,  say.  Master  Edgar,  the  poor  fellow 
ood  hopes  when  he  set  out  with  all  his  stores 
rain  in  such  complete  order,  that  he  would 
back  well  laden.** 

)o  not  let  us  speak  of  it,  Dickon,  but  let  it 
us  to  be  more  on  our  guard,"  replied  Edgar, 
ig  round,  and  trying  to  pierce  the  depths  of 
irest  by  which  they  were  surrounded. 
;  wish  that  we  were  all  together  once  more, 
we  might  be  sure  that  we  were  all  safe, 
er  Edgar." 
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"  I  look  every  hour  for  Harold 
Dickon ;  but  a  sudden  thought  has  struc 
has  gone  towards  the  Snowy  Mountain 
going  to  move  forward  in  the  same 
perhaps,  instead  of  returning  once  m< 
own  trail,  he  will  strike  across  norths 
ours,  which  I  promised  should  be  pla 
and  with  the  waggon  it  promises  to  be 
we  set  forward  on  the  morrow?  1 
seems  to  grow  impatient  as  he  dilates 
boundless  treasure  he  has  undertaken  1 
and  the  sooner  our  object  is  gained,  I 
sooner  shall  we  once  more  begin  to  thin 
and  those  we  know  of,  who  are,  per] 
looking  for  our  return*  Oh,  DIckoi 
think  of  this,  and  when  I  remember 
possession  of  the  gold,  which  in  itself  1  d 
effect  for  those  I  love ;  when  I  picture 
our  dear  old  home — ours  once  more — 
love,  again  gathered  underneath  the  old 
not  still  the  craving  of  my  heart  Yes, 
will  set  out  at  daybreak,  and  if  Harold 
rejoin  us,  perhaps,  Dickon,  we  shall 
and  be  able  to  say.  Brother,  the  task  is 
we  can  return  home — ^home ! "  t 

Dickon's  eyes  glistened  as  bdghtly 
while  they  indulged  in  jthe  fond  fan 
their  thoughts  called  up.     And  when 
hour  Edgar  found  that  his  brother  did 
he  tried  to  reason    himself  into  the  ] 
it  was  better  so.     He  could  pray  and  h< 
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safety,  and  he  would  alone  toil  and  labour,  and 
proudly  show  him  the  results  when  they  next 
met 

On  the  possibility  of  any  mishap  to  his  brother, 
Edgar  did  not  dare  to  trust  himself  to  reflect; 
and  hoping  to  meet  him,  and  that  he  would  follow 
fast  upon  their  traces  before  they  had  proceeded 
fiur,  they  set  forward  on  the  morrow,  refreshed  and 
strengthened  by  their  day's  repose.  Dickon  took 
upon  himself  the  task  of  guiding  the  waggon,  and 
Kanacka  brought  up  the  rear  with  the  spare 
animals. 

*'  Bess  for  go  on  to  mountain,*"  exclaimed  the 
Indian  to  Edgar,  as  the  snowy  caps  of  the  Sierra 
Nevada  burst  upon  their  view  afte^  a  long  and 
weary  march.  "  Too  much  Injins  on  prairie  and 
in  forest.  Ishronah  'tink  he  hear  Injin  all  day — 
but  now  dey  far,  and  we  safe." 

*'  And  how  fkr  do  you  think  it,  Ishronah,  to  be 
from  this  point  to  the  valley  to  which  you  are 
guiding  us?** 

"  Go  on  now  straight  like  arrow  to  mountain, 
one,  two  suns,''  replied  the  Indian. 

"  And  have  you  seen  this  placer  with  your  own 
eyes,  Ishronah  ?  How  did  it  appear  ?  Are  you 
quite  sure  that  you  are  leading  us  to  what  you 
promised?" 

"  Ishronah  see  and  touch.  Rocks  broken  open, 
and  in  him  heart,  all  yellow ;  sand  cover  valley, 
and  on  him  top  all  yellow;  much  fight — much 
Wood  in  valley.     What  for  you  pale-faces  love  dat 
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dried  blood?     No  can  make  knife — no 
hatchet — no  can   make   rifle — put   oa 
shoulder  for  make  shine,  no  good  for 
better  beads,  and  panther's  tooth,  and  seal 
a  brave ! " 

Edgar  was  a  little  puzzled  to  repl 
Indian's  question.  It  was  true  that  a' 
only  use  the  precious  metal  was  put  to, 
of  ornament,  and  it  would  be  past  th( 
comprehension  to  dilate  upon  its  re| 
value. 

"  Why,  Ishronah,  as  for  beads,  and 
teeth,  and  scalp-locks,"  replied  Edgar,  * 
upon  them  as  partly  unworthy  and  parti 
ing,  so  we  give  our  soldiers  the  yellov 
ornament.'* 

'*  What  dat  mean,  disgustin'?" 

**  Why,  a  pale-face  thinks  it  not  g 
warrior  to  cut  the  scalp  off  his  enemy,  ai 
as  an  ornament." 

"  Pale-face  no  cut  scalp,  but  him  cu 
enemy  wid  his  long  knife ;  what  for  d^ 
send  bullet  in  head,  but  no  take  scalp  ? 
know  all  dis.** 

Edgar  began   to  feel  uneasy  at  the 
manner  in   which   Ishronah   was   speak 
Indian  saw  his  look,  and  with  quick  p< 
read  his  thoughts. 

**Bad  pale-faces  and  good  pale-faces, 
claimed,  quickly.  "  Injin  Ishronah  *tii 
who  save  him^  when  bad  pale-face  tie  b 
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tree,  and  pale-face  see  he  tell  no  lie,  when'  he  say 
he  no  forget  who  cut  de  rope.*' 

They  had  now  reached  more  open  ground,  and  it 
seemed  &s  if  no  more  forest  lay  in  their  way  to  be 
penetrated  before  reaching  the  sierra ;  but  a  large 
tributary  to  the  Rock  Creek,  which  bent  towards 
the  south,  lay  directly  in  their  course,  and  after 
choosing  a  point  where  both  banks  shelved,  they 
prepared  to  cross.  Edgar  found  it  far  too  deep, 
even  at  the  most  favourable  place,  to  venture 
to  ford  without  releasing  the  horses  irom  the 
waggon,  and  then  he  was  enabled  to  judge  of  the 
great  utility  of  the  contrivance  which  had  fallen 
into  his  possession. 

First,  the  horses  were  passed  over  without  much 
difficulty,  then  they  were  attached  to  long  ropes 
secured  to  the  pole  of  the  waggon,  which  was  thus 
hauled  down  the  shelving  bank.  It  was  found 
that  whenever  the  stream  was  deep  enough  to 
float  the  ark-like  body,  its  buoyancy  sustained  the 
under  bed,  and  when  again  it  grew  shallow,  the 
wheels  recovered  their  hold  upon  the  bottom,  and 
so  thqr  transported  their  effects,  without  injury 
and  without  delay,  over  the  rapid  and  deep  riven 

The  ground  rose  from  the  river  with  a  gradual 
slope,  and  on  reaching  the  summit,  Edgar  turned 
and  scanned  anxiously  the  plain  they  had  passed 
over,  obtaining  a  long  and  uninterrupted  view  as 
txt  as  the  skirts  of  the  forest.  Once  or  twice  he 
thought  he  could  distinguish  a  dark  speck  moving 
over  the  crest  of  a  hill,  and  shading  his  eyes  from 
I8 
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the  rays  of  the  sun,  which  shone  full  upon  him 
from  the  west^  he  drew  in  his  horse,  and  while  the 
waggon  moyed  forward,  he  resolved  to  wait  to 
satisfy  himself  as  to  whether  he  had  really  caugiit 
a  glimpse  of  Harold  and  his  companion,  or  had 
been  deceived  by  the  longing  of  fancy. 

His  doubts  were  soon  set  at  rest ;  for,  rising,  as 
he  thought,  from  a  hollow,  he  saw  distinctly  two 
horsemen  rapidly  cross  the  summit  of  a  distant 
hill.  He  shouted  for  joy,  and  though  his  waggon 
and  companions  were  out  of  sight,  he  did  not 
hesitate  to  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  once  more 
crossing  the  stream,  he  galloped  forward,  as  he 
hoped,  to  meet  his  brother.  As  he  expected,  the 
unevenness  of  the  intervening  ground  hid  them 
from  his  view,  but  he  had  taken  the  bearings  of 
the  point,  and  rode  forward  with  a  light  heart 
Once  more  he  came  in  sight  of  them  as  he  crossed 
the  crest  of  a  prairie  swelL  They  seemed  scarcdj 
half  a  mile  from  him.  There  was  something  in 
their  general  figures  which  did  not  satisfy  him, 
and  his  misgivings  were  increased  on  seeing  them 
pull  in,  and  instead  of  dashing  down  to  meet  him, 
or  answering  his  shout  and  the  waving  of  his  hat, 
they  turned  their  horses'  heads  sharply  round,  and 
instantly  disappeared. 

''  It  was  not  Harold,  then,**  he  murmured,  while 
spurring  up  the  ascent,  which  his  steed  breasted 
bravely.  His  disappointment,  however  keen,  did 
not  prevent  him  from  galloping  to  the  summit 
where  he  had  seen  the  horsemen.     There  thev 
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had  stood,  there  were  their  hoof-prints,  hut  all 
around  was  still  and  solitary,  and  no  one  answered 
to  his  shouts. 

£dgar  turned  his  horse  with  a  heavy  heart,  and  as 
he  rode  on  alone,  he  could  not  shake  off  the  depres- 
sion which  his  disappointment  caused.  He  rode 
slowly,  for  his  horse  was  somewhat  blown,  and  the 
heat  was  considerable,  so  that  he  was  some  time 
in  overtaking  his  companions.  Dickon  halted  as 
soon  as  he  found  that  Edgar  did  not  return,  and 
was  preparing  to  ride  after  him  when  he  rejoined 
them.  All  listened  with  concern  to  the  informa- 
tion that  their  course  was  watched,  and  perhaps 
pursued,  by  strangers. 

''Dey  Injins?"  asked  Ishronah,  with  evident 
concern. 

"I  cannot  think  they  were,"  replied  Edgar, 
"  though  I  did  not  get  near  enough  to  see  them 
distinctly." 

<' Shall  we  ride  back.  Captain  Edgar?"  asked 
Dickon ;  "  Kanacka  and  I  will  give  an  account  of 
them,  be  they  who  they  may." 

"No,  if  Injin,  lead  to  ambush — if  pale-face, 
perhaps  turn  off  back  to  Rock  Creek,"  interrupted 
Ishronah.  "  Bess  go  on  to  Snow  Mountain — 
camp  all  night  down  dere — ^next  sun  reach  Valley 
of  Sun." 

"  But  suppose  they  follow  us,  Ishronah  ?" 

"  Send  on  waggon — ^we  take  cover,  and  wait  if 
dey  come — we  see  'em  pass  on  trail  of  waggon." 

Edgar  could  not  help  agreeing  with  this  proposal. 
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He  was  quite  satisfied  to  camp  for  the  night  as 
early  as  possible,  in  order  that  in  any  case  he  mig^t 
give  Harold  the  chance  of  overtaking  them ;  and 
if  the  two  horsemen  really  were  watching  thdr 
movementSi  they  would  probably  camp  in  their 
neighbourhood,  and  while  the  waggon  and  loose 
animals  went  forward,  he  and  the  Indian  could 
conceal  themselves  in  some  good  cover,  and  ascer- 
tain  who  they  were.  He  could  not  relinquish  the 
hope  that  after  all  it  might  turn  out  to  be  his 
brother,  or  some  one  that  could  give  him  tidings  of 
his  safety,  should  another  night  pass  away  witfaoot 
his  rejoining  them. 

In  spite  of  his  weariness  after  the  heavy  fadgae 
of  their  long  march,  in  spite  also  of  the  munnur- 
ing  of  the  stream  by  which  they  encamped,  and 
the  ceaseless  hum  of  the  mosquitos,  whom  their 
fires  kept  ever  hovering  at  a  distance,  £dgar  could 
not  sleep.  Every  now  and  then  he  started  up> 
and  listened  and  looked  anxiously  for  bis  brother, 
and  then  again  lay  down  to  be  tormented  with 
troubled  dreams. 

It  was  a  relief  to  him  when  morning  came,  and 
they  set  out  once  more.  They  began  to  climb 
one  of  the  sloping  spurs  of  the  sierra,  and  the 
Indian  guide  confidently  stated  that  they  should 
be  able  to  reach  the  Valley  of  Gold  before  the  sun 
should  have  again  traversed  the  sky. 

Edgar  despatched  the  waggon  forward,  and  pro- 
mising to  overtake  it  as  soon  as  he  should  have 
satisfied  himself  with  regard  to  the  character  and 
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inteDtions  of  the  horsemen  who  were  dogging 
their  course,  he  charged  Dickon  and  Kanacta  to 
mount  in  readiness  to  come  at  the  sound  of  their 
rifles,  but  to  keep  witbin  sight  of  the  waggon,  and 
tie  the  horses  before  leaving  them.  He  himself 
and  the  Indian  took  up  their  post  in  a  thick  clump 
of  brushwood,  by  which  any  one  following  the 
track  of  the  waggon  would  have  to  pass.  They 
had  not  remained  in  cover  very  long  when  the 
Indian's  quick  eye  discovered  the  figures  they 
were  waiting  for,  hovering  in  the  distant  horizon, 
as  if  uncertain  whether  to  come  forward  as  long 
as  the  waggon  was  in  sight ;  but  no  sooner  was  it 
hidden  by  a  dip  of  the  ground,  than  they  rapidly 
advanced. 

**  Pale-faces,"  muttered  the  Indian,  long  before 
Edgar  was  able  to  distinguish  horse  from  rider. 

'^How  do  you  know  that,  Ishronah?"  asked 
Edgar,  again  suffering  his  hopes  to  rise. 

*'  Pale*face  horse  run,  Indian  always  leap 
along,"  he  replied ;  and  Edgar  was  now  able  to  see 
that  the  horsemen  were  advancing  at  a  smart  trot. 
Ishronah,  however5  was  able  to  distinguish 
something  more,  for  his  eye  suddenly  began  to 
light  up  with  a  glitter  like  a  rattlesnake's,  and  he 
threw  forward  on  the  pommel  of  the  saddle  the 
rifle  with  which  Edgar  had  trusted  him. 

"What  is  it,  Ishronah?"  asked  Edgar;  "why 
do  you  loosen  your  knife  and  point  your  rifle  ? 
Are  they  enemies  ?  ** 
"  Ishronah's  breast  bum  like  fire,"  replied  the 
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Indian,  pointing  to  the  wounds  he  had  received 
from  his  master  in  the  valley.  ''  When  wounds 
burn,  Injin  cools  wid  blood  of  enemy.  Dat  Tengese 
massa  from  valley ! " 

As  the  horsemen  drew  nearer,  Edgar,  now  that 
the  Indian  had  given  him  the  clue,  thought  he 
could  recognise  the  large  straw  hat  and  lanky 
members  of  the  Yankee  gold-digger,  while  he 
could  not  help  conjecturing  that  the  bound-up 
face  and  stooping  figure  that  rode  by  his  aide  was 
that  of  the  Renegade  of  San  Francisco. 

They  did  not  advance  in  a  straight  line  along 
the  trail,  but  as  if  quite  aware  that  they  progressed 
at  a  pace  that  would  enable  them  to  overtake 
those  whom  they  were  pursuing,  whenever  they 
should  feel  inclined,  they  code  diagonally  across 
the  plain,  making  leisurely  tacks,  as  it  were,  and 
crossii^  the  trail  at  every  tack.  They  seemed  to 
have  no  intention  of  approaching  the  clump 
where  Edgar  and  the  Indian  were  stationed,  but 
kept  well  off  to  the  left.  It  was  lucky  for  them 
that  they  did  so,  for  Edgar  began  to  doubt  how 
he  should  restrain  the  impatient  desire  for  ven- 
geance that  glowed  in  Ishronah's  eyes. 

•*Dey  no  come  disway,''he  muttered;  "dey 
no  forget  you  ride  up  to  dem,  yesterday.  Stop» 
let  'em  cross  between  us  and  waggon,  and  den 
ride,  gallop,  jump  to  dem.** 

''  First  promise,  Ishronah,  to  use  no  rifle ;  we 
will  take  them  prisoners  if  we  can.  Dickon  and 
Kanacha  are  keeping  a  good  look  out,  be  sure.** 
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^Good !"  exclaimed  the  Indian  Ishronah^ ''  know 
how  to  bend  down  tree  now ;  good  1 — ^hun  torn 
come  when  g^t  pris'ner.** 

''But  what  is  that  dark  speck  on  their  light;^ 
yonder^  coming  down  tbe  sierra  ?  More  horsemen 
are  approaching,  and  in  great  numbers,  for  my 
ears  seem  to  distinguish  their  tramp  and  mur- 
mur." 

The  Indian  turned  sharply  round  in  his  saddle, 
and  pushed  aside  the  branches  to  enable  him  to 
get  a  clear  view  of  the  point  to  which  Edgar 
directed  his  attention. 

''Ishronah's  ears  no  hear,  he  blind  to  buffalo 
when  he  see  his  enemy  coming  to  rifle,"  exclaimed 
the  Indian,  rapidly.  "  We  muss  go  out  of  cover, 
and  quick  ride  down  Yengees,  before  buffalo 
come.*' 

Without  waiting  to  give  Edgar  time  for  reply^ 
Ishronah  caused  his  horse  to  spring  with  a  bound 
into  the  open  plain,  and  while  the  two  horsemen 
were  some  three  hundred  yards  distant  on  their 
left,  between  them  and  the  point  where  the 
waggon  had  disappeared,  he  fired  his  rifle,  re- 
gardless or  forgetful  of  his  promise.  Edgar 
sprang  from  cover  too  late  to  stop  him,  and  saw 
the  two  horsemen,  without  waiting  to  look  behind, 
gallop  off  in  a  straight  course,  towards  the  moun- 
tains, then  suddenly  turn  sharp  off,  as  Dickon  and 
Kanacka  suddenly  made  their  appearance,  and 
headed  them  in  that  direction.  They  were  thus 
placed  midway  between  Edgar  and  the  Indian  on 
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one  side,  and  Dickon  and  Kanacka  on  the  other, 
and  appeared  to  be  making  straight  for  the  herd  of 
buffiJo  which  had  so  suddenly  emerged  firom  a 
distant  defile  of  the  Sierra  Nevada.""  Their  capture 
seemed  certain,  unless  they  chose  to  fling  them- 
selves right  in  the  way  of  the  bellowing  shaggy 
mass  that  came  tearing  down  from  the  mountains, 
extending  wedge-like  until  they  seemed  to  fill  up 
all  the  horizon.  The  horses  which  the  pursuers 
rode  began  to  show  signs  of  uneasiness  and  terror 
at  the  approach  of  the  living  avalanche,  which 
seemed  to  shake  the  ground  as  it  rolled  towards 
them.  The  fugitives  turned  their  heads  and 
seemed  to  measure  their  distance,  and  firing  their 
rifles  on  the  nearest  pursuers,  which  were  Edgar 
on  one  side,  and  Kaaacka  on  the  other,  they 
boldly  directed  their  horses  upon  the  very  front 
of  the  advancing  herd. 

*'  Come  back  all !  deir  horses  trained,  and  so  no 
fear  bison,''  shouted  the  Indian,  as  he  struggled 
to  make  his  own  animal  face  the  buffalo  which 
now  threatened  to  drive  in  between  him  and  his 
prey.  Edgar  alone  was  able  to  continue  his 
course,  for  the  noble  animal  he  rode  seemed 
willing  enough  to  have  charged  the  whole  herd ; 
but  on  turning  his  head  at  the  Indian's  ciy,  he 
saw  that  his  three  companions  were  carried  oflT,  in 
spite  of  all  their  efforts,  by  their  frightened  ani- 
mals, which  fled  towards  the  sierra. 

The  fugritives,  trusting  to  the  extraordinary 
powers  of  their  horses,  which  had  been  regularly 
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trained  to  hunt  the  buffalo,  dashed  boldly  across 
the  path  of  the  fierce  shaggy  brutes,  and  were 
instantly  losl;  to  the  view  of  Edgar.  He  would 
have  followed,  and  his  horse  would  not  have 
swerved  an  inch,  in  spite  of  their  lowered  horns, 
eyes  glaring  like  living  coals,  and  deep  bellowings ; 
but  he  saw  the  impossibility  of  forcing  his  way 
through  the  dense  and  compact  mass  of  bodies  in 
which  the  fugitives  seemed  for  a  moment  to  be 
carried  along,  and  then  were  lost  sight  of  among 
the  clouds  of  dust  and  steam  which  rolled  and 
seethed  above  the  mass* 

Edgar,  while  his  horse  bore  him  with  ease  out 
of  the  way  of  the  headlong  charges  which  more 
than  one  maddened  brute  made  at  him  as  he 
rushed  past,  could  not  help  looking  upon  the  vast 
assemblage  of  animal  life  and  power  with  feelings 
of  almost  stupefaction.  He  reined  in  his  steed,  and 
far  as  his  eye  could  reach,  they  came  p9uring  past 
until  the  whole  surface  of  the  plain  became  one 
black  mass,  ever  changing  and  passing  on. 

The  stampede  that  had  taken  possession  of  the 
horses  of  his  companions  carried  them  eastward 
far  out  of  sight  Tired  of  waiting  until  the  never- 
ending  droves  had  passed  him,  Edgar  gave  up  the 
chase  of  the  Yankee  and  the  horse-thief,  and 
followed  upon  the  tracks  of  the  waggon,  where  he 
came  up  vnth  his  companions. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 


SIKOI  or  THl  KAHOHO — SHB  TVBBn-nUOOR  — 
IVDIABB— ABUFAL  Of  HABOLD,  AVAK,  AHD  T 
OOMXAVDIKT  BIOOOVSUD  BT  HIS  OLD  WOLLOWK 
JIAV— UBBA8T  ASBOCUnOHB. 


In  order  to  explain  the  cause  of  ] 
delay  in  rejoining  his  brother,  it  is 
recur  to  the  events  which  took  place 
while  in  Valcielo. 

It  may  be  remembered  that,  enviri 
side  by  the  Indians,  the  Comman 
young  companions  were  compelle 
inactiye  spectators  of  Leila's  atteinj 
nicate  with  Don  GrabrieL  With  ho 
seen  the  poor  girl  struck  down,  a: 
ina^dant  had  but  just  the  time  to 
below  at  Antonio's  urgent  entreaty 
catastrophe  was  completed  by  Don  ( 
dragged  along  by  the  lariat  of  the 
Antonio  was  thankful  that  his  sis 
spared  at  least  that  dreadful  sight,  a 
raged  a  hope  that  the  stout  arm  of 
Fray  Geronimo,  had  completed  his  i 
by  bearing  him  off  into  a  place  of  sr 
trying  to  the  young  Spaniard's  fiery  a 
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spirit,  to  see  the  home  of  his  youth  and  his 
father's  old  age,  given  a  prey  to  the  flames,  by  the 
whooping  and  yelling  forms  that  danced  in  fero- 
cious triumph  roimd  the  conflagraticHi  they  had 
kindled,  and  completed  at  the  same  time  their 
work  of  destruction,  by  trampling  down  and 
destroying  with  hatchet  and  firebrand  the  careful 
labour  of  so  many  years.  Had  he  not  seen  with 
his  own  eyes  that  the  chaplain — in  whose  powers 
and  knowledge  of  the  country  he  had  the  greatest 
confidence — ^had  succeeded  in  distancing  pursuit, 
no  consideration  would  have  kept  back  the  son 
from  rushing  to  the  rescue  of  his  father,  in  spite 
of  all  the  lurking  bands  that  seemed  to  watch  their 
every  movement  The  forfeit  of  his  own  life 
would  have  been  the  probable  consequence,  and 
there  was  his  fair  sister  to  be  protected;  and 
Antonio  could  not  but  be  convinced  of  the  truth 
of  the  Commandant's  reasoning,  when,  on  return* 
ing  from  below,  where  he  had  assured  himself  that 
all  the  posts  were  on  the  alert,  he  said, — 

"  It  is  hard  to  bear  the  sight  of  these  savage 
warriors  yelling  in  unavenged  triumph  over  the 
ruin  they  have  caused ;  but  our  own  opposition  in 
the  open  field,  Antonio,  would  no  more  control 
them,  or  save  those  entrusted  to  us,  than  would  a 
cup  of  water  extinguish  yonder  fire." 

"  But  my  {other !  did  you  see  the  horrid  sight?" 
asked  Antonio,  while  his  livid  lips  trembled  with 
emotion ;  " and  Merced,  does  she  know?" 

**  I  witnessed  his  rescue  by  the  chaplun,  Antonio, 
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and  conjectured  the  rest.  Merced  knows  no  more 
than  that  he  has  escaped,  and  hopes  and  believei 
with  me  that  he  is  now  in  safety." 

"  Do  you,  can  you  believe  it  f  Or  is  it  only  to 
give  me  consolation  that  you  say  so?** 

"  It  is  reasonable  to  believe  it,  Antonio,  and  it 
is  manful  to  hope  for  the  best.  We  must  hold 
out,  and,  should  we  be  attacked,  defend  ourselves 
and  Merced  to  the  last.  They  may  yet  draw  off, 
satisfied  with  their  victory,  and  leave  us — as  for 
some  reason  they  have  hitherto  done— without  any 
direct  attack.     God  grant  they  may  !** 

''But  I — I,  Senor  Commandante,  have  some- 
thing to  avenge,  and  therefore  I  hope — ** 

"You  have  something  still  more  precious  to 
protect,  Antonio,  and  therefore,  while  we  take  all 
precautions  for  defence,  again  I  say,  God  grant 
that  they  may  leave  us  unmolested!  ** 

As  the  Commandant  spoke,  he  once  more  looked 
to  the  efficiency  of  their  rifles  and  the  field-piece, 
while  Antonio  stood  with  his  eyes  fixed  in  mute 
grief  and  anger  upon  the  scene  of  devastation 
going  6n  within  their  view,  and  murmured, — 

"  You  are  right — ^let  them  work  their  will ;  not 
now  can  we  prevent  or  avenge.  Yes,  for  Merced's 
sake,  we  must  not  provoke  an  attack.  But  what  is 
that  ?*'  added  he  in  louder  and  more  hurried  tones; 
''call  you  that  retreating?  We  shall  have  them 
on  us  in  a  mass.  Cuidado  todoi — ^beware  all; 
vienen — they  come !  they  come !" 

While  the  young  Spaniard  was  speaking,  and 
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hurriedly  following  the  Commandant*s  example  in 
looking  to  his  arms,  the  Indians  in  straggling 
bands,  with  their  ferocity  now  kindled  to  madness, 
came  on  yelling  and  shouting,  and  leaping  franti- 
cally from  the  ground.  Not  satisfied  with  their 
success,  but  only  aroused  to  further  aggression  by 
their  excited  passions,  they  seemed  to  be  menacing 
with  their  glittering  tomahawks,  and  pointing  with 
their  long  lances  towards  the  hitherto  unmolested 
jnancheria.  The  Commandant  and  Antonio  felt 
that  their  thirst  for  blood  and  destruction  was 
increased,  not  quenched,  and  that  their  own  turn 
would  shortly  come. 

In  scattered  groups,  but  apparently  under  the 
command  of  the  same  tall  chief  whom  thb  Chaplain 
had  overthrown^  the  Indians  crossed  the  river  in 
their  sight,  but  once  over,  they  instantly  rushed  to 
coyer,  dreading  the  brazen  mouth  of  the  cannon 
that  gaped  threateningly  from  the  turret.  Their 
whoops  were  hushed,  and  a  stillness  seemed  to  reign 
in  the  valley  like  the  sudden  lull  of  a  storm 
before  it  bursts  in  all  its  violence. 

The  Commandant  looked  carefully  to  the  vent 
and  pointing  of  his  piece,  for  he  felt  that  the 
moment  of  the  decisive  struggle  was  at  hand.  At 
his  request  the  Spaniard  hurried  below,  and 
assured  himself  that  the  four  comer  turrets  were 
/ully  manned,  and  every  member  of  the  little  garri- 
son was  ready  at  his  post  They  numbered  but 
five  Indians,  besides  the  three  white  men,  so  that 
one  man  to  each  post  was  all  that  they  could  allot. 
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Antonio  himself  took  up  his  own  station  at  a 
window  on  the  right  of  the  door,  so  as  to  command 
the  front  entrance,  while  old  Jean  avowed  himself 
able  to  answer  on  the  opposite  side,  for  the  safety 
of  the  rear,  which  he  commanded  by  projecting  his 
rifle  through  the  loopholes  of  the  window  shutter. 
Merced,  with  noble  devotion,  refused  to  leave 
her  brother's  side. 

'*No,  Antonio!**  she  replied,  in  answer  to  his 
urgent  remonstrance  that  she  would  retire  to  the 
safety  of  their  host's  inner  room ;  **  my  father  has 
escaped,  soon,  I  trust,  to  be  restored  to  us.  I 
almost  heard  the  death-shriek  of  poor  Leila,  and 
yet  you  see  my  eyes  are  dry,  my  heart  is  firm. 
No,  brother,  your  garrison  is  few,  and  when  they 
see  a  girl  share  their  dangers  and  administer  to 
their  wants,  they  will  not  dare  to  fail  you." 

The  silence  had  been  so  complete  within  and 
without,  that  the  girl's  Words  seemed  to  reecho 
through  the  rooms  as  she  spoke  in  a  firm  voice, 
that  all  could  hear:  and  when  she  ceased,  so 
motionless  were  all,  that  they  could  hear  each 
other's  short  breathing,  and  the  beating  of  their 
own  hearts,  as  they  thrilled  at  her  words. 

The  silence  was  of  short  duration,  for  the  warning 
cry  of  the  Conmiandant  from  the  turret  was  heard 
only  to  be  drowned  in  the  roaring  of  his  piece, 
and  the  loud  war-whoops  that  seemed  to  rise  from 
the  ground  on  every  side  at  once. 

The  reports  of  the  rifles  then  rang  out  firom 
every  post  quick  and  sharp ;  and  thick  as  were  the 
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planks  of  the  shuttersi  the  flying  splinters '  told 
how  near  must  be  the  discharge  of  the  biillets  that 
penetrated  them. 

Antonio  looked  anxiously  at  his  sister  as  the 
room  filled  with  the  smoke  of  their  fire-arms, 
while  the  cries  and  yells  from  without  redoubled ; 
but  Merced  stood  by  his  side^  and  with  an  encou- 
raging smile  showed  that  she  was  resolved  to  share 
the  danger  which  she  could  not  help  to  repel. 
Antonio  had  little  time  to  spare  from  what  was 
going  on  without  The  Indians  had  made  their 
attack  simultaneously  on  all  sides,  and  once  close 
to  the  walls,  though  exposed  to  the  close  and  hot 
discharge  from  the  windows  and  comer  turrets, 
they  were  safe  from  the  dreaded  discharge  of  the 
piece  on  the  turret,  which  could  not  be  depressed 
so  as  to  reach  them. 

Through  his  loophole  Antonio  saw  their  dark 
forms  glide  through  the  smoke  which  now  rolled 
round  the  rancho  in  thick  heavy  canopies,  and  the 
door  resounded  under  the  blows  of  their  clubs  and 
battle-axes;  but  his  ready  rifle  told  with  fatal 
effect  More  than  once,  Merced  with  firm  hand 
handed  to  him  his  reyolving  pistol,  the  chambers 
ready  charged,  and  then  with  his  single  hand,  by 
liis  steady,  sure,  and  rapid  discharges,  he  beat  back 
a  whole  crowd  of  assailants,  or  laid  them  bleeding 
upon  the  threshold.  The  attack  then  seemed  to 
slacken  on  his  side,  and  he  was  anxiously  watching 
until  the  smoke  should  lift,  to  enable  him  to  see  if 
the  enemy  had  really  retired,  when  a  loud  crash  of 
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the  rear  window-shutter  behind  him  told  hi 
the  Indians  had  concentrated  their  efforts 
rear  of  the  house,  where  they  were  more  pr 
by  the  neighbouring  bushes,  and  where  the 
the  besieged  was  less  fatal  and  determined. 

A  cry  from  Merced  followed  the  fall 
shutter,  as  it  was  driven  in  by  the  intruding 
of  a  pine-tree  that  had  been  dashed  aga 
driving  back  old  Jean  from  his  post  by  the  \ 
of  the  blow.  Almost  at  the  same  instant, 
dark  figure  of  an  Indian  warrior  sprang  t 
the  opening,  and  before  Antonio  had  time  t 
draw  the  barrel  of  his  rifle  from  the  lo4 
through  which  it  was  thrust  in  readine 
Indian  had  twisted  his  left  hand  in  Jean 
white  locks,  and  his  tomahawk  was  whirle 
ing  above  his  head,  while  he  dragged  the  o 
backwards  across  his  knee. 

The  upraised  axe  was  descending  upon 
bare  forehead,  when  Merced's  long  re  bozo  < 
fluttered  above  him  as  she  threw  it  boldly 
the  face  and  threatening  arm  of  the  Indii 
was  entangled  in  the  buffido's  horn  he  wore 
scalp-lock,  and  Antonio  gained  a  second^ 
to  come  to  his  aid.  Merced  hardly  starte 
bullet  whistle  between  her  outstretched 
and  Jean  arose  from  the  relaxed  grasp  of  hi 
gonist,  who  had  dragged  him  down  as  he  fe 
through  the  heart  by  Antonio's  bullet.  £i] 
defences  were  laid  open,  and  all  would  hav 
lost,  had  it  not  been  for  the  timely  aid 
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Commandant,  who,  divining  the  need  of  reinforce- 
ment below,  hastened  to  post  himself  at  the  open 
\irindow,  and  by  his  bold  front,  and  steady  conti- 
nued discharge  from  pistol  and  rifle,  forced  back 
the  crowd  of  warriors  as  they  hastened  to  follow 
upon  the  tracks  of  their  more  active  leader,  who 
had  cleared  all  obstacles  with  a  bound,  and  paid 
for  his  temerity  with  his  life.  Repulsed  also  on 
this  side,  with  a  yell  of  disappointment  the  Indians 
fell  back,  and  the  attack  ceased  at  all  points  as 
suddenly  as  it  had  begun. 

To  cast  out  the  body  of  the  well-known  Buffalo 
Chief  who  had  so  daringly  leaped  in  at  the  window, 
and  to  replace  as  best  they  could,  the  broken 
shutter  with  prop  and  beam,  was  the  first  thing 
that  occupied  the  care  of  the  besieged.  Merced 
set  the  example  to  the  women  whom  the  Indians 
had  brought  to  the  rancho  for  safety,  by  carrying 
to  each  post  a  supply  of  water,  which  the  smoke 
and  excitement  of  the  short  but  deadly  struggle 
rendered  so  needful.  Her  spirited  and  undaunted 
bearing  confirmed  the  courage  of  all.  Her  hands 
did  not  tremble  as  she  herself  offered  the  cup  to 
the  Indian  domestics  who  had  shown  such  brave 
devotion.  Only  one  of  them  had  been  struck,  and 
he  smiled  in  proud  triumph,  as  Merced  herself 
bound  up  his  wounded  arm.  They  had  all  stood 
unflinchingly  to  their  posts,  and  the  Commandant 
felt  no  small  relief  at  finding  that  he  could  depend 
upon  their  courage  and  devotion. 

Antonio  thought  with  a  sigh,  that  had  he  beeu 
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at  hand  to  encourage  and  lead  theniy  his  own 
followers  might  perhaps  have  fought  as  bravely, 
and  the  sad  catastrophe  they  had  witnessed  might 
have  been  avoided. 

"  Do  you  think  they  will  venture  to  renew  the 
attack?"  he  asked»  as  he  and  the  Commandant 
paced  to  and  fro,  now  guarding  the  front,  now 
watching  the  rear. 

*'  It  is  probable  they  will  wait  for  night,  and 
under  cover  of  darkness  they  will  try  some  subtle 
scheme  for  overreaching  us;  but  I  will  be  even 
with  them,  and  show  up  their  dark  plans." 

The  event  justified  the  Commandant's  surmises; 
though  all  remained  on  the  watch  during  the  re- 
mainder of  the  day,  they  were  unable  to  detect  a 
sound  or  a  movement  round  the  rancho.  Mean- 
while Jean  had,  by  his  master's  direction,  pre- 
pared a  kind  of  iron  grating,  to  serve  as  a  beacon, 
upon  the  turret ;  he  piled  upon  it  a  heap  of  dried 
wood,  thickly  powdered  with  resin  and  drenched 
in  turpentine.  The  Commandant  waited  until  it 
was  dark,  before  he  ventured  to  expose  himself  or 
Jean  upon  the  turret  to  fix  his  beacon,  especially 
as,  besides  avoiding  risk,  he  would,  by  suddenly 
lighting  up  all  the  neighbourhood  of  the  rancho, 
probably  discover  the  intentions  and  plans  of  their 
wily  enemies.  At  nightfall,  while  fixing  his 
beacon  upon  the  turret,  he  thought  he  could  dii- 
tinguish  the  soimds  of  movement,  and  no  sooner 
was  a  torch  applied  to  the  inflammable  heap,  than 
the  sudden  glare  that  shot  up  to  the  sl^  fell  upon 
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a  score  groups  and  knots  of  warriors  standing  for* 
ward  from  their  covers,  in  confidence  that  the 
gloom  of  the  night  was  a  sufficient  protection. 

With  a  loud  yell  of  rage  at  heing  discovered, . 
and  fear  at  heing  so  suddenly  exposed  to  the  aim 
of  the  rifles,  which  were  rapidly  discharged  upon 
them  from  every  part  of  the  building,  the  Indians 
threw  down  the  bundles  of  grass  and  dry  branches, 
(which  they  seemed  all  to  hold  ready  prepared  for 
the  purpose  of  firing  the  rancho  during  the  night,) 
driving  pell-mell  into  the  bushes.  They  kept  up 
a  dropping  fire  upon  the  shutters,  and  above  all 
upon  the  beacon  which  had  so  signally  discomfited 
their  plans.  The  sparks  flew  in  all  directions  as 
the  bullets  fell  thick  upon  the  lighted  heap,  but 
old  Jean  from  below  threw  on  fresh  supplies  of 
fuel,  and  a  glare,  bright  almost  as  day,  was  kept 
up  all  round  the  rancho. 

Once  only  did  the  Indiana  make  an  attempt  to 
recover  the  bundles  of  dry  grass  and  rushes  that 
they  had  abandoned,  but  they  paid  too  dearly 
for  the  attempt  to  renew  it.  They  succeeded, 
howerer,  in  setting  in  a  blaze  the  range  of 
stabling  which  they  had  ransacked,  cariying  ofiT 
the  horses  and  mules  they  contained.  While  it 
lasted,  die  light  of  the  flames  added  to  the  seciurity 
of  the  besieged,  by  illuminating  every  recess  and 
shade ;  and  when  the  flames  sank  down,  Jean  again 
heaped  high  hi?  beacon,  and  peered  anxiously  to 
have  an  avenging  shot  against  the  robbers  who  had 
carried  off  his  prized  fkvourites. 
Satisfied  that  for  the  present  they  might  feel 
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secure  from  another  onset,  the  Commai 
his  garrison  into  two  watches,  and  hi 
command  of  one,  and  Antonio  of  the 
snatched  a  brief  interval  of  repose. 

It  was  a  great  relief  to  the  suspense 
garrison  when  morning  broke,  for  beyc 
of  the  light  which  their  flaring  beacon 
the  rancho,  all  was  dark,  and  they  had 
ascertaining  what  were  the  intentions  o 
or  whether  they  had  really  given  up  t 

The  grey  light  of  morning  scarce 
doubts,  for  not  a  warrior  was  visib 
bodies  of  the  slain  had  been  removed 
of  darkness ;  and  save  for  the  deep  re 
marked  the  ground  before  the  door 
nio's  rifle  and  pistol  had  told  so  fat 
smouldering  ruins  of  the  stables,  they 
have  told  from  appearances  without  tl 
had  been  made. 

The  Commandant  resolved  to  try  tl 
discharge  of  grape  in  unharbouring  it 
if  tliey  yet  lurked  among  the  bushes, 
making  an  attempt  which  he  had 
escaping  by  means  of  the  water.  He 
canoes  safely  moored  at  various  places 
and  the  lake,  and  could  they  once  reac 
might  hope  to  defy  pursuit,  especially 
gain  the  bosom  of  the  Great  or  SiK 
which  the  stream  emptied  itself.  Ii 
hazardous  risk  to  run  ;  but  if  the  India 
off,  it  might  be  to  return  with  overwh 
bers,  that  would   ensure  their  even 
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Falling  into  the  hands  of  their  infuriated  con- 
.  querors  was  too  terrible  to  contemplate. 

The  Commandant  pointed  his  piece  towards  the 
quarter  where  he  hoped  its  discharge  would  have 
most  fatal  effect,  should  the  besiegers  still  lie 
among  the  thickets.  He  watched  eagerly  for  the 
resulL  The  reverberating  echoes  died  away  along 
the  valley,  and  though  the  branches  flew  from  the 
trees  in  all  directions,  there  was  no  movement,  no 
answering  yell  of  defiance  or  pain  ;  but  as  he  lis- 
tened, he  thought  he  heard  a  sound  that  caused 
him  to  start  and  change  colour  with  emotion. 

The  face  of  the  Commandant  was  one  of  those 
passive,  saddened  countenances,  which  seem  to 
have  passed  through  so  many  trials  and  emotions 
that  their  expression  becomes  settled  and  fixed. 
Yet  so  simple  a  sound  as  the  deep  loud  baying  of 
a  dog,  which  seemed  to  echo  along  the  banks  of 
the  river,  caused  the  Commandant  to  betray  niore 
emotion  than  his  young  friend  had  seen  him  mani- 
fest even  on  most  trying  occasions. 

"  I  never  heard,  Antonio,  but  one  bark  so  loud 
and  deep  as  that,"  he  whispered,  and  drawing  a 
whistle  from  his  breast,  he  gave  a  loud  shrill  call. 

"  I  was  right ;  it  is  my  own  gallant  Oscar ! 
surely  I  cannot  mistake  both  his  bark  and  his 
form,"  he  cried,  as  our  old  acquaintance  came 
leaping  along  in  vast  bounds. 

'^  Courage,  Antonio !  help  is  at  hand,  be  sure, 
though  I  hardly  know  how  or  where  to  expect  it ; 
but  Oscar  is  not  alone,  and  if  I  dare  hope,  we  shall 
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soon    have    good  aid,**  cried  the  Commandant, 
hastening  to  the  door  to  admit  his  old  favourite, 

Oscar's  J07  was  unbounded ;  he  leaped  up,  he 
lay  down,  he  rolled,  he  licked  hand  and  foot,  and 
fairly  howled  in  his  mad  delight  at  once  more  meet- 
ing and  recognising,  in  spite  of  long  and  distant 
separation,  his  long-lost  master. 

''There  they  come,  at  full  gallop!"  cried 
Antonio,  from  the  turret.  **  I  see  them  all, — our 
good  chaplain,  faithful  Baregui,  my  young  friend  of 
San  Francisco,  and  the  Hunter,  who,  the  saints  be 
praised,  is  carrying  my  father  in  his  powerful  anns. 
They  come !  quick,  Senor,  their  approach  must  be 
protected." 

A  party  of  horsemen  wheeled  round  from  the 
banks  of  the  river,  and  at  full  speed  came  towards 
the  still  open  door  of  the  rancho,  where  the  Com- 
mandant was  awaiting  them. 

**My  father!  my  father!**  cried  Merced,  as 
Anak  carefully  dismounted,  and  bore  the  still 
senseless  form  of  Don  Gabriel  into  the  rancho. 
Merced  sprang  to  clasp  him  in  her  arms,  while, 
quick  as  thought,  the  Commandant  ordered  part 
of  his  garrison,  calling  them  by  name,  to  sally 
forth  to  the  right  under  Antonio,  and  part  to  follow 
him  to  the  left,  to  prevent  any  molestation  from 
the  Indians  who  might  be  lurking  there. 

His-precautions  were  needed,  for  as  the  horsemen 
galloped  up  to  the  door,  a  scattered  fire  was  opened 
upon  them  from  the  bushes ;  but  the  prompt  re* 
turn  from  the  rifles  of  the  covering  party  checked 
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the  attack,  and  in  a  few  minutes  from  their  first 
appearance  the  whole  party  were  safe  within  the 
rancho^  the  horses  were  led  into  the  side  apart- 
ments of  the  Indians,  where  there  was  ample  room 
for  them,  again  the  defences  were  replaced,  and  all 
assault  e^Eectually  guarded  against. 

There  was  a  glad  recognition  among  the  new 
comers  and  the  little  garrison.  On  one  side  was 
Merced,  leaning  fondly  over  her  wounded  father, 
supporting  his  head  as  he  reclined  upon  the  couch 
she  prepared  for  him,  while  the  tears  she  had 
hitherto  so  courageously  repressed,  stole  unchecked 
down  her  cheeks,  now  that  he  was  restored  to  her; 
on  the  other  was  Anak,  whose  manifestations  of 
joy  at  again  meeting,  in  the  person  of  the  Com- 
mandant, Captain  Latour, — whom  he  had  sought 
for  so  far  and  so  long, — were  scarcely  less  extrava- 
gant than  those  of  Oscar  himself,  who  lay  crouched 
between  them,  watching  their  every  movement,  as 
the  Commandant  (for  we  shall  still  call  him  so) 
shook  Anak  warmly  by  the  hand  and  welcomed 
him  to  the  rancho. 

"And  that  young  girl.  Captain?  she  is  an 
orphan ;  we  have  rescued  her  from  the  barbarianti, 
who  had,  in  her  veiy  sight,  murdered  her  father* 
You  will  protect  her  ?  '*  asked  Anak,  pointing  to  the 
slight  form  of  Pauline,  who  had  instinctively  crept 
u>  Mercedes  side. 

There  was  no  need  for  explanation  between 
them:  the  pale  sad  face  of  Pauline  spoke  for  itself, 
and  the  warm-hearted  young  Spanish  girl  took  the 
trembling  stranger's  hand,  whose  imploring  look 
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spoke  a  language  that  could  not  be  m 
pressed  it  with  the  welcome  of  an 
Pauline,  with  feminine  tenderness^  has 
her  in  attending  upon  her  still  sens< 
while  on  the  bare  ground,  on  either 
the  Chaplain,  who  had  so  bravely  reset 
the  Intendant,  Baregui.  The  Biscay^ 
clutched  at  his  pistol-belt,  as  he  gaze 
at  the  pallid  countenance  of  his  aged  i 
which  Antonio  was  gently  wiping  th 
blood  with  which  it  was  marked. 

Between  the  two  young  girls,  who  I 
in  an  hour  of  mutual  sorrow  and  dai 
first  time — though  they  could  scarcel; 
each  other's  half-muttered  sentence 
sympathy  and  their  own  generous  feel 
at  once  to  establish  a  confiding,  and 
bond  of  union. 

^*  Fear  not  for  her,  Anak ;  she  shall 
as  long  as  I  have  shelter  to  offer,**  si 
mandant,  as  they  both  felt  their  hearts 
they  looked  at  the  two  girls  ;  "  your  ; 
you  see,  is  already  welcomed,  and 
another  motive  to  nerve  us  to  defend 
to  the  last  drop  of  our  blood.  And 
Anak,  'tis  a  most  acceptable  reinfoi 
you  have  brought  us,  in  your  own  bi 
added,  stepping  back  and  contemplat 
disguised  admiration  the  stately  pr 
Anak's  giant  frame.  "We  shall  k 
arm's  length  now ;  for  besides  yourseU 
stout  chaplain,  Geronimo,  who  has  i 
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^'  Thanks,  good  Anak,  thanks ;  the: 
more  precious  than  ever,  for  in  my  sol 
reflected,  and  given  myself  the  time 
ponder,  which  once  I  dared  not  do.  I 
and  suspicions  which  I  can  clear  u[ 
added,  turning  to  his  old  attendant^  ** 
recovered  these  papers ;  but  it  must 
have  once  more  the  time  and  peaceful  < 
for  the  present,  we  must  each  man  to 
we  be  taken  by  surprise." 

The  Commandant  seemed  gladly  to 
from  the  crowd  of  painful  thoughts 
across  his  memory,  as  Anak  delivered  ii 
the  charge  over  which  he  had  been 
He  busied  himself  in  assigning  ever 
post,  and  their  increased  numbers  ena 
make  such  dispositions,  that  as  long  a: 
held  out,  they  hoped  to  be  able  to  kee 
united  tribes,  which  were  about  to  ma] 
upon  the  settlements  of  the  west 
Commandant's  hand  trembled  as  he  gr 
Antonio's  young  friend,  when  he  pre» 
the  companion  of  his  journey  from  Sa 
and  the  leader  of  the  opportune  r( 
which  had  enabled  them  to  feel  once  n 

There  was  something  in  the  soft  i 
Harold's  voice  that  caused  chords  th 
remained  still,  to  vibrate  in  the  d 
heart,  and  he  was,  somewhat  to  Anton 
compelled  to  turn  suddenly  away, 
emotion,  by  giving  orders  to  old  Je( 
fresh  supplies  of  anununition  to  the 
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fixst  the  old  man  did  not  seem  to  hear  liim,  so  lost 
waa  he  in  his  fixed  attention  to  Harold,  but  when 
his  master  again  repeated  his  command,  stemlj  at 
least,  if  not  angrily,  he  tnmed  away  suddenly,  and 
hastened  to  execute  the  orders  he  had  received. 

Merced  no  longer  opposed  her  brother's  advice 
to  retbre  to  the  inner  room,  where  her  father  as 
well  as  herself  would  be  out  of  the  reach  of  a  stray 
ImUet,  in  case  of  the  attack  being  renewed. 
Pauline  and  the  Chaplain  accompanied  them :  for 
though  there  was  a  fierce  sparkle  in  the  friar's 
eye,  which  told  that  he  could  play  his  part  in  the 
defence  in  case  of  .need,  and  though,  had  his  dark 
frcx:k  been  raised,  there  would  perhaps  have  been 
disclosed  weapons,  not  spiritual,  to  prove  that  he 
had  the  means  as  well  as  the  will  to  do  good 
service,  still,  he  made  no  opposition  when  the 
Commandant  assigned  his  station  by  the  side  of 
Don  Gabriel,  whose  wounds,  on  examination, 
proved  more  serious  than  at  first  sight  had 
appeared. 

Merced,  who  never  for  a  moment  ceased  to 
wateh  and  tend  her  father,  entreated  the  friar  to 
remain  by  her  side.  She  was  anxious  to  learn 
vrhere  and  how  he  had  succeeded  in  rescuing  him, 
and  how  the  deep  long  cuts  on  his  aged  temples 
had  .been  received ;  for  Merced  had  not  been  in- 
formed of  the  circumstance  of  his  fall. 

Her  brother  was  imwiUingto  add  to  her  distress 
and  alarm,  so  the  Chaplain  gave  but  a  short 
account;   he  told  her  that  her  father  had  been 
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wounded  by  a  sudden  attack,  that  the  i 
had  fled,  and  the  Indians  had  fired  their 
that  he  had  taken  refuge  in  a  clump  of  I 
the  margin  of  the  lake,  where  he  had  drei 
Ghabriel's  wounds  as  best  he  could,  thougl 
beyond  a  h^avy  breathing,  given  no  sign 
All  night  they  lay  concealed ;  at  day-l 
sound  of  horses*  feet  induced  him  caut 
emerge  from  his  concealment ;  to  his  joy 
the  party  to  consist  of  Baregui  and  his  fr 

"  And  now,  daughter,**  continued  the  ^ 
**  we  are  all  together  once  more ;  so  take 
and  pray  for  the  Virgin's  protection," 

But  the  sight  of  her  father's  condition 
poor  Merced  more  than  all  the  Indians 
whistling    bullets,   or    flashing   tomaha^ 
presence  of  Pauline,  no  longer  a  stranger 
first  few  minutes,  seemed  to  strengthen 
port  her. 

While  the  garrison  was  thus  making  I 
parations  for  an  assault,  from  without  n< 
sound  of  motion  could  be  detected  an 
Indians ;  though  this  was  not  to  be  tak 
evidence  of  their  having  given  up  hostile  ii 
The  Commandant  was  almost  at  a  loss  to  c 
what  their  future  movements  would  b 
from  his  post  in  the  turret,  he  saw  an  Ind 
mounted  on  a  splendid  horse,  and  attired 
£nery  of  a  distinguished  brave,  spur  into 
space,  and,  holding  aloft  upon  the  poii 
lance  a  fluttering  white  flag,  advance  be 
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his  right  palm  open  and  extended  towards  the 
rancho.  Without  waiting  for  the  advice  of  his 
companions,  he  immediately  gave  orders  in  a  tone 
of  authority  that  he  had  not  hitherto  used,  that  ail 
should  remain  on  the  watch,  while  he  went  fcxth 
to  meet  the  flag  of  truce,  for  such  he  took  it 
to  be,  though  he  would  not  have  expected  an 
Indian  to  display  it. 

Antonio  offered  a  remonstrance  and  wished  fo 
accompany  him,  but  the  Commandant  firmly 
persisted.  ''  I  know  yonder  chief,'*  he  said,  **  and  if 
it  be  as  I  suspect,  we  shall  soon  see  all  these 
warriors  disappear ;  or  if  Mainopah  is  unable  or 
unwilling  to  draw  them  off,  we  shall  at  least 
know  the  worst  that  we  have  to  expect — ^so  be  on 
your  guard  till  I  return." 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 


wLAa  ov  TRua*— ooHsmoim  owwmbmd  bt  thi  uapdiq  runmn-^ 

tSM  WHXn  LILT. 


As  soon  as  the  Commandant  was  seen  to  issue 
from  the  rancho,  the  Indian  chief,  who  had  advanced 
quite  alone,  dismounted  with  stately  dignity  from 
his  horse;  then  yielding  to  a  sudden  impulse  as 
the  Commandant  drew  near,  he  stepped  with  more 
haste  to  meet  him,  extending  at  the  same  time  his 
right  hand.  But  there  was  no  corresponding 
eagerness,  no  proffering  of  the  right  hand  on  the 
part  of  the  Commandant ;  on  the  contrary,  he  drew 
himself  up  with  a  stiff  haughty  air,  which  the 
Indian  warrior  instantly  reciprocated. 

**  Mainopah,  do  we  meet  as  friends,  or  is 
enemies?"  inquired  the  Cothmandant,  throwing 
on  the  young  Indian  a  stem  scrutinising  look. 
"  Why  have  your  young  men  invaded  my  valley, 
and  what  is  their  object  in  attacking  an  unoffend- 
ing settler  ?  " 

*^  Mainopah  came  as  a  friend,  and  the  fiice  of  his 
old  companion  that  fought  with  him  at  Dorango 
made  him  forget  how  often  since  theni  the  winter 
snows  have  melted  on  the  mountain  sides ;  but  his 
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rigEt  haod  was  refiised»  and  he  is  now  the  Leaping 
Panther,  and  a  red-skin  in  heart  and  body." 

*'  I  was  unwilling^  Leaping  Panther, — for  I  will 
call  you  by  the  name  ypur  acts  jnstify^-^to  offer  my 
own  or  take  your  hand,  until  I  know  under  what 
character  you  choose  to  come ;  besidei^  you  must 
prove  to  me  that  your  right  hand  is  not  stained 
with  the  blood  of  the  innocent,  that  it  was  not  one 
of  those  that  threw  the  fire-brands  to  bum  my 
fiiend's  home;  that  it  held  not  a  rifle,  whose 
bullets  threatened  our  lives  here,  Mainopah,  you 
have  an  account  to  render,  and,  to  use  [your  own 
language,  my  ears  are  full  of  crashing  timbers,  my 
eyes  are  full  of  blood,  and  I  forget  the  friend, 
whose  friendship  the  snows  of  many  winters  have 
chilled  and  turned  to  deadly  enmity." 

**  Be  it  so.  Pale-face ;  the  Leaping  Panther  will 
not  seek  his  friend  among  the  deer  or  the  coyotes : 
and  yet  he  came  to  show  that  an  Indian  could 
remember  good  deeds  long  past.  But  it  is  over — 
I  have  spoken.*' 

"If  you  came,  Mainopah,  as  a  friend — do 
friends  rob,  and  burn,  and  seek  for  blood?" 
asked  the  Commandant,  pointing  to  the  blackened 
ruins  of  his  out-buildings. 

The  dark  skin  of  the  Indian  glowed  like  a  coal 
at  the  indignant  reproach,  but  mastering  himself 
with  an  effort,  he  replied  coldly, — 

"The  Leaping  Panther  of  the  Comanches 
came  to  the  valley  after  the  sun  bad  risen.  He 
knew  not  that  ELomatto,  the  Big  Buffalo  of  the 
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Yutahs,  had  done  this.  Komatto  had  pt 
Mainopah  to  wait  for  his  coming,  but  the 
of  his  young  men  were  big,  and  their  bk 
hot.  Mainopah  was  not  here  to  protect  th< 
of  hid  friend." 

"  I  knew  it,  Mainopah,  and  I  am  glad 
that  I  was  not  deceived  in  you,"  rejoin 
Commandant  warmly :  but  the  Indian  intei 
him  before  he  had  concluded,  by  saying, — 

*'  Wait  until  you  hear  what  the  Indiai 
has  to  say,  and  then  if  you  offer  your  righ 
to  Mainopah,  he  will  take  it,  and  rememb 
that  he  has  a  friend." 

Mainopah  fixed  his  long  lance  firmly 
ground,  within  full  view  of  the  rancho,  ai 
fastening  his  motionless  steed  by  the  rein,  1 
a  rapid  glance  at  theT)Ushes  on  each  side,— 
however,  not  a  leaf  was  stirring.  He  1 
Commandant,  who  did  not  betray  the  si 
want  of  confidence,  still  nearer  to  the  ranct 
to  manifest  that  he  too  was  not  wanting  ii 
rosity,  and  had  no  hesitation  in  placing 
within  reach  of  the  fire  of  its  garrison. 

"  Pale-face,  remember  that  a  red-skin  1 
speaking,  and  forget  that  Mainopah  has  e 
other  than  an  Indian  warrior  should  feel, 
dreamt  of  the  liberty  of  his  people,  of  rec 
their  rights  with  the  strong  hand,  of  a) 
their  vnrongs ;  great  and  powerful  are  the 
he  has  persuaded  to  follow  him  upon  the  wa 
— but  on  that  path  he  found  his  pale-face 
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The  Leaping  Panther  would  have  turned  aside, 
or  sprung  high  over  him,  but  Komatto  the  Yuuh 
Buffalo  was  left  to  watch  the  pale-face  settlement, 
while  Mainopah  wandered  from  the  war-path.  And 
why  did  he  wander  ?  "  As  the  young  chief  spoke  he 
bent  his  eyes  upon  the  earth,  and  faltered  in  his 
\oice.  ^*  My  young  men  came  to  Mainopah  and 
told  him  that  his  brother  Honey  Tongue  had  cap- 
tured the  White  Lily,  and  slain  her  father.  Maino- 
pah was  blind:  there  were  times  when  his  face 
burned  with  shame ;  for  his  heart  was  softened, 
and  his  blood  became  water  at  the  sight  of  the 
White  Lily's  tedrs  and  sorrow.  He  was  not  able 
to  harden  his  heart — the  chieftain  of  ten  thousand 
mounted  warriors  was  slave  to  a  girl  I  Speak  j 
does  my  friend  know  how  sweet  the  voice  of  the 
one  he  loves  sounds  in  his  ears  ? "  The  working 
of  the  Commandant's  face  was  his  only  reply,  but 
the  quick  eye  of  the  Indian  did  not  fail  to  notice 
the  convulsive  twitching  of  his  lips,  though  he 
strove  to  conceal  the  emotions  the  question  and 
earnest  manner  of  the  young  chieftain  had  caused. 
Satisfied  that  he  should  obtain  sympathy,  Maino- 
pah continued  in  more  impassioned  words, — "  So 
it  was  with  the  Leaping  Pantheri  he  forgot  all  but 
the  young  girl,  whose  sunny  smile  and  gentle  eyes 
would  ever  appear  before  him,  when  his  warriors 
called  out  for  blood.  But,  Pale-face,  the  White 
lily  turned  away  from  the  Indian,  and  frowned 
upon  him,  and  his  blood  became  fire*  Once  more 
he  raised  his  war-whoop  and  led  his  young  men 
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forth  to  battle.  Nakocma  and  his  Apache  warriors, 
with  part  of  my  own  tribe,  who  followed  Honey 
Tongue  from  the  south,  are  encamped  in  the  Valley 
of  Ruins;  the  Tutah  warriors  fill  up  this  yalley; 
Maitonga  is  hastening  from  the  south  with  all  our 
Comanche  braves ;  Chonsabee  is  rushing  down  with 
the  swoop  of  an  eagle  from  the  north, — and  all  will 
gather  round  Mainopah's  lance.** 

The  Indian  again  paused  and  looked  at  his  com- 
panion, to  note  the  efiect  of  his  communicaticm, 
but  'the  Commandant's  face  betrayed  no  emotion, 
though  he  could  not  help  feeling  great  uneaaiiiess, 
as  he  instantly  comprehended  the  ambitiousschemes 
of  the  daring  chieftain. 

"  Why  does  Mainopah  tell  this  ?  Does  he  think 
to  frighten  a  warrior  whom  he  has  seen  in  battle, 
to  give  up  his  house  and  flee  !  Never,  Mainopah 
— ^you  may  surround  us  with  all  your  boasted 
tribes,  but  never  shall  we,  except  on  terms  of 
honour  and  safety,  give  up  our  post.*' 

**  Mainopah  offers  both.  He  came  to  the  valley 
with  the  rising  sun  fast  upon  the  trail  of  his  captive, 
who  had  been  stolen  from  his  wigwam.  It  was 
the  White  Lily,  and  Mainopah  claims  her  and  the 
pale-face  giant  who  carried  her  off.  The  rest 
Mainopah  will  conduct  in  safety  to  San  Francisco. 
Let  them  flee  this  land,  for  before  the  snows  come 
again  it  will  be  red  with  blood,  and  not  one  pale- 
tace  will  be  left.  The  vrinter  rains  will  wash  away 
the  stains  of  their  feet,  and  once  more  the  Indians 
will  hunt  over  the  lands  of  their  fathers.    Maino* 
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pah  will  be  the  chief  of  many  nations,  and  the 
White  Lily  shall  be  their  queen.  Why  is  my 
brother  silent?  Does  he  fear  that  Mainopab  will 
not  keep  his  word? — or  does  he  think  that  he 
promises  more  than  he  can  do?  Nakoona  the 
Apache  chief  is  his  friend,  and  before  many  suns 
Maitonga  will  come  from  the  south;  and  then,  when 
Mainopah  raises  his  lance  ten  thousand  of  his 
warriors  will  leap  into  the  saddle  to  do  his  bidding. 
Wombea  and  Komatto  are  slain;  the  Leaping 
Panther  will  not  look  at  their  bio  d,  it  is  already 
dry." 

''  I  understand  you  now,  Mainopah ;  I  see  all 
yoor  schemes  of  slaughter  and  vengeance;  your 
offers  of  safety  to  myself  and  household  I  am  to 
deem  merciful  and  sparing ;  and  the  price  of  your 
clemency  is  to  be  the  poor  defenceless  orphan, 
whose  father  your  murdering  bands  have  massa« 
cred,  and  whose  hand  you  would  with  violence 
dasp  in  your  own !  No,  Leaping  Panther, — ^for 
rightly  are  you  called, — there  is  not  a  pale-face 
warrior  breathing  that  would  not  scorn  your  prof- 
fered peace !  Nor  think  that  my  countrjrmen  will 
fall  an  easy  prey  to  your  thousands.  As  for  my 
home,  I  will  defend  it  to  my  last  breath.  Turn  not 
your  eyes  to  your  lurking  comrades ;  I  fear  them 
not — not  dare  you,  Indian  as  you  are,  harm  one 
who  has  come  out  trusting  to  the  emblem  floating 
on  your  lance  yonder,  to  protect  him.** 

"  Pale-face,  my  Indian  blood  is  hot — remind  me 
not  of  it;  in  one  bound  I  could  reach  my  horse 
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yonder,  and  before  you  could  raise  a  1 
noose  of  mj  lariat  would  hol^  you  a  capti 
at  my  cry  my  warriors  would  leap  forth 
side  in  numbers  that  would  mock  at  your 

'^  Indian  warriors  would  applaud  the 
lie,  and  think  it  a  deed  worthy  of  a  bra 
know,  too  treacherous  chieftain,  that  be 
could  spring  one  foot  towards  your  wet 
raise  a  single  cry  for  help,  a  bullet  from  i 
could  reach  your  heart,  or  if  that  failed 
rifles,  at  this  minute  pointed  at  your  brea 
make  it  a  target  that  should  warn  your 
keep  good  faith.  Aye  I  are  you  surp 
muster  so  strong  a  defence  t  Try  it,  Indi 
rush  against  yonder  shutters,  and  see  h( 
warriors  live  to  rebound  from  our  walls.** 

"  My  friend  speaks  boldly^  and  I  knou 
is  brave^*'  retorted  the  Indian,  regaining  c 
a  mastery  over  himself,  and  speaking 
moderate  tones ;  "  but  what  are  a  score 
thousand?  And  my  warriors  lack  not 
Listen,  Mainopah  is  not  a  hungry  pan 
would  devour  his  friends.  Let  the  "W 
return  to  the  Valley  of  Ruins,  and  the  re< 
shall  disappear,  and  leave  this  valley  in  p 
friend  shall  then  remain,  or  return  to 
beyond  the  sea,  as  he  may  think  fit,  and  ] 
will  remember  only  that  he  had  a  brotl 
Pale-face,  I  cannot,  I  will  not  relinq 
captive." 

"  If  she  was  your  captive,  Mainopah 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  VALLEY  OF  GOLD.  213 

unlawfully  captured,  and  made  a  lawful  escape. 
I  thought  an  Indian  brave  disdained  to  war  on 
women." 

''  Can  an  Indian  warrior,  can  a  pale-face  forget 
his  love  ?  Not  as  a  captive,  but  as  a  queen  should 
the  White  lily  be  received.  Mainopah  has  heard 
his  brother  speak  by  night  in  dreams,  when  they 
lay  side  by  side  upon  the  battle-field, — ^he  scorned 
to  listen  to  the  niutterings  of  his  friend,  and  he 
forgot  what  he  heard;  but  now  his  words  come 
back  to  his  ears,  and  he  asks  his  white  brother, 
Iiis  pale-face  friend,  if  there  is  not  a  name  that 
Jies  still  on  his  heart,  if  there  is  not  a  voice  that 
yet  rings  softly  in  his  ears,  if  there  is  not  a  form 
which  still  is  pleasant  in  his  eyes,  when  they  are 
closed  in  slumber  ?  Pale-face,  you  know  I  speak 
no  lie,  and  Indian  as  I  am,  though  I  have  learnt 
and  striven  to  forget  your  learning,  I  too  can  feel, 
and  I  cannot  forget" 

In  9pite  of  himself  the  Commandant  could  not 
help  being  touched  at  the  Indian's  impassioned 
appeal  and  confession.  He  started  when  he  found 
how  his  own  secret  had  been  revealed,  and  he  could 
not  but  respect  the  feelings  that  had  prevented 
his  former  companion  from  alluding  before  to  the 
discovery  which  he  had  made.  He  was  hesitating, 
too,  how  he  should  respond  to  his  wayward  comrade, 
who  one  moment  showed  all  the  fire  and  ferocity 
of  his  Indian  nature,  and  another  manifested  the 
better  qualities  which  education  had  engrafted  on 
his  really  noble  nature.    He  could  not  help  seeing 
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that  a  fierce  struggle  was  going  forward  in  bis 
breast.  The  heroic  feelings  which  seemed  to  in* 
spire  him  as  the  destined  regenerator  of  his  race» 
and  the  chosen  leader  of  the  united  tribes,  wrestled 
hard  with  the  passion  which  at  times  seemed  domi- 
nant in  his  nature,  and  which  again  in  his  moments 
of  enthusiasm  he  affected  to  despise ;  it  led  him 
away  from  his  high  destiny,  and  tempted  him  to 
sacrifice  to  meaner  motives  the  glorious  future  be 
had  planned.  The  Commandant,  as  they  both 
stood  in  silent  reflection,  penetrated  into  the  In- 
dian's innermost  thoughts  and  motives,  and  he 
could  not  close  his  eyes  to  the  fact  that  his  schemes 
were  fraught  with  danger  and  peril  to  all  the  white 
settlers  on  the  coast* 

Mainopah  was  perfectly  aware  of  the  value  of 
the  discoveries  which  had  created  such  a  mad  race 
among  the  new  settlers  in  the  Sacramento  Valley, 
and  he  knew  also  how  to  turn  to  the  best  advan^ 
tage  the  possession  of  such  untold  wealth.  He 
was  not  ignorant  of  the  immeasurable  superiority 
which  the  Europeans  and  Americans  of  the  North 
had  ever  maintained  in  all  their  contests  with  the 
Indians;  and  it  is  a  matter  of  doubt  whether 
Mainopah,  in  the  face  of  the  few  determined  men 
who  held  possession  of  the  rancho,  would  have 
risked  his  reputation  as  a  warrior,  by  attacking  it 
openly  at  the  head  of  all  his  tribe; — ^but  then 
there  were  other  means  at  his  command,  of  forcing 
them  ultimately  into  a  surrender ;  and  the  Com- 
mandant reflected  that  it  was  against  no  ordinary 
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or  inexperienced  opponent  that  he  should  have  to 
defend  himself,  and  all  entrusted  to  his  charge,  if 
they  once  came  to  blows* 

These  two  men,  so  strangely  thrown  together, 
not  for  the  first  time, — so  different  in  nature,  race, 
and  appearance,  yet  having  many  noble  qualities 
in  common, — had  learned  to  entertain  a  respect  and 
even  an  admiration  for  each  other's  character; 
and  as  they  paced  to  and  fro  in  short  turns,  each 
in  fall  sight  of  his  own  companions,  (who  were 
anxiously  watching  and  waiting  for  the  issue  of 
the  conference,)  each  seemed  lost  in  the  depth  of 
his  own  thoughts. 

"  It  cannot  be,  Mainopah,"  at  last  exclaimed 
the  Commandant,  breaking  the  long  silence.  The 
Indian  started  back,  and  the  dark  cloud  settled 
once  more  on  his  expressive  features.  "  No ; 
I  cannot  sully  my  honour  by  giving  up  the  girl, 
who  has  sought  refuge  under  my  sheltering  roof; 
but  this  I  promise,  Mainopah,  and  pledge  my 
word,  that  if  you  will  withdraw  your  followers 
imtil  you  have  received  the  maiden's  own  decision 
and  answer,  I  will  remain  here,  and  receive  you 
as  my  firiend.  I  warn  you,  and  you  know  it,  that 
there  are  prejudices  for  an  American  girl  to  over- 
come, and  the  sad  fate  of  her  father  has  sunk  deeply 
into  her  heart."^ 

''  Mainopah's  hand  struck  not  her  father ;  the 
White  Lily  will  not  believe  that :  he  would  have 
saved  him  had  he  been  near,  if  his  own  blood  had 
been  the  price  of  his  safety." 

"Prove  it  to  her;  show  her  that,  Mainopah. 
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You  have  gained  speech  with  her  before^ 
lias  listened  to  you ;  let  her  decide.'* 

The  Indian  seemed  eagerly  to  grasp  at 
posal.  It  was  a  strange  thing,  that  on  the 
of  a  young  girl  the  destinies  of  so  mai 
hang  in  the  balance  of  life  and  death.  1 
mandant  had  his  prejudices  also,  and  tl 
the  trial  to  which  he  was  referring  tli 
chief  was  not  altogether  pleasing  to  reflc 
but  he  could  not  shut  his  eyes  to  the  fad 
Indian  prince,  for  he  might  so  be  called, 
sessed  of  many  qualities,  personal  and  m< 
tended  to  reconcile  him  to  the  plan  he 
posed,  Pauline  herself  had,  though  perl 
tentionally,  given  him  reason  to  hope  ;  t 
probable  that  her  power  over  him  was  s 
at  her  wish,  the  dangerous  schemes  of 
chieftain  might  be  diverted,  and  the  t 
storm  that  hung  over  the  white  se 
which  were  resting  in  unconscious  secur 
pass  away. 

It  was  a  fortunate  thing  for  Maine 
Anak,  who  stood  by  the  loop-hole,  with 
on  the  trigger  of  his  levelled  rifle,  was  i 
ear-shot  of  the  conference,  or  it  might  h 
Tiated  more  suddenly  than  the  Com  man 
cipated,  and  so  have  drawn  down  conseqi 
most  disastrous.  However,  Anak  was  o 
upon  watching  against  the  slightest  ind 
danger  to  the  Commandant;  and  it 
a  feeling  of  satisfaction,  that,  judging  1 
attitudes  and  bearing,  he  began  to  thin] 
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conference,  i^hich  was  likely  at  one  time  to  become 
violent,  at  length  seemed  to  end  somewhat  ami- 
cably. This  feelintr  of  satisfaction  would  have 
been  of  short  duration,  could  he  have  known  the 
real  grounds  on  which  the  two  leaders  were  adjust- 
ing their  differences. 

"You  have  spoken  well,  brother  and  friend," 
exclaimed  the  Indian,  as  he  drew  his  lance  from 
the  ground,  and  prepared  to  leap  upon  his  impa- 
tient  steed.  "  Let  my  brother  keep  his  party  safe 
within  the  walls  of  his  rancho :  let  none  venture 
forth ;  for  my  young  men  are  thirsty  to  avenge  the 
blood  of  the  Buffalo  and  their  brothers.  Before 
three  suns  have  set,  Mai  tonga  and  my  Comanche 
warriors  will  have  arrived,  and  the  Yutahs  shall 
retire  at  my  command,  and  then  Mainopah  will 
visit  his  friend ;  they  shall  be  comrades  once  more, 
as  in  past  time."  The  Commandant  did  not 
refuse  the  proffered  hand  of  the  young  chieftain, 
who,  after  a  warm  grasp,  bounded  lightly  upon  his 
saddle.  Bowing  and  lowering  his  lance-point 
towards  the  rancho,  he  touched  his  fiery  courser 
with  his  heel,  and  in  a  moment  disappeared  among 
the  thick  foliage. 

Meanwhile  the  Commandant  hastened  to  re- 
assure the  anxious  garrison  with  the  news  of  a 
speedy  prospect  of  deliverance,  resolving  however 
in  his  own  mind  to  reserve  for  the  present  his 
communications,  as  to  the  conclusion  to  which  he 
himself  had,  with  some  reluctance,  consented. 

VOL.  n.  L 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

TBI  nn>IAV  UHBOXAH  QVIDKI  BDOAB  TO  TBI  SITOWT  M 
WOKDKBS  or  TBI  TALLIT  OF  QOLD  —  FILLTZBXAL 
STBOVOU  TBAH  QOLD. 

The  novel  defence  which  the  two  horsej 
availed  themselves  of,  in  the  shape  of  th( 
herd  of  hufialoes,  carried  them  far  out  of 
all  pursuit ;  and  though  Edgar  and  his  coe 
felt  some  anxiety  to  know  why  the  Renej 
his  companion  had  followed  up  their  tr 
thought  that  the  next  best  thing  to  capturL 
would  be,  to  evade  them.  Accordingly 
next  stream  which  lay  in  their  path,  an 
fortunately  happened  to  be  a  shallow  oi 
ning  over  a  smooth  pebbly  bottom,  they  all 
the  bed  of  the  river,  and  proceeded  some 
up  its  course,  so  as,  if  possible,  to  thro 
pursuit,  and  hide  their  real  destination. 

The  course  of  the  river  led  them  din 
wards  the  Snowy  Mountains,  and  on  agaii 
ing  on  its  eastern  banks  the  Indian  gui 
rode  on  Edgar's  right  hand,  stretched  out 
lean  arms,  and  with  eager  gestures  point 
abrupt  craggy  peak,  which  seemed  to  ove: 
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lumniits   of  the  range   like  a   land-mark, 
bove  sand-hills  on  the  sea-coast, 
re  is  de  valley,  Gap'n  Edga !    Behind  dat 
all  de  gold;  muss  cross  two,  tree  moun- 
id  den  we  be  in  de  valley,  as  Injin   make 


r  listened  with  great  interest  to  the  In- 
oluble  exclamations;  the  knowledge  that 
'  spot  was  really  in  sight,  where  he  would 
be  able  to  attain  the  object  of  his  long 
and  perilous  labours  at  one  cast  as  it  were, 
to  overpower  him.  He  thought  of  £ng- 
id  how  bis  wealth  should  be  employed  to 
and  restore  to  happiness  those  for  whose 
so  earnestly  longed  for  the  treasures  now 
vithin  his  grasp.  He  thought  of  Harold, 
^ered  at  his  delay— yet  was  half-pleased, 
md  trusting  that  he  was  in  safety  with  his 
n  Valdelo.  And  with  what  joy  would  he 
him  of  the  success  of  liis  search !  He 
>  conjecture  in  what  form  he  should  find 
en  harvest.  The  Indian's  information  ex- 
no  further  than  before;  but  Edgar  dis- 
to  his  great  satisfaction,  that  his  guide  was 
J  aware  of  the  situation  of  Valcielo,  and 
mduct  him  thither ;  for  they  were  only  a 
)'  journey  distant,  and  the  route  lay  south- 
long  the  base  of  the  Snowy  Mountains. 
s  again  another  spur  to  Edgar's  haste  and 
o  press  forward,  and  every  new  obstacle 
r  in  their  way  only  increased  his  impa* 
l2 
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tience;  he  would  repair  to  Valcielo,  where  he 
hoped  to  find  Harold,  or  at  least  get  tidings  of  him, 
and  surprise  him  with  the  glad  information  thit 
their  labours  were  ended,  that  their  hopes  were 
fulfilled,  and  once  more  they  might  think  and  dream 
and  talk  of  home.  Edgar's  young  heart,  azudoos 
as  it  had  become  for  the  possession  of  wealth,  was 
only  full  of  projects  that  wealth  would  enable  him 
to  realize.  He  was  us  yet  a  stranger  to  the  calloQs 
feelings  which  become  more  and  more  hardened 
by  contact  with  the  world.  Net  a  very  long  period 
of  time  had  elapsed  since  the  comforts  and  happi- 
ness of  his  home  had  been  cruelly  changed  to 
misery  and  want  by  the  persecuting  hand  of 
oppression  and  villany,  and  his  every  thought  and 
hope  was  associated  with,  and  wrapped  up  in,  those 
whose  future  and  declining  years  he  should  be 
able  to  protect  and  cherish. 

It  was  with  these  thoughts  that  the  young 
adventurer  faced  and  overcame  every  impediment 
that  lay  in  his  way.  It  was,  however,  on  reaching 
the  steep  rocky  sides  of  the  Snowy  Mountains 
that  their  dangers  and  difficulties  seemed  to  gather 
before  them  in  formidable  array.  They  halted 
to  noon,  as  the  settlers  termed  the  midday  rest,  at 
the  foot  of  the  first  range  of  the  sierras ;  and  as 
soon  as  they  were  sufficiently  refreshed  to  start 
forward,  the  Indian  boldly  and  without  the  slightest 
hesitation  breasted  his  horse  against  the  steep 
mountain  side,  over  which  he  declared  that  they 
must  pass. 
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Edgar  and  Dickon  stood  looking  upwards.  High 
above  their  heads  frowned  the  bar^  summit  of  the 
mountain^  and  Dickon  shook  his  head  as  he  noted 
the  yawning  chasms  on  either  side,  and  the  pre- 
carious footing  which  the  rough  and  broken  sur- 
face afforded  to  their  horses. 

"  If  we  had  had  mules.  Master  Edgar,  it  might 
have  been  done — even  that  pair  of  stupid  brutes, 
who  stood  to  be  trodden  to  death  in  the  Joakim 
Valley,  would  be  worth  all  this  stumbling  team. 
Think  what  would  become  of  them  all,  if  on  rest- 
ing they  were  once  to  let  the  waggon  drag  them 
backwards,  with  those  dark  bottomless  holes  on 
each  side  of  the  narrow  path  ! " 

"  Tis  a  risk,  Dickon,"  replied  Edgar,  beckoning 
to  their  guide  to  return  and  wait  until  they  had 
decided  how  the  ascent  was  to  be  made ;  *'  but  it 
must  be  run,  and  I  know  it  is  fruitless  to  ask  you 
to  give  up  your  post,  and  the  danger  to  be  faced 
will  not  deter  you  from  meeting  it.  Yet  stay, 
Dickon ;  we  have  not  yet  tested  all  the  good  quali- 
ties of  our  waggon,  and  I  think  we  may  guard 
against  the  danger  that  you  most  dread." 

Edgar  then  showed  him  how,  by  dropping  a 
catch  upon  two  stout  cogs  attached  to  the  boxes  of 
the  hind  wheels  of  the  waggon,  they  would  become 
constantly  locked,  as  it  were,  against  any  backward 
motion,  just  as  the  catch  of  a  windlass  prevents 
the  weight  lifted  from  overpowering  or  straining 
upon  the  winch. 

"  But,  Ishronah,  is  there  no  means  of  making 
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the  circuit  of  this  mountain  ?  Can  we  n 
that  valley  oil  the  right,  and  so  get  roun 

**  No,  Master  Edgar  ;  let  us  not  turn 
now.  No,  I  am  ready  to  go  on,"  protestc 
as  if  half  ashamed  at  his  previous  hesil 
wholly  reassured  by  the  simple  and  yet  i 
contrivance  which  Edgar  had  shown  to  ] 

The.  Indian  shook  his  head  by  way  g 
Edgar's  question. 

**  Then,  shall  we  abandon  the  waggoi 
or  leave  it  in  some  marked  hollow  and  r 
again  ?  " 

"  No,  Cap'n  Edga,  no  leave  waggon, 
dem  dam  rascal  who  follow  our  trail  i 
it,  bum  it,"  said  Kanacka,  whose  animo 
Renegade  seemed  redoubled  by  his  hi 
n.ore  foiled  them. 

^*  Kanacka  has  reason  on  his  side,  Mas 
and  you  have  shown  me  how  we  may  b 
horses  every  now  and  then,  without  heir 
backwards.  Kanacka  shall  mount  the  1 
we  will  attach  all  oar  horses,  and  nevi 
would  not  leave  behind  a  rope-end  ;  bes 
the  accounts  of  this  respectable  Indian- 
the  only  respectable  red-skin  my  eyes  hi 
we  shall  need  all  our  waggon  room,  for  : 
the  gold  we  may  expect  to  gather  ;  foi 
we  have  come  so  far  I  do  not  reckon  < 
much  behind.  Let  us  make  the  attempt 
mount,  Kanacka,  and  forward." 

Edgar  made  no  more  opposition,  but  di: 


*«, 


t 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  VALLEY  OP  GOLD.  223 

and  bidding  the  Indian  follow  his  example,  pre- 
pared to  lead  the  way  on  foot,  and  be  ready  to 
give  his  assistance.  Dickon  and  Kanacka  merrily 
cracked  their  whips,  as  with  a  rush  to  acquire 
momentum  they  breasted  the  mountain. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  dilate  upon  the  difficulties 
tbey  had  to  encounter  in  their  passage  over  the 
mountains.  It  is  sufficient  to  say  that  steep  as- 
cents were  orercome,  perilous  descents  were  safely 
achieved,  and  five  hours'  sharp  and  continued  toil 
brought  them  to  a  narrow  opening  in  the  rocks, 
which,  meeting  overhead,  gave  Edgar  the  idea 
that  their  guide  was  leading  them  into  some  dark 
yawning  cavern.  This  passage,  after  proceeding 
straight  forward  for  the  distance  of  a  quarter  of  a 
mile,  ran  between  two  frowning  walls  of  solid  rock, 
which  in  some  places  looked  as  if  some  convulsion 
had  forced  their  jutting  summits  into  collision,  and 
threatened  to  hurl  down  the  crushed  fragments 
upon  the  heads  of  the  cavalcade,  as  they  struggled 
forward  below. 

Edgar  felt  some  tmeasiness,  as,  rising  in  his 
stirrupsi  he  looked  over  the  head  of  the  Indian, 
who  preceded  him,  and  observed  that  a  mass  of 
rock  had  really  fallen,  and  blocked  up  the  narrow 
way,  so  as  apparently  to  present  a  complete  barrier 
to  their  advance.  So  closely  did  the  rocks  ap- 
proach each  other,  that  all  possibility  of  retreat 
was  cut  off;  the  wheels  of  the  waggon  in  some 
places  almost  grazed  the  bases  of  the  cliffs  on  each 
side. 

Edgar^s  fears  were  participated  in,  for  the  Indian 
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suddenly  checked  his  horse  with  a  violence  dnt 
threw  him  on  his  haunches,  while  he  himself 
turned  upon  his  saddle,  and  with  a  look  of  dismaj 
gaased  at  Edgar  an  instant,  and  then  with  a  cry  of 
terror  and  affiright  drew  his  fur  mantle  over  his 
head,  to  hide  from  his  view  the  destruction  that  he 
expected  to  overwhelm  them  all. 

A  rushing  roaring  sound  reverberated  through 
the  passage,  and  not  one  of  them  could  help  in- 
stinctively bending  to  his  saddle-bow,  as  two  dark 
masses  seemed  to  their  startled  and  confused  vision 
to  be  descending  upon  them,  until  they  felt  the 
rush  of  the  air  upon  their  stooping  heads.  Harsh 
and  shrill  screams  seemed  to  be  emitted  finom  the 
crevices  of  the  rocks  and  answered  with  a  thousand 
echoes;  cries  began  to  resound  hollow  and  un* 
earthly  in  the  gloomy  darkness  of  the  passage,  as 
if  the  spirits  of  the  Indian's  tradition  were  chatter- 
ing and  howling  out  their  prohibitions  and  threats 
of  vengeance  on  the  intruders. 

It  was  some  instants  before  even  Edgar  could 
recover  his  presence  of  mind,  so  suddenly  had  the 
gloomy  silence  been  changed  into  unearthly  die, 
while  the  rush  of  what  he,  on  a  moment's  reflec- 
tion, knew  to  be  the  wings  of  some  huge  birds, 
resounded  in  the  confined  space,  like  the  crash  of 
falling  rocks.  The  vast  extending  pinions  of  the 
two  eagles,  as  they  proved  to  be,  added  a  deeper 
shade  to  the  darkness  as  they  sailed  over  their 
heads  down  the  passage,  almost  brushing  them 
with  their  flapping  wings.  Then  again,  by  the 
midtiplying  and   hollow -sounding   echoes, .  their 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  VALLEY  OP  GOLD.  225 

screams  of  anger  at  being  thus  disturbed 
easily  changed  by  a  frightened  imagination 
ipernatural  shrieks  and  cries  unearthly. 
ras  not  until  Edgar's  hearty  laugh  reassured 
that  Dickon  and  Kanacka  ventured  to  raise 
heads,  and  Dickon  coloured  with  shame  as 
pointed  to  the  two  majestic  birds,  which 
now  soaring  high  above  the  clifis,  hovering 
nd  motionless  overhead^  as  if  watching  their 
oents  below. 

f  Indian  would  not  be  reassured:  he  un- 
d  his  head  and  stared  wildly  about  him,  and 
pointed  at  the  fallen  rock,  and  gibbered  in 
vn  harsh  gutturals,  and  again  in  his  broken 
sh  implored  Edgar  to' ?ireak  up  the  waggon 
them  pass,  and  hurry  out  of  the  place  where 
idently  expected  every  minute  to  be  swal- 
up  in  gaping  caverns,  or  buried  alive  be- 
falling cliffs.  He  declared  that  a  turn  in 
issage  not  an  arrow's  flight  from  where  they 
would  open  upon  the  valley,  and  that  the 
itered  Children  of  the  Sun  had  thrown  down 
>ck  as  a  warning  to  them  to  venture  no 
r.  In  spite  of  Edgar's  pointing  to  the  soar- 
gles,  his  eyes  rolled  in  terror  all  round,  and 
:ened  again^  expecting  to  hear  repeated  the 
which  he  persisted  in  saying  came  from  the 
id  spirits,  who  had  set  the  two  huge  guar- 
upon  the  rock  to  give  intimation  of  the 
ich  of  all  intruders.  Dickon  and  Kanacka 
1  uncomfortably  serious  while  listening  to 
snunciations  of  the  Indian,  who  with  expres- 
L  3 
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sive  gesticulations  pointed  to  the  imp* 
above,  and  the  long  dark  pasBage,  bio 
hind  and  before ;    but  on  Edgar's  fa* 
was  visible.      He  had   only   heard  < 
hear  that  they  really  were  arrived  ai 
of  the  wished-for  valley,  and 'though 
narrow  chasm  the  gloom  seemed  to 
minute  more  dark,  he  was  sure  that 
valley  he  should  yet  have  some  hours 
He    rallied    Dickon    and   Kanacka 
alarmed   at   the  flight  and  screams 
eagles  which  they  had  disturbed  froi 
on  the  rock,  and  was  not  in  his  hear 
at  reflecting  that  the  waggon  at  leasl 
retreat  which  the  panic-struck  Indi 
dently  so  desirous  of  executing  with  a 

Dickon  soon  resumed  his  wonted  < 
his  young  leader,  and  their  two  more 
companions  gradually  imbibed  a  sh 
courage.  Edgar  then  proposed  that 
camp  temporarily  where  they  were,  ai 
scramble  over  the  rough  surface  of  tl 
fore  them,  penetrate  into  the  valley 
and  give  them  an  account  of  his  disco 

Edgar  would  not  listen  to  Dickon's 
to  be  allowed  to  accompany  him,  for  1 
better  to  leave  under  his  command 
superstitious  companions.  They  foui 
lighting  a  tire  from  a  scanty  supply 
had  stored  in  the  waggon,  and  its  chi 
a  woodsman's  best  comfort,  did  more 
establishing  a  complete  sense  of  secu 
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ar's  ajsiirances.  He  did  not  delay  long  in 
ng  forward^  and  backing  his  horse  alongside 
lagmenty  he  sprang  up  its  sides,  and  with  a 
I  of  his  hand  to  his  companions,  who  responded 
a  cheer,  he  disappeared  over  the  top  of  the 
It  was  a  rugged  broken  mass,  and  on  its 
nit  the  eagles  were  perched,  when  their  ap- 
sh  had  disturbed  them  and  caused  the  sudden 
:,  which,  had  not  means  of  egress  been  barred, 
it  have  proved  a  human  stampede.  Edgar 
no  difficulty  in  scrambling  down  the  other 
of  the  fallen  rock,  and  found  himself,  by  its 
vention,  in  perfect  solitude,  cut  off  from  all 
had  accompanied  him  so  far,  and  about  to 
ore  alone  the  wondrous  secret.  As  the  Indian 
declared,  the  passage  continued  straight  for  a 
I  distance,  and  as  Edgar  fearlessly  proceeded, 
»und,  on  turning  sharp  round  a  narrow  ledge, 
gloom  of  the  chasm  changed  to  the  bright 
!  of  an  unclouded  evening  sky,  that  flooded  the 
yinto  which  he  penetrated  with  its  golden 


was  indeed  a  wondrous  place.  The  lofty 
!  at  this  point  receded  for  a  short  distance  on 
f  side,  and  left  a  small  valley,  or  rather  basin, 
)letely  shut  in  by  tall  precipices — a  gcrlden 
3.  At  the  eastern  end,  a  foaming  cataract 
ed  down  from  the  snowy  summits  of  the 
a,  whose  white  peaks  towered  high  into  the 
en.  The  stream,  after  a  short  and  furious 
fgle  with  the  broken  rocks  and  shattered 
ders,  rolled  along  the  bottom  of  the  valley  and 
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disappeared  at  the  other  end  in  the  dai 
mouth  of  a  subterranean  cayem,  to  be 
forth,  probably,  after  its  long  and  tortUG 
deep  in  the  bowels  of  the  mountains,  at 
tant  outlet  among  the  numerous  valleys 
dented  the  skirts  of  the  Sierra  Nevada. 

Edgar  could  well  imagine  that  a  gallan 
of  a  defeated  race  would  have  chosen 
parently  inaccessible  valley  as  a  position 
and  a  desperate  stand.  There  seemed  at 
only  one  outlet,  that  by  which  he  hac 
and  the  Indian's  tradition  was  borne  out 
at  bay  here,  the  only  escape  for  the  Child 
Sun  was  in  a  glorious  death. 

But  Edgar  had  his  mind  full  of  othei 
than  those  of  the  Indian's  traditions,  for  he 
reality — golden  dreams  realized  beyon 
imagination.  The  sun-beams  were  refi 
in  sparkles,  but  in  a  perfect  golden  blaze 
sides  of  the  cliffi  down  which  the  torren 
while  the  margin  of  its  short  course  th 
valley  was  covered  with  a  golden  inc 
thick  as  the  salt  left  on  the  shores  of 
Mormon  Lake  by  the  evaporation  of  its 
waters^  There  were  no  trees,  no  green 
break  and  relieve  the  golden  sheen  ths 
liis  eyes ;  all  was  glitter,  all  was  gold. 
was  there  alone !  None  were  with  hii 
pathise  in  his  breathless  exultation,  a 
sank  in  the  golden  sands,  and  he  pli 
hands  up  to  the  wrist,  revelling  in  beds 
scales.     No  one  was  there  to  re-echo  his 
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clamations  of  **  My  mother !  my  mother !  We  come 
— we  come.''  Yes ;  one  companion  was  left  him, 
and  with  tearful  eyes  he  took  out  the  case  which 
Kanacka  had  rescued  from  the  depths  of  the  ocean. 
He  opened  it,  and  with  a  fond  kiss  the  son  owned 
the  consolation  afforded  hy  the  limned  portrait  of 
his  mother,  who  was  first  and  last  in  his  thoughts, 
the  sharer  in  his  solitary  triumph. 

He  thought  the  beloved  features  smiled  upon 
him,  and  he  struggled  hard  to  keep  down  the 
choking  in  his  throat.  Riches  that  in  this  venal 
world  would  have  purchased  titles  and  honours, 
fame,  principalities,  nay,  perhaps  thrones,  lay 
under  his  feet,  and  none  were  there  to  dispute  or 
second  his  title.  In  the  midst  of  his  exultation, 
overpowered  with  the  grandeur  of  h  s  success,  he 
felt  the  littleness  and  weakness  of  his  own  powers. 
His  own  helplessness  caused  him  more  calmly  to 
survey,  more  reasonably  to  reflect.  The  cataract 
seemed  to  have  burst  through  a  mass  of  cli£&, 
tearing  open  their  bosoms,  and  exposing  to  view 
the  hidden  treasures  which  nature  had  fabricated 
and  stored  up  in  their  rock-bound  matrices.  The 
wearing  and  rubbing  of  the  stream  had  detached, 
not  morsels,  but  showers  of  golden  fragments, 
which  the  torrent  had  whirled  down  towards  the 
cavern,  into  whose  abyss  it  precipitated  itself, 
depositing  on  each  margin  successive  layers  of 
golden  scales,  from  which  by  its  own  action  it 
had  washed  away  the  sand  and  earthy  particles. 
-  There  was  no  need  of  the  machines  here ;  there 
was  no  necessity  to  toil  with  washing-pans,  with 
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pick-axe  and  with  spade ;  there  was  no  cal 
cunning  of  the  artificer  to  compound,  to 
mate  and  extract.  Edgar  had  only  to  i 
gather  handfuls  of  the  pure  heavy  virgi 
into  which  his  ankles  sank,  while  from  ev 
glowed  a  golden  glory  at  which  the  prow 
play  of  the  gorgeous  banquets  of  soverei 
merchant  princes  would  have  paled  int 
nificance. 

Edgar  felt  his  senses  whirl ;  his  thouj 
hopes  crowded  on  him  so  fast  as  to  bew 
senses. 

"  Oh !  Harold,"  he  murmured,  "  would 
were  here  to  join  in  my  thanksgiving, 
prayer  has  been  heard  which  we  offered  i 
kneelitig  together  for  the  last  time  al 
heaving  bosom  of  the  ocean !  And  where 
brother  ? — ^why  are  you  not  here  to  share  I 

The  thoughts  which  now  arose  in  Edgai 
his  fears  for  his  brother's  safety,  seemed 
power  all  other  considerations ;  the  wealth  y 
fairly  trampled  underfoot  sank  into  insig 
in  comparison  with  his  anxiety  for  Haro] 
heart  smote  him,  that  he  should  have  I 
forward  in  search  of  wealth,  while  he  perl 
Harold  to  perish.  For  a  moment  he  loa 
glittering  sight  that  had  but  now  intoxic 
senses.  Yielding  to  the  impulse  of  his 
change  of  thought,  he  rushed  along  the  c 
the  stream,  and,  without  stopping  to  c 
hurried  through  the  first  opening  he  can 
the  wall  of  rocks  that  encircled  the  vallc 
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ran  forward,  and  it  struck  him  as  he  advanced,  that 
the  passage  seemed  longer  than  before ;  still  he 
peiseyered,  and  found  it  suddenly  stopped  by  a 
thick  clump  of  underwood,  the  first  he  had  met 
with  since  they  had  penetrated  the  sierra.  He 
pushed  on,  and  again  found  himself  in  the  same 
long  passage  through  which  they  had  before  pene- 
trated until  stopped  by  the  fallen  rock.  The  two 
outlets  joined  in  the  same  passage,  which  eventually 
proved  to  be  the  only  entrances  to  the  valley  from 
the  sierra  defiles.  He  followed  the  traces  of  the 
wheels,  and  soon  had  the  satisfaction  of  hearing 
Dickon  answer  his  hail  with  a  loud  shout  of  welcome. 

The  waggon,  though  wedged  in  between  the 
overhanging  clifis,  presented  but  little  impediment 
to  Edgar's  active  limbs,  and  he  was  soon  on  the 
other  side.  The  Indian  listened  in  grave  silence 
to  the  wonderfnl  narration,  which  confirmed  his 
own  accounts,  and  realized  his  promises;  but 
Dickon  and  Kanacka  were  all  impatience  to  satisfy 
their  own  eyes  and  senses  by  entering  the  valley. 

"  We  will  work  all  night,  Master  Edgar,^*  said 
Dickon.  "Our horses  must  rest;  the  waggon  must 
he  taken  to  pieces;  but  let  us  carry  with  us  some 
of  these  treasures  to  show  Master  Harold  what 
wc  have  found*  Besides,  who  knows  if  we  shall 
be  able  to  return  here  ?  " 

"  But  we  must  think  of  Harold  first,  Dickon  ; 
and  I  could  not  delay  longer  than  the  morning 
the  search  I  ought  to  have  made  before  coming 
hither.  Ishronah  can  conduct  us  to  Valcielo.  With 
the  rising  sun  we  will  set  out." 
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"  And  right  too.  Captain  Edgar;  yo 
did  not  think  Dickon  had  forgotten,  or  ^ 
give  him  up,  while  he  had  his  own  life  t 
serve  him !     No,  you  know  me  better.** 

**  So  I  do,  Dickon,  and  would  never  f( 
ment  doubt  your  oft-proved  devotion.** 

"  Can't  get  bosses  to  start  before  mori 
sure ;  muss  have  light  in  mountains.  Den 
go  see  valley  and  gold  wid  torches,  eh  ?  N< 
fill  bags,  boxes,  sacks — dat  good,  eh?" 
Kanacka,  interrupting  Dickon's  reply. 

The  suggestion  was  acted  upon,  and  du 
greater  portion  of  the  night  their  torch< 
the  yellow  lustrous  glitter  of  those  rocks 
while  they  heaped  up  and  carried  away  t 
all  but  equal  to  the  revenues  of  kingdoms 

For  the  first  time  since  the  hand  of  Na 
laid  bare  her  treasures,  and  scattered  thei 
in  neglectful  abundance,  they  were  disti 
the  hand  of  man,  to  be  transferred  to  fa 
lands,  an  all-powerful  engine  of  good  and 

Edgar  could  have  fancied  that  the  moi 
the  night  breezes,  as  they  swept  over 
surface  of  the  valley,  were  the  complainin* 
spirits  of  the  Indian  tradition,  at  being  t 
turbed  in  their  last  resting-place.  But  i 
tious  fancies,  as  well  as  real  dangers,  were 
account  to  the  successful  adventurers,  as  tl 
beneath  their  ponderous  but  grateful  burd 
bore  them  off  in  exulting  triumph. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

Tin  QOLDIH  LOAD^BSQAB  BITUUrS  TO  8XIK  HIB  BBOTHIK— OAP- 
TVBID  BT  MAnrOFAH  AlTD  HIS  WABBI0K8— ISHJtONAH  ALOHB 
nCAPB — ^VAKOOITA,  THB  APAOHB  OHIBr. 

In  spite  of  the  weighty  load  of  wealth  which  the 
labour  of  a  few  hours  had  enabled  Edgar  and  his 
companions  to  collect,  they  lost  no  time  in  retracing 
their  steps  through  the  intricate  passes  of  the 
sierra,  and  reconquering  its  now  lessened  difficultie?. 
Once  upon  the  plain,  they  turned  southwards, 
journeying  along  the  skirts  of  the  sierra,  in  which 
direction  the  Indian  rightly  informed  them  they 
would  strike  the  stream  which  would  lead  them  to 
Valcielo.  Edgar  fancied  more  than  once  he  detected 
lurking  figures,  that  watched  their  movements 
from  the  dark  recesses  of  the  mountain  gorges, 
and  he  had  not  forgotten  that  the  Renegade  had 
dogged  their  footsteps.  On  every  account,  there- 
fore, he  was  eager  to  press  forward,  and,  while 
assuring  himself  of  Harold's  safety,  to  provide  for 
a  speedy  return  to  the  coast.  Instead  of  feeling 
that  his  object,  was  attained,  the  possession  of  his 
enormous  treasure  made  him  far  more  anxious 
and  uneasy   than   before.     His  fears   now   were 
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modified^  but  they  were  no  less  real.  He  no 
longer  dreaded  that  he  should  not  find»  but  be 
was  ever  afraid  lest  by  some  untoward  accident  he 
should  lose.  But  his  spirits  rose  as  they  pro- 
ceeded rapidly  southward  without  any  molestation 
or  appearance  of  danger,  and  forgetting  all  his 
apprehensions  of  evil  designs  on  the  part  of  the 
Renegade,  he  indulged  himself  in  the  fond  expec- 
tation of  again  rejoining  his  brother. 

The  information  afforded  by  the  Indian  guide 
had  hitherto  proved  so  accurate,  that  Edgar  had 
the  most  implicit  confidence  in  his  word,  when, 
pointing  towards  the  south,  he  promised  to  conduct 
them  before  the  sun  should  have  thrice  risen  and 
set  to  the  white  man*s  rancheria,  wherfe  he  asserted 
he  had  been  once  before.  Ishronah  had  recoTered 
from  his  superstitious  fears  as  soon  as  he  found 
himself  in  the  open  plains,  but  still  his  roving 
restless  eye  wandered  ever  uneasily  and  suspiciously 
around  the  horizon,  which  at  one  time  contracted 
to  the  narrow  compass  of  a  deep  wooded  valley, 
at  others  stretched  out  to  the  almost  boundless 
expanse  of  the  open  prairie. 

"  How  far  are  we  now  from  Valcielo,  Isbronahr 
asked  Edgar,  as  they  toiled  along  the  shores  of  a 
lake  situated  at  the  foot  of  the  Sierra,  on  the 
afternoon  of  the  second  day's  march. 

"  Before  sun  go  dovni,  yon  stream  run  from 
dis  mountain  lake  tVough  valley,  to  big  lake 
below,**  replied  the  Indian,  pointing  to  a  small 
river  which  seemed  to  be  the  outlet  through  which 
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the  superfluous  waters  of  the  lake  were  carried  off. 
The  river  appeared  to  bury  itself  in  the  thick  forest 
that  stretched  from  the  shores  of  the  lake  south- 
wards. A  deeply  indented  bay  formed  the  mouth 
of  the  river,  and  at  this  point  Edgar  noticed  that 
there  was  a  cleared  space  in  the  forest,  which,  at 
first,  he  thought  had  been  produced  by  the  woods- 
man's axe ;  but  a  nearer  survey  showed  that  it  was 
the  woric  of  the  beaver,  which  had  constructed  a 
huge  dam  across  the  river  at  this  place.  It  also 
appeared  that  the  lake,  if  not  wholly  formed  by 
the  obstruction  of  the  river  by  the  dam,  was  much 
deepened  by  it  He  looked  around  for  a  sight  of 
the  industrious  animals,  but  he  saw  no  evidence  of 
them  beyond  their  deserted  conical  huts. 

The  Indian  guide  seemed  surprised  and  discon- 
certed on  observing  that  the  timbers  of  the  dam 
had  been  partly  loosened,  and  dismounting,  he 
stepped  cautiously  from  log  to  log,  as  they  lay 
athwart  the  stream,  in  the  close  compact  order  in 
which  the  beaver  had  with  instinctive  cunning 
caused  them  to  fall.  At  length,  after  a  few  mi- 
nutes' search,  he  picked  up  from  a  water-hole  a 
woodsmau's  axe,  and,  holding  it  high  above  his 
head,  exclaimed,  "  Pale-face  axe ! " 

Edgar  had  been  gazing  round  him  with  curious 
eyes.  It  was  the  first  time  that  he  had  witnessed 
the  surprising  results  of  the  beaver's  industry  ;  the 
huge  trunks  that  their  teeth  had  gnawed  through 
had  always  fallen  forward  in  the  exact  direction  in 
which  they  were  needed,  to  add  to  the  strength 
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and  security  of  the  dam ;  and  some  of  the  vast 
timbers  had  even  the  appearance  of  having  been 
floated  into  the  requisite  position,  so  accurate  and 
precise  had  been  the  workmanship  of  these  instinct- 
taught  artificers. 

Ishronah's  exclamation  roused  him  from  bis 
examination,  and  he  now  observed  that  the  tim- 
hers  had  evidently  been  interfered  with,  and  dis- 
connected, with  some  design,  from  each  other. 

^*  Pale-face  axe  !  **  again  exclaimed  the  Indian ; 
"  pale-face  make  noise  wid  axe,  frighten  beaver 
away.  Settler  loosen  dam  and  drain  lake  for  com- 
ground  and  vineyard.  Pale-face  of  rancho  do  dis : 
not  far  now  down  stream  to  rancho  valley.** 

**  Then  let  us  quicken  our  speed,  Ishronah,** 
said  Edgar,  turning  round  in  his  saddle  to  look 
for  the  waggon.  The  bend  in  the  river,  as  it 
flowed  away  from  the  lake,  had  hidden  from  his 
sight  the  lake  shore,  along  which  the  waggon  was 
slowly  creeping,  when  he  had  ridden  on  a-head  to 
examine  the  dam.  The  discovery  of  the  axe 
seemed  to  have  diminished,  in  a  measure,  the  un* 
easiness  which  Ishronah  had  begun  to  display  on 
reaching  the  river;  bat  still  he  watched  eveiy 
bush  and  hollow  as  they  rode  back  up  the  stream, 
as  if  he  were  not  quite  sure  that  they  did  not  har^ 
hour  some  secret  danger.  The  distant  report  of 
fire-arms  caused  them  both  to  quicken  their  speed 
to  a  headlong  gallop.  Little  was  Edgar  prepared 
for  the  sight  which  met  his  eyes  upon  turning 
round  the  angle  of  the  forest,  that  had  hidden  from 
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;  view  the  lake  shore.  He  bad  left  the  beach 
lely  and  silent,  save  where  long-legged  water- 
d  stood  like  sentinels  on  the  watch  for  their 
Dj  prey,  until,  with  a  harsh  scream,  they  took 
[ht  on  being  disturbed  by  the  waggon,  as  it 
led  heavily  on  its  sinking  wheels ;  but  now  the 
)re  was  covered  by  a  dark  cloud  of  Indian  war- 
rs,  who  appeared  to  have  stolen  upon  the  rear 
the  waggon,  and  effected  the  capture  of  Dickon 
1  Kanacka  by  a  sudden  surprise.  As  Edgar 
^ked  in  his  horse,  he  saw,  to  his  mortification, 
It  his  followers  were  both  fast  boimd  prisoners. 
"  To  cover  !  De  forest !  "  shouted  Ishronah, 
lose  Indian  habits  told  him  at  once  that,  in  the 
^  of  a  superior  and  successful  enemy,  flight  was 
8ir  only  resource ;  and,  accordingly,  without  a 
}inent's  hesitation,  he  turned  his  horse's  head 
d  darted  among  the  trees,  that  hid  him  from 
iTsuit,  though  a  dozen  mounted  Indians  dashed 
'  from  the  band  that  were  grouped  round  the 
tggon,  in  pursuit  of  him.  Edgar,  however,  had 
)  intention  of  deserting  Dickon  and  Kanacka, 
d  leaving  them  at  the  mercy  of  their  enemies, 
e  brought  his  rifle  to  bear  upon  the  group, 
ithout  reflecting  upon  the  utter  uselessness  of 
^tending  singly  against  so  many  enemies,  and 
e  danger  of  provoking  their  vengeance  by  his 
tack  upon  them. 

Dickon  saw  him  the  moment  he  came  in  sight, 
id  shouted  as  loud  as  he  was^  able,  struggling  the 
liile,  all  but  successfully,  with  two  of  his  captors, 
ho  held  the  cords  that  bound  him : — 
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''  Back,  Master  Edgar!  leave  us  to  c 
back !  you  cannot  help  us,  but  save  your 

But  Edgar  had  little  thought  of  self, 
for  the  instant  deliberating  upon  which  o 
Indians  who  held  Dickon  he  should  fire 
chiefs  whom  he  recognised  at  once  as  the 
of  San  Francisco,  threw  himself  boldly  I 
levelled  ri^e,  and  stretching  out  his  opei 
token  of  peace,  called  out  to  him  in  E 
hold  his  fire. 

Half  doubting,  yet  feeling  in  a  men 
assured  by  the  voice  and  bearing  of  tb 
chief,  Edgar  let  the  butt  of  lys  rifie  fall 
toe  of  his  stirrup,  while  the  Indian  chief 
betraying  the  slightest  tear,  approached 
him,  holding  his  own  rifle  carelessly  v 
arm. 

"  My  white  brother  is  welcome,"  ex  da 
Indian  chief.  **  Let  him  put  aside  1 
Mainopah  will  do  him  no  injury." 

To  invite  his  confidence  the  Indian  laic 
piece  on  the  sand,  and,  turning,  ordered 
lowers  to  release  Dickon  and  Kanacka  fi 
cords. 

"  My  brother  will  answer  for  his  follow 
they  shall  not  escape,  and  they  shall  not  Im 
added  the  Chief. 

Edgar  nodded,  for  he  felt  how  vain  it ' 

to  oppose   the   Indian,  whose   warriors 

them   in  on   every  side;  he   slowly  dis 

and  advanced  to  meet  Mainopah.     He 

nsed  at  his  language  and  manners,  ai 
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iiad  heard  of  him ;  and  though  it  was  a  cruel 
ppoiBtment  to  find  his  waggon  the  prey  of  the 
lans,  and  his  followers  captives,  he  had  no 
ice  but  to  submit  He  made  up  his  mind  to 
V  an  undaunted  front,  and  trust  to  the  issue  of 
Its  to  extricate  him  from  his  difficulty. 
Am  I  to  consider  myself  a  prisoner?"  he 
id,  as  he  dismounted  from  his  horse  at  the 
ian's  approach. 

My  brother  is  free,  but  his  arms  and  his  horse 
it  be  prisoners,"  replied  Mainopah,  keeping  up 
1  studied  purpose  his  character  as  an  Indian 
nor,  while  his  demeanour  grew  courteous,  and 
nkind. 

^  And  my  companions  ?"  asked  Edgar,  anxiously 
ering  himself  to  be  conducted  to  the  shade  of 
ride-spreading  oak,  whither  Mainopah  accom- 
ied  him. 

'  Are  free  also,"  was  the  reply. 
'  And  what  is  your  purpose,  Chief  ?  and  why 
e  you  stopped  inoffisnsive  travellers  while  en- 
ed  in  lawful  and  peaceful  pursuits  ?" 
'  Mainopah  leads  his  warriors  on  the  war-path," 
lied  the  Chief,  gloomily,   pointing   to  a   tall 
rrior  who  had  taken  up  his  post  behind  Edgar, 
[  was  watching  his  every  motion,  as  though  it 
re  his  appointed  duty  to  do  so. 
Edgar  noticed  that  from  the  bunch  of  leaves 
it  bound  his  shoulder  streams  of  blood  had 
:kled  down,  and  had  dried  on  his  skin. 
''Who  has  done  this?"  asked  Edgar,  whose 
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anxiety  for  Harold's  safety  was  redouble 
evidence  that  the  Indians  had  been  act 
gaged  in  open  fight. 

*'  Pale-faces,"  replied  Mainopah,  ha 
sciously  and  sullenly,  as  his  thoughts  tuj 
upon  the  repulse  his  comrades  had  met 
the  circumstances  under  which  he  hit 
been  foiled  at  Yalcielo. 

Edgar  made  no  answer,  for  he  hoped 
nopah  would  give  him  further  informs 
would  assure  him  of  Harold*s  safety.  B 
of  replying,  he  fixed  an  inquiring  eami 
on  Edgar's  countenance  and  figure.  A 
wandered  over  his  person,  it  grew  more 
and  puzzled  in  its  expression.  In  his  h 
after  Harold  and  the  other  fugitives,  he 
than  once  been  able  to  obtain  a  sight  oi 
person,  and  he  was  perfectly  aware  thf 
taken  refuge  in  the  Commandant's  rancl 
he  believed  him  still  to  be ;  and  yet  h 
again,  that  he  saw  before  him  the  very  £ 
the  identical  black  horse,  which  he  had  i 
the  open  door  of  die  rancho,  now  in  com 
men  who  certainly  had  not  formed  a  p 
band,  which  had  succeeded  in  carrying  o 
from  his  camp  in  the  Valley  of  Ruins. 

Mainopah  was  too  much  of  an  India 
allow   his   thoughts  to  be   made   mani 
Edgar  was  on  his  side  afraid  to  make 
allusion  to  Harold,  for  fear  of  comproi 
safety  if  the  Indians  should  become  awai 
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ig  others  of  their  party  yet  at  liberty.  Their 
irersation  was,  besides,  interri^pted  by  two  war* 
s,  who  came  up  to  Mainopah  at  full  speed,  and, 
ring  with  him  on  one  side,  seemed,  by  their 
:iculations,  to  be  communicating  some  intelli- 
(re  to  their  chief.  Edgar  noticed  that  they 
ited  frequently  back  towards  the  distant  moun- 
s  from  which  he  had  come  with  his  waggon ; 

he  conjectured  that  they  had  been  sent  back 
follow  the  traces  of  the  waggon,  to  see  from 
t  direction  it  had  appeared.  Edgar  watched 
r  movements  keenly,  to  gather  from  them  what 
intentions  of  the  Indians  were, 
[e  himself  was  left  perfectly  at  liberty,  but 
Uj  wishing  to  speak  to  Dickon,  he  made  a  step 
irard  from  the  tree  against  which  he  was  lean- 

the  warrior  who  had  been  left  to  guard  him 
led  himself  before  him,  and  by  signs  intimated, 
)ectfully  enough,  but  very  significantly,  that 
X)uld  not  communicate  with  his  comrades.  The 
[gon,  with  their  horses,  had  been  led  away  down 
opening  of  the  forest,  and  Dickon  and  Kanacka 
)d,  one  on  one  side  and  one  on  the  other,  sur- 
nded  by  a  numerous  band  of  warriors,  but 
ping  a  watch  over  the  treasures  of  the  waggon, 
ich  the  Indians  had  not  plundered,  or  even 
trained.  Such  had  been  the  orders  of  Maino- 
I,  whose  doubt  and  hesitation  seemed  still  fur^ 
r  increased  by  the  report  of  his  scouts.  He 
ned  round  suddenly,  and  approaching  Edgar, 
ed  hastily, — 
rOL.  n.  K 
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"  Why  did  my  brother  ask  who  1 
my  young  men  ?  Is  his  tongue  doul 
his  eyes  blind  ?  Why  is  he  joumeyii 
trail  from  the  Snowy  Mountains  witl 
heavily  burdened?" 

'*  You  ask  many  questions,  Indian 
to  answer?  and  why  do  you  accuse  or 
have  not  seen  before  of  being  either  doi 
or  blind  ?•* 

"  Does  the  pale-face  deny,"  aske 
fiercely,  *'  that  he  has  broken  like  a  w 
into  the  Indian's  encampment;  that 
captive  away,  and  fled  for  refuge  to  t 
Valcielo?*' 

Edgar's  countenance  could  not  cone 
ledge  of  the  circumstances  to  whic 
alluded,  and  it  flashed  at  once  across  I 
he  himself  was  mistaken  for  Harold. 

The  discovery  was  so  far  satisfa 
Indians  into  whose  hands  he  had 
part  of  the  band  whose  pursuit  Har 
to  fear.  It  was  evident  also  that  he 
their  hands,  or  else  Edgar  himself  wc 
been  mistaken  for  him ;  and  it  was  nc 
that  Mainopah,  though  he  had  obtainec 
of  the  direction  in  which  they  had  ti 
the  waggon,  was  in  ignorance  of  theii 
wandering  so  far  into  the  defiles  of 
He  seemed  to  be  vnthheld  by  some  n 
were  not  perhaps  unfriendly,  from 
examination  of  the  contents  of  the  wi 
might  prove  to  be  too  tempting  to  w 
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iild  followers,  should  he  think  it  right  to  leave 
iptive's  property  unmolested.  Edgar  felt  that 
luld  be  dangerous  to  trifle  with  Mainopah  by 
ying  him  on  the  score  of  his  identity  with  his 
ler  Harold,  and  jet,  not  knowing  how  far 
Ai  might  have  excited  the  Indian's  anger,  or 
)ked  his  vengeance  in  the  skirmish  of  whose 
ity  the  woimded  warrior  was  an  evidence,  he 
lot  unwilling  to  allow  it  to  be  supposed  that 
id  Harold  were  one. 

iTou  are  wrong,  Indian,  in  supposing  that  I  was 
person  who  broke  into  your  camp,  or  carried 
[>ur  captive;  and  how  know  you  that  I  took 
;e  in  Valcielo?"  asked  Edgar,  hoping  thus, 
3ut  committing  himself,  to  draw  from  the 
f  the  information  he  sought, 
ainopah's  lip  curled,  and  the  frown  of  wrath 
had  darkened  his  brow  changed  to  a  look  of 
I,  at  what  he  thought  to  be  the  unworthy 
it  of  Edgar  in  denying  a  share  in  the  rescue, 
i  he  had  himself  been  near  enough  to  dis^ 
lish  his  person,  while  pursuing  his  party. 
Why  is  the  pale-face  afraid  to  speak  the 
I  ? "  he  asked,  and  without  suffering  Edgar  to 
Tupt  him,  continued, — "  The  coyote  is  not  a 
a ;  the  antelope  is  not  a  buffalo ;  where  is  the 
face  giant  ?  I  see  his  horse,  but  my  young 
cannot  find  his  trail.  The  young  pale-face 
lot  himself  bear  the  burden,  but  he  rode  by 
side  of  the  ravisher,  and  yonder  neighs  the 
1  that  bore  the  double  burden.'* 
h2 
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As  Mainopah  spoke  he  pointed  to 
courser,  \(rhich  was  fastened  to  the  ) 
waggon,  and  turning  its  proud  head 
master,  it  neighed  again  and  again 
and  shook  its  long  silky  mane  an( 
patiently  with  its  feet,  wondering 
which  kept  its  master  from  its  side. 

Edgar  seemed  now  to  have  arrived 
the  Indian's  suspicions,  and  hoping  i 
that  his  purpose  was  not  hostile,  he 
to  clear  up  the  mistake  into  which  li^ 
fallen  ;  but  he  determined  first  to  lea 
ihe  Indian's  intentions  towards  him 
comrades.  He  therefore  broke  the 
which  Mainopah  had  again  relapsed, 
*'  Why  have  the  Indian  warriors 
march  of  peaceful  men  through  the 
and  the  forest  that  is  free  to  all  ?  Spea 
and  I  will  answer  your  questions  in  a 

"  Why  are  the  pale-*faces  out  so 
rancho,  and  why  do  they  come  do^ 
mountains  ?  "  replied  Mainopah. 

Edgar  was  embarrassed  how  to  i 
wished  to  conceal  the  contents  of  his 
he  reflected  that  the  Indian  had  it  in 
any  minute  to  rifle  it  of  its  contents 
fore,  he  thought  it  best  boldly  to  ansi 

'*  We  came  hither,  Indian  Chief,  in 
gold  your  tribes  despise.  We  journeye 
rancho  of  Valcielo  on  our  way  to  the 
your  warriors  arrested  our  march." 
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How  did  the  young  pale-face  thread  the  woods 
a  Valcielo  to  the  sierra?  How  did  he  hide 
trail  of  his  waggon  and  his  horses,  or  even  his 
I,  from  my  young  men  i  " 

Explain  first  your  purposes  towards  us,  Maino- 
,"  replied  Edgar,  '*and  then  I  will  answer  all/* 
Mainopah  is  at  peace  with  the  rancho,"  replied 
Indian,  with  a  look  of  cold  distrust  **The  young 
i-face  knows  that  he  had  promised  peace ;  had 
emained  within  the  walls,  he  would  have  been 
,  and  Mainopah's  friend.  Now  he  is  his  pri- 
^r,  for  he  has  broken  the  truce  by  quitting  the 
;ho.  Is  there  no  treachery  t  Who  knows  ?  " 
Idgar  was  now  quite  satisfied ;  he  had  been  able 
ather  from  the  Indian's  reply  that  Harold  had 
dned  a  safe  refuge  in  Valcielo,  that  Mainopah 

witnessed  his  entrance,  and  was  unable  to 
»unt  for  meeting  him,  as  he  believed,  imder 
iimstances   that  looked  suspicious.      He   was 

surprised  at  his  intimations  of  there  being 
e  treachery  in  his  being  found  outside  the 
;ho,  especially  as  the  Chief  intimated  that  his 
ig  so  was  contrary  to  the  truce,  of  whose  exist- 
s  he  gave  him,  to  his  great  satisfaction,  the 
ve  assurance.  Upon  the  whole  he  felt  that  his 
t  course,  now  that  there  was  no  longer  any  need 
concealment,  was  to  inform  Mainopah  of  the 
ity  of  the  case. 

^e  Chief  shook  his  head  incredulously  as  Edgar 
ed  that  he  had  not  been  in  the  valley,  and 
rulated,  **  My  ears  are  open ;  but  truth  only 
js  there,  young  pale-face.'' 
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Without  resenting  the  intemiptioi 
plained  that  it  was  possible  that  the 
made  a  mistake  between  the  two  bro 
as  between  their  horses. 

"  Then  the  giant  who  slew  Honey  Tt 
my  young  men  caU  the  Great  Bison,  vi 
your  band  ?**  inquired  the  Chief,  with 
that  showed  how  much  he  was  intei 
reply.  "  The  robber  who  has  car 
captive  is  yet  within  the  rancho,  row 
warriors  lie  thick  as  the  leaves  of  the  f 
Mainopah  is  content,  and  his  wan 
women,  and  their  chief  will  mock  ih 
with  being  blind." 

As  Mainopah  concluded,  he  calle 
warriors  to  him  from  the  band  that 
the  waggon. 

The  Indian  listened  to  his  chie: 
words,  and  inmiediately  disappeared  i 
shortly  returning,  bearing  in  his  hand 
to  be  a  stirrup. 

Mainopah  took  it  in  his  hands, 
saying  a  word  to  Edgar,  walked  up 
and  compared  the  stirrup  with  those 
The  result  convinced  him  that  the  st 
Edgar  found  out  afterwards  had  been 
Anak)  did  not  belong  to  the  horse, 
colour,  size,  and  appearance  of  the  tw 
its  saddle  were  the  same. 

**  Mainopah  did  doubt  the  younj 
began  the  Chief,  as  he  returned  froi 
nation ;  "  but  now  he  knows  that  he 
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[ith.  His  brother,  who  resembles  him  as  the  sun 
yesterday  resembles  that  of  to^ay,  is  safe  in  tlie 
ncho  of  Mainopah's  friend.  He  has  buried  his 
spoils  of  war,  and  for  a  time  there  is  peace 
tween  my  young  men  and  the  pale-faces.  Per- 
ps  the  peace  may  last — that  is,  if  the  Indian  sees 
xthful  deeds,  and  shall  receive  what  he  claims  as 
right  Go»  your  followers  await  their  chief;  but 
ear  with  your  hand  upon  your  heart  in  Indian 
ikion^  and  upon  your  oath  as  your  own  customs 
ody  that  you  will  make  no  attempt  at  an  escape, 
»r  try  to  deceive  me,   and  I  give  the  promise 

a  brave  that  harm  shall  not  befal  your  pro- 
>r^y  or  horse,  or  man,  while  you  remain  under 
e  protection  of  Mainopah." 
"  Do  you,  on  your  part,  promise  to  conduct  us 

the  rancbo  and  there  set  us  free?"  asked  Edgar. 
**  I  promise  to  lead  you  to  the  rancho,  and  if 
le  pale-faoes  keep  their  word  to  Mainopah  he 
ill  set  you  free ;  until  then  you  must  give  your 
ord  to  make  no  escape.  Though  here  comes  one 
ho  will  watch  well ;  so  beware,  pale- faces,  and 
lake  not  those  enemies  who  would  be  your 
iends.*'  So  saying,  with  a  courteous  inclination, 
[ainopah  turned  away  to  meet  a  tall  slender 
[>ong  chieftain,  with  an  unusually  gentle  expres- 
on  of  countenance,  who  came  up  to  him  followed 
f  a  fiercer-looking  warrior,  bearing  in  his  hand  a 
Dge  steel  axe,  which  Mainopah  instantly  recog- 
ised  as  the  dreadful  weapon  which  his  father, 
laitonga,  was  wont  to  brandish  in  the  fight.     The 
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look  of  the  young  chief  was  disturbedy  ai 
pah  frowned  sternly  as  he  noted  the  su 
and  half-insolent  look  of  his  companion, 
the  favourite  warrior  of  his  father,  and  tl 
runner  of  his  tribe.  Addressing  the  you 
he  said,— 

**  Nakoona,  my  brother  and  my  frien 
come.  See,  he  will  take  care  of  the  ca 
young  men  have  taken*  He  will  guard*1 
and  see  that  no  ill  befal  them  until  his  fi 
say,  *  Where  are  my  captives  ?  Mainopa 
them  again.'  ** 

As  he  spoke,  the  dark  and  yet  mild-Io4 
of  the  young  Apache  followed  the  dii 
which  Mainopah  pointed,  and  regardi 
moment  vnth  evident  complacence  and 
Edgar's  manifest  joy  as  he  rejoined  his 
companions,  he  answered  quietly, — 

^'  Good,  Nakoona  will  guard  the  capti 
brother;  when  he  asks  for  them  they 
found." 

The  ferocious  expression  of  Maiton 
senger  grew  more  dark  and  vindictin 
glances  fell  upon  the  pale-face  prisoners 
curled  into  a  blood-thirsty  sneer  as  he  m 
harsh  gutturals,  '*  Maitonga  is  a  warrioi 
not  to  sleep  when  scalps  wait  to  be  & 
spear.     He  spares  not  a  pale-face  enemj 

*'  And  why  sent  Maitonga  his  runnei 
hither  ?  Has  he  brought  the  axe  of  the  i 
gift  to  the  son?" 
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duce  in  the  minds  of  the  savage  warrioi 
them,  and  bidding  Dickon  and  Kanack 
imitate  his  example,  he  immediately  begi 
himself  in  inspecting  their  waggon,  with 
easy  self-possession  he  would  have  manifc 
he  been  in  the  midst  of  an  encampme 
countrjonen,  instead  of  being  surrounded 
Indian  braves,  who  perhaps  were  anxious 
ing  the  signal  to  slaughter  them,  and  1 
their  mangled  bodies  the  honied  trophies 
triumph. 
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stream,  instead  of  continuing  its  straig 
through  the  belt  of  foTest,  and  so  gaining 
turned  sharp  round  to  the  south,  and  foi 
sage  through  a  barrier  of  high  rocks,  that 
have  rolled  down  the  steep  sides  of  the 
upon  the  other,  extending,  like  the  d 
breached  wall,  far  into  the  depths  of  the 

The   course    of    the  river   was   at 
divided,   and  split  into  two  channels  ] 
islands   that  studded  its  surface,  some 
low,  and  covered  with  smooth  sward, 
overhanging  trees,  others  again  rose  up  i 
rugged  iu  form,  like  rocky  citadels,  w 
were  clothed  and  hidden  by  vigorous  s 
hanging  festoons  of  creepers.     The  ro( 
formed  the  north-eastern  or  sierra  ten 
Yalcielo;    and  after  having   cleared  t 
the  river  flowed  quietly  on   through  1 
washing  with  fertilizing  streams  the 
the  Commandant  on  the  right,  and  t 
tions  of  Don  Gabriel  de  Castro  on  the  U 
emptied  itself  into  the  great  Silver  Lake 

By  occupying  the  head  of  the  rive 
shores  of  the  upper  or  Mountain  Laki 
Indian  chief  had  quite  cut  off  all  possib 
retreat  on  the  part  of  those  besieged  ii 
mandant*s  rancho,  in  that  direction.  H 
that  point  to  be  guarded  by  his  {rien< 
Nakoona,  at  the  head  of  a  chosen  hi 
Apache  warriors.  The  shores  of  the  1 
and  the  southern   entrance  of    the  va 
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cupied  by  Maitonga  himself,  who  had  made  all 
iste  to  advance  at  the  summons  of  his  son,  and 
id  pushed  on  rapidly  with  the  main  body  of  the 
ibe.  During  the  time  that  these  movements 
sre  going  forward,  the  garrison  of  the  Com- 
uidant*8  rancho  remained  quiet  and  undisturbed^ 
ough  the  minds  of  all  were  filled  with  vague  and 
abting  apprehensions.  The  Commandant  him- 
If  looked  from  hour  to  hour  for  the  promised 
lit  of  Mainopahy  to  raise  the  close  siege  with 
lich  it  was  evident  that  they  were  invested ; 
r  every  attempt  to  open  a  communication  with 
e  coast,  by  sending  out  Indians,  was  thwarted  by 
e  sudden  appearance  of  waylaying  bands  of 
ainopah's  followers,  who  insisted  upon  all  parties 
turning  to  the  rancho ;  and  in  some  cases,  where 
ere  was  any  resistance,  the  Commandant's  run- 
rs  were  bound,  and  being  dragged  within  sight 
the  rancho,  were  there  left.  The  Commandant 
iderstood  the  cause  of  these  proceedings.  Mai- 
»pah  had  kept  his  word,  and  turned  back  his 
sssengers  without  doing  them  injury ;  how  far 
e  same  consideration  would  be  shown  to  the 
lite  men  of  the  party,  was  a  question  he  was  not 
sposed  to  put  to  the  test;  and  in  spite  of 
arold's  impetuous  proposals  that  some  of  them 
ould  set  out  in  quest  of  Edgar  and  his  com- 
Luions,  the  Commandant  succeeded,  after  some 
vere  opposition,  in  keeping  all  his  little  garrison 
ithiu  the  walls  of  the  rancho. 
Matters  were  in  this  state,  when  the  capture  of 
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Edgar  and  tlie  waggon  was  efiSected  on  t 
of  the  Mountain  Lake. 

It  was  in  full  completion  of  his  desi 
Mainopah  had  visited  the  northern  exti 
the  yallej,  to  explain  to  Nakoona,  the 
chief,  his  intentions  respecting  thegarrisc 
capture  of  Edgar  and  his  party  made 
more  conscious  of  the  advantages  whicl 
obtained  ;  and  he  was  resolved,  now 
arrangements  were  all  completed  and  he 
to  take  the  groimd  almost  of  a  conquerc 
his  promised  visit  to  the  rancho. 

It  is  to  be  observed  that  the  young  c 
experienced  no  little  difficulty  in  restrd 
ardent  impetuosity  of  the  Indian  warrio 
fall  of  Komatto  and  Wombea,  the  Honey 
while  it  had  removed  two  of  his  rivals  wl 
his  authority^  had  roused  the  feelings  of  t 
immediate  followers  to  the  highest  pitch  of 
Hot  on  the  war-path  the  blood  of  the  red 
been  shed,  and  no  pale-face  scalp  yet  iii 
the  battle-spear  of  the  Indian  braves.  ' 
sence  of  Mai  tonga  and  Nakoona,  the  most 
of  Mainopah's  friends  and  admirers,  alon< 
him  to  stem  the  tide  of  their  rage,  and  dn 
whoops  for  vengeance.  Nakoona  had  su 
confidence  in  his  Comanche  friend  that  h 
ranged  himself  on  his  side,  and  suppo 
authority  with  all  his  own  influence  ^ 
powerful  tribe  of  the  Apaches.  But  1 
was  disappointed  at  his  son's  reluctance 
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lelm  the  handful  of  pale-faces  who  had  appa- 
itly  fallen  into  their  power.  He  bad  hurried  up 
m  the  souths  impatient  to  gratify  his  hatred 
unat  the  white  men  by  being  present  when  the 
It  blow  was  struck — when  the  first  blood  was 
iwn ;  and  instead  of  rushing  to  the  attack,  he 
md  that  his  son  withheld  his  warriors  from  all 
ilence,  and  even  ordered  those  of  the  garrison 
lo  fell  into  their  hands  to  be  set  free  unharmed. 
Maitonga  at  first  yielded  to  the  influence  which 
1  son  had  obtained  over  him,  but  his  smothered 
sire  for  vengeance  at  last  broke  out,  and  he  in* 
ted  upon  Mainopah's  giving  the  command  to 
ack  the  rancho.  He  despatched  his  fiercest  and 
>st  tried  warrior,  Elksfoot,  to  give  his  message 
his  son,  and  desire  his  presence.  It  was  this 
irrior  who  came  up  in  company  with  Nakoona, 
die  Mainopah  was  disposing  of  his  captives  on 
s  shores  of  the  Mountain  Lake. 
''  Why  has  Maitonga  sent  his  warrior  Elksfoot  to 
eak  with  Mainopah  ?'*  demanded  the  young  chief, 
len  Nakoona  had  led  them  a  sufficient  distance 
to  the  forest  to  be  out  of  ear-shot  of  the  scouts. 
The  tones  of  Mainopah's  voice  were  less  im- 
rious  and  haughty  than  at  first,  but  the  counte- 
LDce  of  the  stern  and  savage  warrior  whom  Mai- 
nga  had  chosen  as  his  messenger  lost  none  of  its 
Hen  expression  as  he  replied : — 
''Hear  the  words  of  Maitonga,  that  wise  chief: 
by  should  not  the  son  listen  to  the  voice  of  his 
ther?  The  Leaping  Panther  has  sprung  over  the 
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heads  of  the  tallest  warriors  of  the  Coman 
they  were  glad,  for  he  carried  'in  his  ji 
honour  and  glory  of  the  tribe.  Some 
braves  and  chiefs  turned  away  their  fac4 
would  not  see;  the  eyes  of  others  grei 
Sharp  was  the  tongue  of  Wombea,  his 
turned  to  bitter  when  he  spoke  of  the 
Maitonga,  the  son  of  a  stranger  to  the  Con 
But  Elksfoot  and  the  young  warriors  woi 
listen  to  Wombea.  Maitonga  had  grown  < 
Comanchei  if  he  was  young  as  a  Seminc 
body  was  scarred  with  wounds  from  the 
and  knives  of  our  enemies,  and  the  Con 
believed  him,  and  received  his  son  as  a  grei 
They  were  right — Mainopah  is  a  great 
though  youngi  he  is  old  as  our  greyest  hea( 
our  young  men  say  his  eyes  are  blinde 
cloudy  and  he  cannot  see  the  pale-face  enem 
killed  Wombea  at  his  side,  and  yet  escape 
the  jaws  of  the  Leaping  Panther.  It  \ 
well.     Let  the  pale-faces  die !" 

**  It  is  false,"  interrupted  the  young  chi< 
eyes  blazing  with  fury ;  "  Wombea  fell  no 
side,  and  the  claws  of  the  Leaping  Paath< 
sharpened,  and  his  eyes  were  open  as  he 
after  the  slayers  of  his  comrade." 

^*  Then  let  the  Leaping  Panther  strike 
pale-faces  are  yonder,**  retorted  the  Indian^ 
ing  to  the  south  ;  **  they  are  shut  in — ^they 
escape ;  some  are  within  the  Panther's  clutc 
Let  the  pale-faces  die  1 " 
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Mainopah  was  prevented  from  making  the  reply 
tt  sprang  to  bis  lips,  for  the  young  Apache, 
ikoona^  stepped  between  them  once  more. 
^*  Nakoona  has  been  silent,*'  he  began,  ''  because 
ksfoot  carried  the  message  of  Maitonga  to  his 
i;  let  him  deliver  it.  Elksfoot  is  a  warrior; 
t  he  is  not  the  chief  of  a  tribe.  Nakoona 
;ens  to  the  voice  of  his  friend  Mainopah :  the 
mauche  braves  will  not  be  deaf.  Let  Elksfoot 
iver  the  message  of  Maitonga ;  let  him  listen  to 
)  answer  of  Mainopah,  and  then  depart.  Why 
mid  the  yoimg  saplings  imtwist  the  boughs  that 
^e  been  entwined  to  resist  the  storm  f 
The  rebuke  of  the  Apache  chief  produced  its 
3Ct  upon  the  fierce  Comanche.  With  the  freedom 
ich  to  an  Indian  warrior  was  not  unusual,  even 
en  addressing  his  chief,  he  had  boldly  uttered 
i  sentiments  which  Mainopah  saw  at  a  glance, 
)longed  inactivity  on  his  part  would  increase 
jTond  his  control ;  smothering,  therefore,  his  re- 
itment,he  said  to  the  messenger  of  his  father, — 
''  Let  Elksfoot  say  on,  the  ears  of  Mainopah  are 
Bn.* 

'^  Maitonga  sends  his  battle-axe  to  his  son,  to' 
)w  him  that  it  is  blunt.  Its  edge  is  dull,  be- 
ise  Mainopah  counselled  that  it  should  not  be 
irpened.  The  horses  of  the  Comanches,  en- 
nped  on  the  shores  of  the  great  lake,  neigh  in 
patience,  and  paw  the  ground  to  be  led  to  battle. 
le  ears  of  Maitonga  are  sorry  to  listen  to  what 
ikes  his  heart  bum :  his  canoe  floats  on  the 
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bosom  of  the  lake,  that  he  may  think 
When  the  sun  goes  down  he  will  take  I 
see !  it  is  blunt, — and  sharpen  it  uponthi 
to  which  his  canoe  is  tied ;  let  Maino 
aud  help  him  to  make  its  edge  keen 
spoken." 

The  Comanche  chief  turned  his  eyes  i 
to  Nakoona,  who  stood  listening  in  silent 
A  glance  of  intelligence  was  interchange 
the  young  chiefs  which  showed  that  thei 
reserve  between  them ;  but  Elksfoot,  w 
spoken,  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  ground,  i 
the  axe  fall  into  the  hollow  of  his  fc 
waited  in  stern  patience  for  the  reply. 

''  It  is  good,"  said  Nakoona,  replyinj 
the  meaning  glance  of  Mainopah  than  t 
of  the  warrior.  "  My  brother  will  first 
that  the  pale-faces  are  still  safe  in  the 
at  sun-set  his  canoe  shall  float  besii 
Maitonga,  that  fierce  old  man,  on  the  si 
of  the  Silver  Lake." 

**  It  is  well  spoken,"  added  Mainopal 
will  meet  his  father.  Go,  Elksfoot! 
will  himself  make  keen  his  own  axe,  a 
his  own  lance.  Bid  his  Comanche  war 
their  war-steeds,  the  Leaping  Pantfac 
them  to  battle." 

A  gleam  of  glad  ferocity  shot  &om  1 
eyes,  as,  without  any  further  delay,  he 
glittering  axe  above  his  head,  and 
through  the  wood. 
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**  My  friend  must  no  longer  delay,'*said  Nakoona, 
in  a  low  soft  voice,  as  he  turned  to  Mainopah,  after 
having  watched  the  bounding  figure  of  Elksfoot 
until  he  disappeared. 

Mainopah  stood  wrapped  in  his  own  thoughts, 
irresolute  and  doubtful.  He  had  raised  a  storm 
which  he  was  unable  to  calm,  and  it  might  burst, 
and  overwhelm  in  ruin  the  old  friend  of  his  youth, 
and  one  beside,  with  regard  to  whom  he  was  afraid 
to  question  his  own  heart.  It  was  strange,  that 
the  heart  that  had  never  quiuled  in  hours  of  the 
greatest  peril  should  tremble  at  having  to  meet  a 
young  girl; — strange,  that  eyes  that  could  face 
unmoved  the  clash  and  slaughter  of  battle,  should 
shrink  from  encountering  the  gentle  glance  of  a 
simple  maiden ; — but  so  it  was ;  and  as  Mainopah 
pressed  the  proffered  hand  of  his  friend  and  con- 
fidant, he  felt  not  like  a  warrior  going  to  arm  for 
the  fight, — not  like  a  chief  at  whose  nod  a  thou- 
sand warriors  were  ready  to  start  up  with  bared 
and  ready  weapons, — not  like  a  patriot,  whose 
dreams  for  the  re-establishment  of  his  country's 
freedom  and  independence  were  about  to  be  re- 
alized;— ^for  another  passion,  stronger  than  all, 
ruled  in  his  heart,  and,  absorbing  all  other  feelings, 
rendered  him  weak  and  irresolute.  But  the  crisis 
was  come,  and  the  reaction  would,  in  one  of  Mai- 
nopah's  temperament,  nature,  and  education,  prove 
as  terrible  as  sudden.  But  the  die  was  now  to  be 
<!ast:  he  had  hesitated  long  enough;  and,  half 
glad  that  he  was  forced  by  outward  influences  to 
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do  what,  from  many  considerations,  h 
have  gladly  avoided,  he  resolved  to  visit 
friend  the  Commandant,  doubtful  whe 
would  have  to  meet  him  now  as  friend  or 
Within  the  rancho  an  incident,  sad, 
unexpected,  had  occurred  to  increase  th( 
of  the  garrison.  The  old  hidalgo,  after  J 
in  agony,  of  which  he  seemed  only  parti 
sible,  recovered  his  consciousness  for  a  sh( 
just  sufficient  to  bestow  a  father's  blessi 
his  children,  as  they  knelt  by  his  side,  a 
with  a  gasp,  expired  in  the  arms  of  the 
Chaplain.  Excepting  Fray  Geronimo  and 
orphans,  all  had  retired  from  the  inner  roo] 
Baregui,  the  intendant,  did  not  think 
ought  to  intrude  upon  their  deep  sorrow,  I 
outside,  and  mourned  in  silence  the  los 
kind  master.  All  was  silent  and  stiU, 
regular  tread  of  the  watchmen,  as  they  pac 
the  passages  which  the  Commandant  hac 
from  comer  to  corner  of  the  rancho,  in  o] 
there  might  be  an  uninterrupted  commi 
between  the  comer  turrets.  Heavy  curta 
liung  across  the  inner  room,  whose  wall 
been  necessary  to  pierce ;  but  the  deep 
Merced  were  at  times  audible,  as  they  bi 
her  overcharged  breast.  Harold  stood  m 
by  the  side  of  the  principal  entrance,  ov< 
it  was  his  turn  to  mount  guard ;  and  he 
heavy  sigh  as  his  eye  fell  at  times  upon  tl 
ing  figure  of  the  young  Spanish  girl,  jus 
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irough  the  half  open  door  against  which  Baregui 
as  leaning.  At  Harold's  side,  upon  a  low  stool, 
it,  or  rather  crouched,  another  mourner.  Pauline 
id  not  speak,  but  the  tears  coursed  each  other 
lently  down  her  pale  marble  cheeks,  as  she  gazed 
cedly  upon  the  floor.  She  heard  her  own  name 
Jled  in  a  low,  sweet  voice,  from  the  inner  room, 
istantly  she  arose  and,  companions  in  sorrow  and 
1  danger,  the  tears  of  the  two  young  girls  mingled 
I  they  were  clasped  in  each  other's  arms,  in  the 
oumful  sympathy  of  affliction. 

The  attention  of  Harold  was  suddenly  called  off 
om  that  scene  of  sorrow  by  a  slight  noise  at  the 
3or  over  which  he  stood  as  sentinel.  In  an 
istant  he  was  on  the  alert ;  his  rifle-muzzle  was 
irust  through  its  accustomed  opening,  and  as  his 
fe  ranged  along  the  barrel  to  take  aim,  he  saw, 
"ouching  in  the  doorway,  apparently  desirous  of 
leaping  observation,  the  dusky  figure  of  an  Indian. 
.8  he  appeared  not  to  have  any  hostile  intentions, 
[arold  hesitated  for  a  minute  whether  he  should 
re,  though  he  plainly  saw  the  butt-end  of  a  rifle 
Lat  protruded  from  under  the  arm  of  the  stooping 
^re,  his  intentions  might  not  be  hostile.  The 
sise  made  by  bis  rifle-barrel  as  it  grated  in  the 
K)phole  caused  the  Indian  to  turn  his  head, 
[arold's  finger  sprang  back  from  the  fatal  trigger 
hich  he  was  on  the  point  of  pressing,  and  he 
hispered  the  name  of  Ishronah  in  a  low  voice. 

**  Hist!**  said  the  Indian,  rising  to  an  upright 
osture,  and  laying  his  finger  on  his  lips ;  *y  dey 
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lie  like  deer  in  de  wood^  all  rounds  plenty 
— ^all  lie  wait  for  take  and  bufn  rancho. 
and  Ishronah  tell  all." 

Harold,  with  great  precaution,  undos 
door,  and  let  in  the  Indian.  His  first  q 
was, — **My  brother  Edgar,  and  Dickon- 
are  they,  Ishronah?" 

"  Dey  be  well,  and  got  plenty  gold ;  bu 
take  dem  prisoner.** 

"  Take  who  prisoner  ?"  inquired  the 
mandant,  who  had  descended  from  the 
where  he  had,  in  con^pany  with  Anak  and 
servant,  been  taking  a  careful  survey  all  roi 
rancho, — attracted,  by  the  opening  of  the  6 
the  entrance  of  the  Indian.  *'  What  prison 
and  who  is  this  Indian,  Captain  Harold 
asked,  with  a  tone  of  half-constraint,- 
familiarity. 

"  My  brother  Edgar,   Sir ;   who,  I  gri 
learn,  has  fallen  into  the  hands  of  some 
Indians,  who  lie  round  us,  as  Ishronah  says. 
"Your    brother,    young    man?"    replic 
Commandant,   abruptly,   and    again  gland 
Harold's  handsome   countenance  with  an 
finable  expression  of  uneasiness,  which,  ho 
almost  instantly  vanished  as  he  said,  "  Yoi 
tell  me  more  of  yourselves,  Harold,  when  y 
better  friends,  and  safely  out  of  the  net 
meshes  seem  to  close  round  us.     I  shoulc 
questioned  Anak  more  closely,''  he  muttere 
to  himself;  "  but  best  as  it  is.     I  shall  kno¥ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  VALLEY  09  GOLD. 


263 


;er  a  while.  But  who  is  this  Indian  ?"  he  re- 
sited,  in  a  raised  voice,  *'and  how  came  he 
re?" 

"  Me  glide  throug|i  bush  like  snake, — see  plenty 
jins  behind  tree-trunks ;  me  creep  up  by  de  wall 
garden.  See — ^paint  my  face  like  dem,  den 
pe  it  off  wid  wet  grass,  when  come  to  rancho 
or — fear  you  no  like  war-paint,  and  fire  on 
jin  firiend." 

^*  It  was  fortunate,  Ishronah,  that  you  did  so, 
*  the  muzzle  of  my  rifle  seemed  to  point  itself; 
i  had  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  paint,  which  I 
w  perceive  is  but  half  wiped  off,  you  might  have 
"ed  but  ill,"  observed  Harold,  half  in  earnest, 
If  in  joke.  **  But  what  of  my  brother  Edgar? 
here  is  he — ^how  was  he  captured  ?" 
"  Hush !  ^  interrupted  the  Commandant,  point- 
y  to  the  inner  door,  which,  on  the  entrance  of 
e  strange  Indian,  Baregui  had  closed.  **  Hush ! 
^t  him  mount  with  us  to  the  turret,  and  old  Jean 
all  relieve  you  at  your  post, — he  can  tell  us  all 
ere.'* 

Scarcely  had  the  Commandant  mounted  the 
eps  leading  to  the  turret,  when  the  ruddy  face 
id  flowing  white  hair  of  Jean  presented  itself  at 
e  doorway  through  which  his  master  had  dis- 
>peared.  On  more  than  one  occasion  Harold 
id  caught  the  usually  taciturn  and  retired  old 
an  occupied  in  an  earnest  scrutiny  of  his  counte- 
mce,  and  more  than  once  he  seemed  on  the  point 
^  addressing  some  observation  to  him ;  but  even 
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then,  as  also  on  this  occasion,  he  s 
and  the  colour  that  mantled  in  his 
flushed  up  to  his  forehead,  as  he  ti 
hide  some  sudden  emotions  which 
tures  appeared  to  have  called  up. 

*^  You  will  mount  guard  on  the  c 
an  eye  to  the  sentinels  at  the  corners, 
with  a  kind  nod,  as  he  hounded  u 
stairs. 

He  found  Ishronah  explaining  to 
Commandant  how  he  had  succeedc 
discovery  from  the  numerous  outlyin 
lay  concealed  through  the  valley, 
was  anxious  to  hear  tidings  of  Edg 
hardly  listen  in  patience  to  the  In 
detail,  as  he  related  the  circumst 
brother's  capture. 

**  By  heaven,  he  shall  be  rescued  I 
be  left  in  their  hands ! "  cried  the 
betraying  a  sudden  warmth  of  feeling 
not  usual  for  him  to  manifest,  and  ^ 
more  unexpected  as  he  had  listened  i 
the   Indian's  account  with  a  face  ir 
muscle  moved,  and  with  an  air  rather 
thought  than  fixed  attention.     As  ] 
dark,    melancholy   eyes    rested   an 
Harold's  agitated  face,  as  he  drank 
of  his  brother's  success  and  sudden 
the  Indian  seemed  to  fear  the  worsi 
his  capture;  but  what  caused  the  Cc 
start  from  his  reverie,  as  if  sudden 
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ent,  was  the  passionate  exclamation  of  Harold, 
of  triumph^  half  of  despair : — "  My  mother, 
poor  mother !  He  must  be  sayedj  to  save  her !  *' 
He  shall  be  saved,  boy,^  cried  the  Com«- 
danty  "  though  I  perish  in  the  attempt.  Some 
terious  sympathy  impels  me,  I  know  not  why, 
It  enough,"  he  added.  *^  Indian,  thou  canst 
e  us  to  his  place  of  captivity, — art  thou  willing 
m  the  risk  i"" 

The  young  pale-face  saved  Ishronah's  life-^ 
Hiah  will  give  his  to  save  him,'*  answered  the 
ui,  simply. 

Good  1  then  we  must  disguise  ourselves  like 
enemies,  for  such  I  fear  they  must  prove; 
say  some  are  in  their  war-paint  7  You  noted 
-un  and  figure  of  their  lines  i^ 
be  Indian  pointed  by  way  of  reply  to  the  half- 
erated  stains  on  his  own  face,  and  to  a  pouch, 
hich  he  had  stored  the  few  colours  he  had 

We  have  one  canoe  hidden  high  up  in  the 
;  we  must  try  to  bring  up  the  others^  hidden  on 
Lake  Island,  and  convey  away  all  our  garrison 
ight  Indian,  I  trust  thou  art  faithful.  Anak, 
9U  and  this  brave  youth  I  entrust  the  guarding 
be  rancho.  Old  Jean  shall  accompany  me  as 
as  always  done,  in  the  time  of  danger." 
Stay,"  interrupted  Harold;  ''a  brother  cannot 
lin  behind  in  such  a  case.  Commandant,  I  must 
dth  you." 

Be  it  so,**  replied  the  Commandant,  after 
dng  a  moment  in  reflection;  ''yet  we  must 
}L.II.  K 
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not  be  more  than  three.   We  must  ^ 
sunset,  or  we  shall  not  return  befo 

"  I  know  not  if  you  will  start,** 
**  for  yonder  comes  one  who,  I  ^ 
liis  say  upon  the  matter.  God  gr. 
new  deviltry  to  bear  upon  us,  for 
are  too  precious  even  to  fight  for 
manliness  and  coolness,  as  a  wood-^ 

As  he  spoke,  he  directed  the! 
more  to  the,  by  this  time,  well-r 
of  Mainopah,  who  came  at  full  s 
rancho. 

The  Commandant  looked  eml 
his  lip  with  vexation. 

**  He  comes  at  an  unpropiti- 
muttered,  between  his  teeth;  " 
received.** 
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There  was  a  cloud  of  anger  on 
brow  as  he  spoke,  for  he  was  unable 
Mainopah's  delay,  and  he  evidently 
to  learn  from   his   own   lips  the  r 
having  adopted  a  line  of  conduct,  so 
what  the  vengeful  old  warrior  had  c 
his  impetuous  son,  when  warring  up 
Yengees. 

'*  At  last,  he  comes,'*  exclaimed 
raising  his  paddle  as  a  horseman  gall 
the  beach,  and  threw  himself  head! 
vacant  canoe. 

But  Maitonga  did  not  now  deign 

over  his  shoulder,  and  again  at  a  i 

hand    the   Indian's   paddle  was  laid 

eyes  of  the  old  man  were  fixed  in 

upon  the  distant  horizon,  and  it  was 

prow  of  the  canoe  containing  Mail 

against  his  own,  that  he  turned  hi 

without  directing  his  glance  to  his  soi 

"  Why  has  the  Leaping  Panther  1 

in   looking  on  Mai  tonga's   face?"  a^ 

chief,  without  other  greeting.     •*  Tw 

set  since  the  Comanchee  warriors  un 

horses  on  the  banks  of  the  lake,  a 

arrows  are  in  their  quivers,  their  n< 

are  silent, — and  yet  pale-faces  live  in  i 

and  when  Maitonga  bids  his  warriors 

Leaping  Panther,  they  bring  him  ba< 

and  songs  of  singing  birds.     My  eai 

but  they  do  not  understand." 

•*  It  is  not  too  late,"  replied  the  yoi 
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ice  half  choked  by  his  emotibnsy  while  every 
in  his  frame  seemed  quivering  under  the 
tement  of  passion.  "  The  Leaping  Panther 
^y  for  the  spring,  hia  claws  are  sharp,  and 
teeth  are  strong,  while  his  heart  is  very  hard, 
had  left  his  young  men  fa^  behind,  or  he 
Id  at  once  have  struck  the  blow." 
}r  the  first  time,  the  grim  old  warrior  bent  an 
iring  look  upon  his  son,  whose  eyes  sank 
ath  his  own  fiery  glance,  and  who  turned 
r  his  head  to  hide  the  passions  which  seemed 
vermaster  him.  His  stern  look  seemed  to 
it,  for  he  saw  that  his  son  was  influenced  by 
B  but  painful  emotions,  which  he  could  not 
3rehend,  but  which  he  instantly  connected 
his  previous  inactivity  and  reluctance  to 
k  their  enclosed  enemies, 
e  stretched  out  his  hand,  and  drawing  the 
r  canoe  closer  to  his  own,  motioned  for 
^ed  Oar  to  take  the  place  of  Mainopah,  whom 
eckoned  to  his  own  side. 
Why  is  the  Leaping  Panther  furious  in  grief, 
ad  of  rage  ?  and  why  is  his .  eye  wet  in 
ionate  sorrow,  rather  than  dry  with  the  fire  of 
rrior  on  the  war-path  ? "  asked  the  old  chief 
lilder  tones,  as  his  son  seated  himself  by  his 
in  his  canoe. 

ainopah  made  no  reply,  but  his  fingers  cou- 
yely  worked  upon  the  haft  of  his  knife  as 
onga  continued, — 

Why  did  the  Leaping  Panther  crouch  so  long 
3g  the  mountain  woods,  and  tiie  upper  lakes  ?*' 
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''He  awaited  the  coming  of  Cho 
Great  Dog  of  the  Shoshones,  and  of  hi 
koona  tlie  Apache,  whom  he  has  left  1 
upper  mouth  of  the  valley,**  replied 
with  forced  calmness. 

"  Chonsabee  is  still  among  the  Sn< 
tains.  Does  the  Leaping  Panther  coi 
grasp  of  his  friend  Nakoona  warm  in  1 

Mainopah  hesitated  a  moment  in  liis  i 
father's  suspicions  had  been  aroused  1 
of  his  messenger  Elksfoot. 

''  Manopah  had  a  friend  among  tl 
when  he  dwelt  among  them ;  that  friei 
his  wigwam  in  the  valley  yonder." 

^'  Then  the  Leaping  Panther  has 
wigwam  of  his  friend.  Maitonga  kiiev 
foot  is  swift  as  his  totem,  his  eye  is  qu 
arm  is  strong.  Nakoona  is  an  Apacht 
is  soft.  Elksfoot  has  one  of  flint.  H 
the  pale-face  captives.  Maitonga  sen 
to  keep  watch,  that  his  axe  might  knc 
strike,  if  harm  should  come  to  Maim 
wigwam  of  the  Yengee.  Why  did  t 
Panther  venture,  among  wolves,  and 
young  men  behind?  Did  he  go  to 
that  the  Comanches  were  coming  to 
wigwams  and  take  their  scalps  ?  What  s^ 
face  dogs  ?  Did  they  promise  to  call 
brother,  and  look  for  squaws  among  t 
of  the  Comanches?  If  so,  Maitonga  \ 
friend  of  Mainopah  his  son,  and  it  v 
spare  him." 
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lie  brow  of  the  young  chief  burned  like  heated 
ier»  and  his  eyes  glared  like  those  of  the 
ther  he  had  adopted  for  his  totem,  as  his 
er  proceeded* 
No,  the  pale-face  would  scorn  a  daughter  of 

Comanches.  I  see  it,  the  proud  Yengee 
:hed  at  the  Leaping  Panther ;  but  be  shall  feel 
heart  turn  to  water  at  bis  howl,  and  flee 
Q  he  feels  how  sharp  are  his  fangs*  Maitonga 
lot  sorry  that  Mainopah's  heart  is  now  hard 
irds  the  pale-face.  •  White  and  red  blood  can 
r  mix  in  battle,  when  our  knives  are   sharp. 

a  pale-face  cannot  be  Maitonga's  son — but 
t  said  the  Panther  at  the  laugh  of  the  pale- 

r 

The  pale-face  did  not  laugh  at  the  Panther ,** 
ied  the  young  chief  gloomily,  "  nor  is  his  heart 
1  towards  his  friend ;  but  he  must  die." 
Look,  Maitonga,"  thundered  forth  the  young 
f,  in  an  uncontrollable  burst  of  rage,  and  at  the 
e  time  uncovering  his  shoulder,  on  which  were 
visible  the  marks  of  a  pressure  which  seemed 
lave  been  caused  by  a  grasp  that  had  buried 
if  into  his  very  flesh, — **  Look,  Maitonga ;  the 
ping  Panther  claimed  his  captive  from  his 
!-face  friend.  A  Yengee,  tall  as  a  pine,  and 
Dger  than  a  bison,  rushed  between  them.  See, 
dared  to  lay  hands  on  the  Leaping  Panther, 
)  went  unarmed  and  alone — but  blood  will 
h  out  the  stain,"  he  added,  with  a  bitter  laugh 
mockery,  while  he  seemed  to  writhe  inwardly 
he  outrage  he  had  sufiered. 
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The  old  chief  glared  a  moment  upon 
shoulder  of  his  son,  and  his  wide  nos 
and  shut  like  those  of  a  beast  of  prey 
victim  afar,  then  with  the  forced  dij 
Indian  chief  he  arose  to  his  feet,  and 
the  valley,  said,  *'  Mainopah,  they  shal 

While  the  old  man  stood  erect  in 
jxazing  in  the  direction  of  the  valley,  1 
hand  to  his  eyes  to  shade  his  dimmed 
then  stooping  to  gain  a  better  view,  h 
a  dark  speck  on  the  surfiice  of  th< 
issued  from  the  long  narrow  bay  int 
river  emptied  itself. 

At  the  same  instant  the  canoe  of  th< 
shot  up  alongside  that  of  the  chiefs,  anc 
named  Winged  Oar  pointed  with  his 
exclaimed, — 

**  Canoe — Winged  Oar  go  see  who  ht 

Maitonga  nodded  his  assent,  and 
darred  off  lightly  over  the  smooth  su 
water  in  pursuit  of  the  stranger  canoe 

Mainopah,  after  gazing  attentively 
increasing  speck,  which  absorbed  ap 
his  thought,  exclaimed, — 

*'  They  cannot  be  Indians  of  our  tri 
they  use  their  paddles  like  the  red  n 
follow." 

He  took  up  his  paddle,  and  with< 
^vord  the  old  warrior  imitated  his  ea 
bending  with  practised  skill  to  the  s 
drove  their  light  vessel  over  the  wat< 
that  threatened  soon  to  bring  them  i 
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:  canoe,  notwithstanding  the  advantage  of  its 

le  strange  canoe  appeared  to  hold  on  its 
;e  from  the  mouth  of  the  river,  which  was  at 
northern  end  of  the  lake,  in  a  direct  line  for 
southern  shore,  either  ignorant  or  heedless  of 
wo  canoes,  which,  coming  up  at  right  angles 
art  its  course,  threatened  to  cut  it  off  from 
^stination. 

was  propelled  by  nervous  and  well-practised 
f  and  skimmed  along  the  lake  like  a  bird 
ng  onwards,  without  effort,  through  the  air. 
Dfiall  island  covered  with  wood  lay  in  its 
;e,  and  could  it  have  once  shot  past  its  pro- 
)g  point  before  the  pursuers  cut  it  off,  it 
d  have  been  able  to  interpose  the  island 
een  them,  and  so  effect  an  escape,  or  at  least 
ate  the  two  pursuers. 

ainopah  at  one  hasty  glance  saw  the  risk,  and 
ig  aloud  his  battle-cry,  father  and  son  seemed 
iouble  their  exertions ;  they  left  Winged  Oar 

his  less  skilled  companion  astern.  The 
ge  canoe  saw  the  impossibility  of  reaching  the 
i,  and  then,  like  a  pigeon,  whose  easy  sailing 
t  has  been  suddenly  interrupted  by  the  sight 
pursuing  hawk,  the  light  vessel  was  driven  far 
le  right,  and  then,  swiftly  turning  round  in  its 
se,  sped  back  towards  the  mouth  of  the  river 

which  it  had  appeared. 

ainopah's  canoe  had  as  it  were  overshot  itself, 
glanced  past  the  island  point;  it  was  unable 
efore  to  direct  its  course  so  as  to  cut  off  the 
N  3 
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fugitives    in    their  changed   directio 
making  for  the  other  shore,  where  th< 
considerable  bend  to  the  north,  the 
yet  to  interpose  between  them  and 
one  side,  while  Winged  Oar,  who  1 
their  rear,  interposed  on  his  side* 

The  endeavours  of  the  Indians  wei 
to  still  greater  exertions  by  the  m 
which  they  obtained  of  the  figures  i 
they  were  pursuing. 

''One  Indian,  strange  tribe,  two 
Indian  dress  and  war  paint,"  exclaim( 
instantly  penetrating  through  all  disg 

In  their  eagerness  to  cut  the  fugiti 
their  retreat,  the  two  Indian  canoes  s 
nerve  to  reach  first  the  mouth  of  tl 
stranger  canoe  flagged  in  its  course, 
the  rowers  seemed  weary  and  disabl 
redoubled  speed,  one  on  the  right  ai 
left,  the  Indians  shot  before  them,  i 
between  them  and  the  river,  to  whi 
fleeing  for  reluge. 

Again  the  manceuvre  of  doubling  oi 
was  repeated  by  the  fugitives,  and 
the  fragile  vessel,  whose  speed  had  be 
retarded,  while  that  of  their  pursuen 
they  whirled  by,  suddenly  spun 
almost  without  losing  way,  darted  b 
former  tracks,  leaving  their  baffled  { 
astern. 

Having  by  their  well-execute< 
placed  themselves  in  this  position, 
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!  became  a  straight  stem  chase,  they  were  no 
;r  exposed  to  be  cut  off  on  a  transverse  tackj 
were ;  the  fugitives  put  forth  their  strength 
a  vigour  unimpaired  by  the  struggle,  and  the 
canoes  danced  swiftly  over  the  surface  of  the 
again  in  the  southern  direction.  The  stranger 
y  but  surely  drew  ahead,  and  on  again 
ling  the  island  point  before  alluded  to,  they 
i^ained  sensibly  on  their  pursuers ;  for  though 
two  of  the  three  occupants  of  the  canoe 
led,  still  the  vessel  itself  was  larger,  and  evi- 
y  better  constructed  than  those  of  the  Indians, 
fairly  lost  sight  of  them  as  they  passed  the 
i. 

i^er}^   well   done,    Ishronah,''    exclaimed  the 

mandaut,  as  he  dashed  the  perspiration  from 

ps,  and  breathed  a  moment,  after  passing  the 

d ;  '*  we  shall  leave  them  behind,  yet ;  they 

mistaken,  if  they  counted  upon  driving  us 

to  the  river  so  easily.     You  may  not  need 

rifle  after  all,   Harold;  but  it  is  better  to 

it  ready,  and  also  keep  an  eye  fixed  upon  the 

d :  we  must  keep  it  between  us,  if  possible, 

so  gain  all  we  can  southwards  ;  they  can't  cut 

arnow." 

gain  the  Commandant  and  Ishronah  bent 
iselves  to  their  task,  and,  following  Harold's 
ctions,  kept  the  island  dead  astern. 
ar  sooner  than  Harold  had  expected,  he  saw 
ndian  canoe  dash  round  the  island.  They  had 
ted  ground,  and  the  reason  was  soon  obvious. 
here  is  only  one  of  them  in  sight,"  exclaimed 
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Harold,  "but  she  surely  mounts  three 
instead  of  two," 

The  Commandant  looked  an  instant 
shoulder,  for,  paddling  in  the  Indian  fa 
sat  with  his  face  towards  the  head  of  tl 
"  *Tis  true,'*  he  cried,  "  I  see  it  now. 
that  one  of  the  Indians  was  less  practised 
fellows ;  they  have  left  him  behind  in  1 
canoe,  shipped  his  fellow,  and  three  p; 
two  are  coming  down  upon  us  fast.  No\^ 
of  muscle  will  tell,  unless  you  make  a  lu 
Harold.  We  may  use  the  rifle  now,  wit 
that  the  report  will  draw  down  upon  ' 
their  scouts ;  we  are  too  far  off  from  theii 
ment.  Look  to  the  caps  of  both  barrels, 
care,  for  depend  upon  it  they  carry  rifles 
if  possible  we  will  keep  out  of  reach,  f 
miss  us,  they  may  spoil  our  birch,  and  a 
our  only  hope  of  escape  for  our  garrison, 
ourselves." 

Determined  to  expend  no  more  breath 
all  relapsed  into  silence,  and  in  spite  of 
creased  power  the  Indians  did  not  seei 
any  greater  advantage  than  that  they  li 
obtained.  The  object  of  the  Commanda 
reach  a  low  neck  of  land,  that  jutted  fiir 
lake,  at  its  southern  end ;  once  screened 
instants  by  this  from  the  sight  of  his  pu: 
was  acquainted  with  a  cache,  or  hid 
among  the  bushes,  where  he  could  ak 
moment  stow  away  his  canoe,  so  as  t( 
possibility  of  detection.     Having  thus  la 
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le  far  to  the  south  of  the  Comanche  outliers, 
» occupied  the  head  of  the  lake,  he  hoped  by 
ng  a  circuit,  and  perhaps  falling  in  with  some 
he  loose  Comanche  steeds,  to  reach  the  place 
Te  Edgar  and  his  companions  were  confined, 
ct  their  release,  and  again  return  that  night,  or 
following,  with  the  three  canoes  he  had  hidden 
rarious  caches  on  the  lake,  and  so  carry  off 

garrison  of  the  rancho,  at  least,  by  the  same 
'  of  the  river  and  lake,  which  they  had  taken 
[nselves,  as  yet,  with  success. 
'  Another  half  mile,  Ishronah,  and  we  are  safe," 
d  the  Commandant,  encouraging  Ishronah, 
),  at  length,  began  to  show  signs  of  distress. 
&  Indian  was  not  able  to  sustain  those  violent 
i  prolonged  efforts,  which  the  toughened  sinews 
:he  white  man  endured  without  failing  or  even 
ching.  His  flagging  told,  by  almost  imme- 
tely  diminishing  the  distance  between  the 
oes,  and  Harold  saw  with  concern  that  their 
Buers  gained  on  them  once  more,  and  faster 
[  faster  every  moment. 

*  We  shall  never  make  the  point,"  he  muttered 
ween  his  teeth,  "  unless  I  stop  their  pro- 
«s."  As  he  spoke,  his  eye  ranged  along  the 
le  of  his  rifle.  He  shook  his  head,  as  his  experi- 
!ed  eye  then  told  him  that  his  mark  was  hardly 
;liin  range.  **  Water  is  deceptive,"  he  murmured, 

will  crouch  down,  or  they  will  not  come  closer 
^hey  see  me  aim  at  them.  Now  they  shall  have 
'  he  cried  suddenly,  and  the  loud  report,  of  his 
ie  rolled  over  the  surface  of  the  lake. 
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Looking  over  his  shoulder^  the  O 
saw  the  paddle  of  the  foremost  rower  t 
his  handy  while  he  himself  fell  back, 
a  vain  clutch  at  it,  as  it  floated  astern/ 
the  Indian,  Harold.*' 

**  I  have  another  barrel^  though." 

Again  the  remaining  barrel  rang  < 
supplying  new  thunders  to  the  reverbei 
rolled  along  the  shore. 

When  the  foremost  rower  in  the  pur 
clutched  at  his  oar  and  fell,  the  seconc 
been  left  exposed:  this  time  Harold 
been  deadly ;  the  Indian  leaped  suddex 
sitting  posture  into  the  air,  and,  with 
fell  back  in  the  bottom  of  his  canoe 
paddle  fell  from  his  outstretched  hand, 
far  astern. 

Befora  the  echoes  of  Maitonga's  d 
had  died  away,  the  Commandant's 
rounded  the  wished-for  point.  The  proje 
land  hid  from  their  view  the  frantic  efl< 
Indian  pursuers  to  regain  the  padd 
struck  from  their  hands,  floated  furthe 
the  canoe  shot  forward  under  the  imji 
vigorous  strokes  which  Harold's  fire  ha 
arrested.  They  heard,  however,  the  y 
rage  and  disappointment  that  burst  firoi 
and  savage  warriors  at  their  own  defe 
escape  of  the  fugitives. 

Once  covered  from  view,  the  C 
directed  the  canoe  with  easy  stroke  t 
the  shore,  wliere  the  boughs  of  a  thi( 
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w  forest  trees  overhung  the  lake,  forming  a  kind 
cavern  with  their  branches,  whose  thick  covering 
fied  the  prying  eye  even  of  an  Indian  to  pene- 
ite  their  shades. 

"  There,  Harold  !  **  he  exclaimed,  as  their  prow, 
htlj  striking  the  boughs,  came  to  a  dead  stop, 
die  the  rowers  laid  aside  their  paddles,-*-'^  there 
a  cache  that  we  may  trust  to.  But  stay,  let  us 
5  what  your  young  eye^  can  discover ;  the  lake 
shallow,  and  the  bottom  firm,  and  a  young 
K>d8man  is  not  afraid  of  wet  feet.'' 
Imitating  the  example  of  his  leader,  Harold 
^pped  from  the  lightly  balanced  canoe,  and 
tnding  knee-deep  in  the  water,  raised  one  of  the 
erhanging  boughs,  and  peered  into  the  space 
neath.  He  could  see  nothing  but  the  large 
tificial  cavern,  whose  floor  was  a  dark  surface  of 
Iter  that  reflected  the  green  roof  of  foliage  that 
ched  above. 

'*  This  is  a  glorious  cache !  "  exclaimed  Harold ; 
a  dozen  canoes  might  lie  here  side  by  side." 
"  We  might  manage  soon  to  find  more  than  one 
noe  here  if  we  were  to  examine  closely,"  replied 
le  Commandant  with  a  smile;  "  look  up,  Harold, 
id  move  aside  those  thick  creepers  twining  round 
le  branches  that  rib  the  roof  of  our  cave." 
Harold  stood  upright,  pushed  aside  the  leaves, 
»d  soon  discovered  what  he  knew  to  be  the 
>ttoms  of  two  large  birch  canoes,  which  had 
sen  raised  up  so  as  to  rest  upon  the  forked 
ranches,  and  were  completely  hidden  and  embed- 
^d  among  the  leafy  boughs. 
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"  Here  are  the  canoesi  then,"  c 
'^  Oh  that  we  had  them  safely  mo 
banks  of  our  river  in  front  of  the  rai 
would  hold  us  all;  a  bold  rush  dc 
might  laugh  at  the  whooping  villai] 
brother,  Sir  ?     Shall  we  not  free  him 

The  Commandant  listened  a  mome 
seemed  to  sound  more  distinctly :  he 
the  overhanging  branches,  and  lookii 
tiously  drew  their  canoe  under  the  sh 

"  Yes,  Harold,  your  brother  sh 
Leave  the  canoe;  we  have  no  time 
up  by  the  side  of  the  larger  ones,'*  h 
raised  them  among  the  branches  pa 
cealment,  partly  to  keep  them  dry  froi 
Come,  Harold,  we  must  proceed.  Cor 
bring  your  rifle  and  mine — Harold  I  i 
now  the  powder-horn  and  bullet-pou 
have  need  to  use  them,  I  fear,  more  tl 

An  unpractised  eye  would  have  hw 
culty  in  recognising  the  Commandan 
man  as  he  stepped  over  the  inclined  t 
trees,  and  reached  the  bank.  He  wi 
the  full  costume  of  an  Indian  chief,  i 
bronzed  countenance  completed  his  < 
few  lines  of  paint  had  also  made  ', 
for  a  respectable  chief  as  long  as  1 
seated,  and  covered  his  shoulders  wit] 
of  Indian  furs,  which  was  the  onlj 
Indian  dress  that  the  Commandant  hs 
to  supply  him  with. 

^'  It  is  useless  any  longer  to  maint 
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(e/'  said   Haroldi  taking  off  his  mantle  and 
iting  to  his  own  dress,  which  it  only  partially 

covered ;  "  I  shall  inarch  more  freely  with- 
it"* 

Ishronah  will  take  it — ^may  be  useful  to  be 
tt  by-and-by,**  remarked  the  Indian  quietly. 
YeSy  he  is  right,  Harold,  do  not  leave  it  be- 
l,"  said  the  Commandant,  ^'  though,  as  you 
we  must  march  on  quickly  and  cautiously,  for 

that  the  blow  is  struck  we  shall  find  no 
cy,  and  we  do  not  kaow  how  many  bands  of 
e  enemies  we  shall  have  to  thread  our  way 
ugh.  We  must  try  to  reach  the  Comanche 
mpment  at  the  head  of  the  lake  before  our 
uers  get  back.  I  fancied  that  I  recognised 
nopah  himself  among  them;  though,  why 
Id  he  be  floating  quietly  upon  the  lake? 
s  better  if  it  is  so,  for  he  is  now,  I*  fear,  a 
ired  foe,  and  from  one  of  his  stamp  we  have 
worst  to  expect  What  say  you,  Ishronah, — 
t  we  go  up  the  valley  through  the  Comanches, 
>und  through  the  high  grounds  that  shut  in 
ielo  on  the  other  side  ?^' 
Dere  lie  Comanches  at  mouth  of  valley,  thick 
^s  in  swarm.     Apaches  hold  pris'ner  at  oder 

Must  take  Comanche  boss,  and  gallop  round 
[  top  of  hills ;  no  Injins  dere ;  leave  boss  in 
e,  steal  into  Apaches'  camp,  and  back  in 
ho  before  sun  come,  eh  ?  " 
The  plan  is  good,**  exclaimed  the  Commandant, 
i  it  shall  go  hard  if  we  do  not  *  circumvent  the 
lint,'  as  Anak  would  say." 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

SUEPRIBE  OF  THE  COMANOHB  OUTPOST — THB  BBD  Mi 
OOMMAKBANT  AND  HAEOLD  MAKB  THEIR  WAT  TJ 
MANOHK  OAlf  P— IKDIAN  HOBSKS— TRAIL  OF  EIKIAB  i 
CAPTIVES— THEIR  ©ISOOTBRY  IN  THE  AFACHB  Cj 
THE  CAPT1YE8. 

As  may  have  been  deduced  from  wh 
related,  the  conference  between  Maine 
Commandant  had  completely  failed  in 
any  understanding  between  the  parties 
the  chief  approach  the  rancho  alone  ai 
the  Commandant  descended  from  the 
hastened  to  meet  him,  without  perce 
eagerness  to  prevent  Mainopah  from  ( 
rancho  at  that  juncture,  that  Anak  h 
close  behind  him — for  the  woodsmai 
have  an  instinctive  consciousness  that  1 
of  the  Indian  foreboded  evil  of  some  1^ 
Mainopah  himself — from  the  criti 
in  which  he  was  placed — doubtful  as 
suit  would  be  received,  scarcely  sure 
case  he  should  be  able  to  restrain  1 
lowers, and  persuade  the  chiefs,  especial 
himself,  to  follow  his  advice,  should 
leave  the  rancho  unmolested — was  ui 
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calmly  to  take  his  measures.  Falling  back 
unsciouslj  upon  his  Indian  character^  he  dis- 
mted^  and  drawing  himself  up^  stood  awaiting 
Commandant^s  approach.  As  soon  as  he  was 
lin  hearing,  he  abruptlyi  and  with  great 
^htinessy  repeated  bis  oifers  of  protection  to 

garrison,  upon  terms  of  the  surrender  of 
Jinej  and  those  immediately  concerned  in  carry- 
her  off,  to  be  dealt  with  at  his  pleasure,  adding 
2  more  the  last  clause. 

tefore  the  Commandant  could  reply,  Anak  took 
vast  stride  between  them.  Mainopah's  lip  curled 
temptuously  as  he  recognised  for  an  instant  the 
uder ;  but  Anak  gave  him  no  time  for  reflec- 
I,  nor  had  the  Commandant  an  opportunity  for 
irposidon.  The  Comanche  was,  as  has  been 
ed,  a  tall  powerful  man,  but  the  huge  bulk  of 
ik  seemed  to  dilate  in  his  fury;  he  seized  his 
ersary  in  his  giant  grasp,  and  raised  him  an 
ant  firom  his  feet,  as  if  he  intended  to  dash  him 
ess  upon  the  ground.  The  Conunandant,  with 
7,  stayed  his  arm,  and  Anak,  turning  round, 

wresting  himself  from  his  hold,  changed  his 
pose,  and  threw  the  struggling  form  of  Maino- 
heavily  across  his  horse, 
'he  animal  no  sooner  felt  the  burden,  than  his 
inct  led  him  to  start  off  at  full  gallop,  and 
>re  Mainopah  could  collect  himself,  he  was 
ae  far  from  the  scene  of  the  outrage  and  indig* 
'  he  had  endured.  It  was  fortunate  for  the 
ty  of  the  garrison  that  Mainopah  had  pur- 
ely drawn  off  all  the  Indians  from  the  imme- 
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diate  neighbourhood  of  the  ranch o, 
and  desperate  attack  would  have  be( 
diate  consequence,  before  measure! 
could  have  been  concerted. 

The  Commandant  felt  that  from  be 
ful  friend,  Mainopah  had  from  t 
become  a  bitter  foe.  Unwilling  as  L 
the  rancho  at  the  juncture  when  alrao 
they  might  expect  the  attack  to  be 
felt  that  the  possession  of  the  cane 
pensable  for  the  safe  removal  of  the  < 
the  urgent  and  reiterated  request  of 
his  brother's  rescue  should  be  atter 
again  an  interest  in  his  heart  that  he 
account  for.  That  the  captives  ran  a 
a  sacrifice  to  the  aroused  vengeance  o 
was  certain, — that  he  might  effect 
and  return  in  time  \vith  the  canoes, 
He  determined  to  risk  the  trial.  In 
every  confidence,  and  the  rancho  woul 
to  the  last.  The  liberation  of  Edgar 
panions  would  bring  reinforcements 
enable  them  to  make  an  open  sally, 
sary,  effect  their  embarcation  in  the 
enemies,  by  cutting  their  way  tl 
openly. 

These  considerations  led  the  Con 
hesitatingly  to  direct  his  course 
Comanche  encampment ;  and  enjoin 
tread  in  the  print  of  his  own  moca 
halt  or  hesitation  he  led  his  way 
deepening  gloom  of  the  woods.    He  v 
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with  every  inch  of  the  ground,  and  seemed  to  know 
intuitively,  as  they  swiftly  approached  the  north 
end  of  the  lake,  where  to  look  for,  and  avoid,  the 
danger  of  a  meeting  with  the  Comanche  scouts, 
who  guarded  that  entrance  to  the  valley.  The 
cache  where  they  had  left  their  canoe  was  distant 
fully  four  miles  from  the  mouth  of  the  valley- 
river,  but  by  taking  a  cut  across  the  forest,  so  as 
to  avoid  the  bend  of  the  lake-shore,  their  journey 
was  considerably  shortened.  Still  the  short  twir 
light  deepened  into  almost  total  darkness,  as  they 
noiselessly  picked  their  way  through  the  forest 
in  single  file.  So  light  was  the  tread  of  their 
leader,  that  Harold  at  times — when  separated  from 
him  by  a  few  yards,  which  completely  prevented 
him  from  distinguishing  his  figure — was  obliged 
to  call  to  him  in  a  whisper.  A  touch  of  his  fingers 
upon  the  bark  of  the  trees  was  sufficient  to  give 
the  Commandant  the  bearings  of  the  ground. 

The  result  of  one  of  these  gropings  was  such 
as  fiearly  to  disconcert  their  plans  of  surprising 
the  Comanche  encampment;  the  outstretched 
hand  of  the  Commandant  fell  upon  the  naked 
shoulder  of  an  Indian  scout,  whose  form  he  was 
unable  to  distinguish  from  the  trunk  against  which 
he  leaned.  A  low  "  Hugh ! "  of  surprise  broke 
from  the  Indian's  lips,  as  he  clutched  at  the  arm 
which  so  unexpectedly  came  in  contact  with  him. 

The  touch  of  the  fringes  and  tassels  of  the 
Indian  dress  worn  by  the  Commandant  seemed  to 
reassure  the  scout,  and  prevented  him  from  giving 
the  whoop  of  alarm  which  rose  to  his  lips.  Harold 
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felt  himself  gently  pushed  aside  as 
ing  forward  to  learn  the  cause  of 
halt;  and  during  the  instantaneous  f 
tion  that  crossed  the  Commandant 
how  he  should  proceed,  Ishronah  f 
round  the  trunk  at  his  side,  and  thr 
cloak,  which  Harold  had  transferred 
the  scout's  head,  muffled  his  mouth 
his  cry.  Harold  saw  something 
straggling  rays  of  light,  which  sudc 
from  a  fire  just  kindled  in  the  disti 
Commandant  arrested  Ishronah's  v 
as  he  was  about  to  bury  his  knife  in 
the  unfortunate  scout,  whom  he  had 
backwards. 

**  Do  not  stab  him,  Ishronah.  I 
his  arms.  Now  give  me  the  knifej 
the  cloak  from  his  head.  He  may 
us  to  point  out  where  the  horsei 
Uncover  his  eyes  ;  I  will  question  hi 

To  Harold's  surprise,  and  the  still 
nishment  of  Ishronah,  the  Command 
rapidly  a  few  harsh  gutturals  in  th 
before  he  withdrew  the  cloak  entii 
face.  The  Indian  seemed  to  nod 
ledgment. 

"  We  have  stumbled  upon  the  ou 
Comanche  encampment,"  whispere< 
mandant,  **and  yonder  newly-kindlc 
ceeds  from  one  of  their  watch-fires ; 
back,  for  its  glare  might  reach  us." 

Again  he  whispered  to  tlie  captiv 
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your  tribe,  Wolf '9  Eye.     No,  Indian 
of  your  own  uneasy  glance,  and  th( 
have  heard,  are  guides  enough  for 
remain  behind." 

"  Ishronah  find  Injin  boss,**  e 
Guide,  suddenly  breaking  in  upon 
tion.  ''  He  scalp  dis  Injin,  lay  h 
out  of  sight.  Cap'n  Harold  stay  1 
Ishronah  go  quick — ^bring  bosses — kn 
face  must  not  go — Injin  dogs  scent  I 

**  Faith,  I  believe  he  is  right,  I 
events,  we  must  again  muffle  and  bii 
Gently,  Ishronah,  he  knows  how  ui 
resist ;  nay,  sheath  your  knife,  I  will 

The  captive's  head  was  again  so 
prevent  him  giving  any  warning  cry, 
led  him  into   a  dark  thicket,  and 
firmly  to  the  trunk  of  a  young  oak-i 
fire,   which   had   opportunely   reser 
until  the  Indian  scout  had  been  d 
secured,   seemed   to   be  kindled  in 
which  extended  some  distance  to  1 
left  of  their  position*     On  the  right 
but  the  horses'  neighing,  and  the  bet 
of  the  captive,  told  Ishronah  to  look 
in  the  contrary  direction,  and  keepin 
darkest  .parts  of  the  forest,  he  stol 
that  point. 

The   Commandant   and   Harold 
anxiously,  and  listened  for  any  un 
in  the  direction  which  he  had  takei 
mained  still. 
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will  approach  nearer  to  the  fire,  Harold ; 
lutiously — and  keeping  out  of  view  our- 
7e  may  get  a  sight  of  their  movements  in 

P- 

ing  stealthily  through   the  bushes,  they 

the  edge  of  the  opening.     It  was  a  run 

like  an  avenue  in  both  directions ;  and 

the   eye   could   re^h   were   blazing   the 

res  of  the  Comanches  in  a  long  line  that 

to   completely  bar  the  entrance    to   the 

was  no  ignorant  savage  that  chose  this 
encampment,'*  muttered  the  Commandant, 
eered  from  under  the  bushes,  where  he 
en  a  position  that  enabled  him  to  look 
im  without  detection.  "  This  line  extends 
e  lake  to  the  base  of  the  valley  ridge,  and 
:he  opening  the  *  Wind's  Avenue.*  See  how 
he  groups  are  gathered  round  the  fires ;  we 
id  it  no  easy  matter  to  force  our  way 
them,  and  unless  Ishronah  speedily  returns, 
ag  must  be  done.** 

re  seems  to  be  some  uneasy  movement 
the  Comanches,"  replied  Harold;  "and 
lear  loud  yells  in  the  distance.  They  surely 
)e  preparing  to  attack  the  rancho.** 
d  each  fire  could  be  distinctly  seen  a 
'  warriors  gravely  seated  upon  the  ground, 
oking  their  tomahawk-pipes,  others  looking 
'  warlike  equipments,  which  they  hoped 
use.  A  single  crack  of  a  dry  stick,  the 
jf  a  clod,  might  draw  down  upon  them 
L  0 
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hundreds  of  threatening  knives,  or  a 
arrows.  But  the  warriors  seemed  uttei 
scious  of  any  hostile  outliers ;  their  o 
were  out  in  the  woods,  and  still  and  mo 
tbey  sat  round  the  ruddy  glare  of  their  w 
their  senses  were  all  on  the  alert,  f 
swarthy  form  was  ready  to  atari  at  the 
alarm. 

As  the  long  and  mournful  yells  of  whi 
spoke,  came  rolling  up  firom  the  shot 
lake,  every  warrior  started  to  his  feet.  1 
they  stood  like  statues  suddenly  called  i 
be  formed  into  varied  groups,  and  then 
to  motionless  rigidity  while  they  liateoed 

''No,  Harold,'^  replied  the  Comma 
answer  to  his  young  companion's  ez< 
**  that  was  the  yell  of  lamentation,  not 
The  canoe  bearing  the  body  of  the  dii 
your  bullet  struck  down,  is  by  this  time 
the  shore ;  we  have  gained  upon  them  b; 
directly  through  the  forest  Listen,  tl 
repeated,  and  is  now  taken  up.  He  must 
of  consequence.*^ 

As  he  spoke,  the  long  wailing  yeU  wai 
with  deafening  vehemence  from  ever 
Every  warrior  then  knew  that  they  had 
distinguished  chief,  and  immediately  th( 
rush  down  the  opening  to  ^  water-side 
after  group  darted  past  their  hidii^p 
the  swiftness  of  wolves  Hi  chase  of  a  < 
they  glanced  past  the  fires,  th^  agile  lb 
be  distinguished  leaping  frantically  in  tb 
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ihing  their  weapons  with  ferocious  menace, 
in  the  intervening  darkness  between  the 
they  looked  like  long  lines  of  moving 
s  or  fiends  shrieking  in  agony, 
lank  heaven,  they  are  all  past,"  exclaimed 
,  as  the  rush  gradually  ceased,  and  the  few 
ers  that  closed   the  rear  seemed  to  have 

their  whooping  comrades,  who  had  as- 
d  on  the  shores  of  the  lake.  '^  They  seem 
» left  all  their  fires  deserted;  and  hark  I  the 
&ve  ceased  too." 

»,  they  are  listening  to  the  harangue  of 
rator  over  the  corpse.  They  will  burst  out 
loud  enough  to  rend  the  sky.  Ood  protect 
npanions  in  the  rancho,  for  on  them  will 
e  first  brunt  of  vengeance,  unless  we  are 
land  in  returning." 
len  let  us  hasten  to  set  Edgar  free,  and 

to  help  then;  now  is  our  opportunity," 
Harold,  stepping  forward  into  the  open 

?• 

did !  come  bac^,  young  man ;  do  you  not 
he  thunder  of  horse-hoofs  coming  up  the 
g  ?  I  fear  me  'tis  another  band  of  mounted 


iging  and  rearing,  biting  and  kicking,  on 
a  thick  irore  of  maddened  horses,  dashing 
nd  through  the  watch-fires,  and  snorting 
^ain  and  terror  as  they  scattered  and  tram* 
ti  die  burning  brands.  . 
le  horses  are  loose,  and  without  riders," 
Harold,  as  they  darted  past.  ^^It  is  a 
02 
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stampede,  aod  they  have  broken  their  I 
frightened  by  the  yells  we  have  heard.* 

"  *Tis  a  stampede,  then,  of  IshronahV 
I  suspect  his  knife  had  more  to  do  witl 
their  fastenings  than  the  yells  to  whicl 
well  accustomed  But  now  is  our  time 
follow  me,  and  keep  close  to  the  ed^ 
opening ;  it  is  dark  enough  to  hide  us 
chance  scout  or  sentinel  who  may  have 
behind,  though  I  think  that  there  are  n 
shall  soon  hear  something  of  Ishronah. 
think  he  will  venture  out  of  the  opening 
trust  to  our  coming  to  see  the  cause  of 
pede,"  replied  the  Commandant. 

His  surmise  proved  correct;  by  the 
afforded  by  the  dying  embers  of  a  fire, 
not  been  quite  trampled  out  by  the  hoi 
they  were  able  to  distinguish  Ishronah  i 
engaged  in  some  fierce  contest.  On 
forward  to  his  aid,  they  found  him  stmg 
three  of  the  finest  of  the  Comanche  hoi 
were  plunging  with  all  their  might  to  b 
from  the  long  lariats  to  which  he  hai 
them,  and  rush  after  their  fellows, 
waiting  for  any  explanation,  Harold  and 
mandant  each  seized  upon  a  lariat.  To  i 
horses  and  reduce  them  to  speedy  subjec 
work  of  short  duration. 

''Forwards,**  cried  the  Commandant^ 
the  yells  recommence,  and  they  will  < 
our  tracks.** 

''  No  catch  bosses,  tho* ;  Ishronah  stai 
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and  save  dese  ;  catch  em  sleep,  all  tied  for  night, 
iins  run  away  to  give  death  vrhoop  for  great 
ef.  Ishronah  lead  now  to  Cap^n  Edga  ;  know 
way — muss  go  by  monntain.** 
With  this  brief  explanation  Ishronah  led  the 
Yf  still  keeping  in  the  opening,  and  when  it 
inched  off,  bearing  to  the  right.  Soon  the  ground 
»me  more  open,  and  by  the  bright  star-light, 
3bscured  by  the  forest,  they  were  enabled  to 
)ose  their  way  over  the  uneven  surface,  which 
w  more  rugged  and  broken  as  they  climbed  the 
untain  range  that  formed  the  boimdary  of 
Icielo,  in  the  rear  of  the  rancho. 
'*  Now  our  way  is  clear,"  whispered  the  Com* 
ndant  to  Harold,  as  they  plunged  on  side  by 
e.  '*  I  know  the  ground  well.  It  was  a  lucky 
tnce  that  drew  away  the  Indians  at  that  juncture 
i  of  our  very  path,  leaving  us  such  swift  animals 
these.  We  will  return,  after  rescuing,  as  I  hope, 
icessfully,  your  companions,  by  the  northern 
ge  of  rocks ;  we  may  yet  reach  the  rancho  before 
flight.  I  know  a  secret  path;  the  Indians  are  not 
ely  to  find  it  On — these  horses  carry  us  welL** 
A.t  times,  as  they  rode  swiftly  forwards,  a  burst 
screams  and  yells  was  borne  to  their  ears  upon 
i  night  breezes,  but  they  grew  fainter  and 
nter  as  they  were  left  behind.  The  length  of 
^  valley  was  soon  traversed,  and  again  they  de- 
nded  and  .plunged  into  the  darkness  of  the 
est  that  fringed  its  northern  extremity,  and  in 
lose  depths  Ishronah  said  that  Edgar  and  his 
"^panions  would  be  found. 
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His  accurate  knowledge  of  the  ] 
abled  the  Commandant  to  lead  his 
a  rapid  pace  past,  rather  than  throi 
that  would  otherwise  haTe  much 
They  might  therefore  reckon  upon 
a  good  start  upon  the  Comanch< 
doubtless  lose  no  time  in  sending  m 
form  their  Apache  allies,  and  Nako 
of  the  hostilities,  which  it  was  impo 
would  soon  be  resumed  with  a  d 
avenge  former  and  late  losses  and 
lives  of  Edgar  and  his  companions, 
a  risk  of  being  instantly  sacrifice 
were  rescued  in  time. 

**  We  must  dismount  and  pro 
exclaimed  the  Commandant,  as  th 
of  underwood  impeded  every  mom( 
of  their  horses.  "Ishronah,  cat 
straight  to  the  place  where  you  sa 
captives  ?  The  forest  is  not  so  t 
heads,  now,  and  we  have  light  € 
purpose," 

**  Isluronah  lead  you  dere  straigl 
time  ;  fuss  tie  bosses  safe,  in  good 

A  secure  hiding-place  for  the  h< 
without  much  difficulty,  and  trustii 
guidance,  a  sharp  walk  of  half  an 
them  to  the  shores  of  the  upper 
said  Edgar  might  be  expected  to  b 

"  I  have  another  canoe  cache  her< 
Commandant,  as  they  walked  sw 
shores  of  the  lake,  with  which  h< 
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aainted.  ''It  will  afford  us  a  ready  means  of 
^iiige^  if  not  of  escape,  should  we  not  be  able  to 
f^d  drawing  updn  us  the  notice  of  the  Indians." 

They  found  the  canoe  without  difficulty ;  it  was 
large  one,  hidden  in  a  similar  way  to  those  on  the 
iwer  lake,  and  at  no  great  distance  from  the 
saver-dam.  He  left  it  moored  in  readiness 
Y  the  dam,  and  then  proceeded  to  take  up  the 
ail  of  the  party,  whose  resting-place  they  were 
[izious  to  discover* 

The  terrible  display  of  the  vast  numbers  of  the 
bmaache  warriors^  which  Hlurold  had  witnessed 
i  the  openingi  instead  of  damping  his  courage, 
nly  spurred  his  anxiety  to  release  Edgar  from 
iw  clutches.  Ishronah's  keen  eyes  were  not 
mg  in  hitting  upon  the  deeply*indented  waggon- 
neks,  which  the  Apaches,  confident  in  their 
xength,  had  taken  no  measures  to  conceaL  He 
«med  to  be  endowed  with  an  almost  feline  power 
f  vision,  and  where  Harold's  eyes,  and  even  those 
f  the  more  experienced  Commandant,  were  unable, 
y  the  glimmering  star-light,  to  take  up  the  traces, 
le  Indian  stooping  at  intervals,  and  feeling  with 
is  fingers  upon  the  ground,  followed  them 
ithoat  faltering.  The  tracks,  after  making  a 
ip  into  the  forest,  led  them  to  the  rocky  gorge 
hi^ugh  which,  as  has  been  related,  the  river 
>rced  its  way  into  the  valley. 

They  found  that  watchfires  of  the  Apaches  were 
indled  at  the  foot  of  the  abrupt  and  precipitous 
idge  of  rocks  that  towered  above  the  tree  tops, 
tie  red  glow  of  the  feiky  above  indicaiing  the  precise 
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spot.  Warned  by  this  reflection  of  \ 
the  Apaches,  thej  forsook  the  bank 
along  which  they  had  proceeded  fo 
tance,  and  entered  the  stream  itself 
the  fringe  of  brushwood  would  8cre< 
the  Apache  sentinels,  who  they  doul 
scattered  round  the  encampment* 

Scarcely  daring  to  breathe  aloud,  i 
until  their  breasts  almost  touched  1 
the  stream,  they  followed  in  single 
every  moment  nearer  to  the  vast  I 
rock,  which  it  has  been  stated  jutt 
point  from  the  sierra,  gradually  dei 
lost  in  the  forest. 

The  ruddy  reflection  in  the  sk; 
grew  more  distinct,  the  flow  of  tl 
rapid  and  strong,  as  they  neared  the 
nel  of  the  gorge. 

•*  There  is  the  fire — I  see  it  now," 
Commandant,  who  led  the  file ;  *'  w< 
still  lower,  or  swim  for  it,  perhaps.** 

**I  am  ready,"  returned  Haroh 
glimpse  also  of  a  huge  watch-fire 
fiercely  at  the  foot  of  a  tall  frowni 
stood  like  a  sentinel,  guarding  the  ei 
deep  gorge  that  lay  beyond. 

The  fringe  of  underwood  and  re 
hitherto  screened  them  on  the  banks, 
ceased:  a  low  shingly  bank  lay  I 
and  the  mouth  of  the  gorge,  wh 
abruptly,  and  the  river  dashed  foat 
perpendicular  rocks  that  shut  it  in  oi 
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^pon  the  open  shiogly  space  thus  left  clear^ 
^  discovered  to  their  great  joy  that  the  Apaches 
placed  their  prisoners.  By  the  light  of  the 
they  saw  the  waggon  standing  alone  under  the 
I  of  the  clifik  which  almost  surrounded  the  open 
e,  and  with  a  crescent-shaped  wall,  shut  it  in 
>ne  side,  while  the  river  bounded  it  on  the 
r. 

hey  were  standing  knee-deep  in  the  stream, 
tered  by  a  thick  clump  of  tule,  and  scarcely 
d  to  lean  forward  lest  they  should  attract  the 
ition  of  an  Apache  warrior,  who  was  pacing 
ind  fro  from  the  cliffs  to  the  shore,  and  at 
y  turn  passed  within  a  few  feet  of  their  hiding- 
s' His  beat  formed  the  base  of  the  long 
tgle  of  which  the  extended  wall  of  rock  and 
river,  formed  the  two  sides,  while  the  whole 
e  was  illuminated  by  the  fire,  which  shone 
iitly  on  the  waggon,  which  stood  in  the 
er,  as  it  were,  or  apex  of  the  triangle. 
epting  the  Apache  sentinel,  the  space  seemed 
cupied ;  they  could  no  where  see  the  horses, 
Harold  strained  his  eyes  to  no  purpose,  in 
ig  to  get  a  glimpse  of  his  brother  or  his  com- 
ons. 

be  Commandant  laid  his  hand  gently  on  the 
ig  man's  shoulder,  as  in  his  eagerness  he  made 
step  forward*  "Hist,  Harold!  here  comes 
her  of  our  dark-skinned  enemies — nay,  a  pair; 
a — crouch  down.  One  of  them,  by  his  dress, 
Comanche,  and  a  fierce  warrior  he  appears — 
!  he  speaks,  and  points  to  the  waggon.*' 
03 
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*'  Surely  he  cannot  be  a  runner  i 

camp  I   if  sOf  we  must  strike  in  no^ 

'^  plotting  misdiief,  and  a  brother  ' 

tamely  by  to  see  a  brother  iigurecL' 

*^  Nor  shall  a  hair  be  harmed,  i 
vent  it*  I  will  stand  by  you,  yo 
it  is  not  yet  time.  Yond^  savage 
his  errand  so  quietly  if  he  had  < 
other  camp ;  the  wood  would  have  ru 
before  now.  I  think  that  this  can  i 
post ;  ti)e  reflected  glare  over  the  re 
to  tell  us  that  the  main  body  lii 
and  the  Comanche  must  have  passec 
camp ;  if  so,  he  would  have  raised 
would  have  readied  us  even  amo 
the  sierra.  No^  he  is  inciting  ti 
chief  whom  he  has  brought  hithei 
but  he  shakes  his  head  anrl  points 
He  is  a  noble  fellow ;  see  how  hau, 
away,  as  if  disdaining  the  advice  the 
him." 

^^  Yes,  but  the  other  remains  bet 
conferring  with  the  sentinel.  He 
tomahawk  at  the  waggon,  and  th< 
nods  assent,"  whispered  Harold  hoa 

'^  Aye,  he  sees  some  one  moi 
waggon ;  now  he  comes  forward." 

*'  By  heaven  !  'tis  good,  faithful 
Edgar!  there,  that  other  figure 
from  the  folds  of  the  tent,  that 
brother.  Commandant,  my  brothc 
he  is  safe  !"  cried  Harold,  scarcely 
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jojAil  eiy  of  recognition  as  the  two  figures  ad- 
inced  from  the  waggon^  and  stood  in  the  full 
are  of  the  fire»  Little  conscious  were  they  that 
leir  friends  were  only  a  feW  score  yards  distant, 
ing  in  wait  to  rescue  them  from  the  imminent 
mgeanee  which  thi^eatened  them. 
The  two  Indians  stood  watching  thekn  with 
^ngeful  looks^  and  the  Comanche,  who  was  Mai* 
mga's  messenger  Elksfoot,  seetned  to  be  mutter- 
g  some  words  to  his  Apache  comrade,  that 
Lcited  him  to  the  same  fury  which  the  sight  of 
le  pale-'faces  produced  in  himself.  He  raised  his 
ittering  tomahawk,  the  polished  blade  flashed  an 
stant  round  his  head,  and  the  next,  whirling 
trough  the  air,  it  passed  between  Edgar  and 
ickon,  cutting  off  in  its  passage  a  comer  of  the 
tter's  hunting-cap.  The  yell  with  which  the 
idian  accompanied  the  dastardly  throw,  luckily 
rowned  in  part  the  cry  which  broke  from 
'afold*s  lips;  or  if  the  Indians  heard  it,  they 
cribed  it  to  Edgar  himself,  as  he  instantly  turned 
id  plucked  the  keen  weapon  from  the  waggon, 
to  which  it  had  stuck ;  but  if  his  purpose  had 
sen  to  hurl  back  the  tomahawk,  he  instantly 
langed  it :  for,  first  he  had  to  restrain  the  on-» 
ard  rush  of  Dickon,  and  then  the  sudden  return 
'  the  same  chief,  Nakoona,  who  had  accompanied 
Iksfoot,  prevented  all  renewal  of  the  attack  on 
le  part  of  the  Indians.  Turning  his  back  con- 
^mptuously  upon  Elksfoot,  Nakoona  pointed  to 
le  woods  on  the  right,  and,  in  a  Toice  of  stern 
^proof,  conveyed  some  order  to  his  follower,  who 
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slunk  off  abashed,  while  another  warrior  t 
his  post  of  sentinel. 

Harold  and  the  Commandant  paused ; 
their  feet  upon  the  bank,  and  in  anothi 
would  have  broken  through  the  fringe  of 
a  sudden  thought  struck  the  latter  as  he 
a  full  view  of  £dgar*s  figure,  and,  at  h 
request,  Harold  retreated  to  his  old  hidii 

*'  If  you  had  not  been  at  my  side^ 
I  could  have  sworn  yonder  form  was  you 
pered  the  Commandant ;  **  but  hold,  th( 
have  changed  their  sentinel,  and  your  do 
der  seems  as  if  he  had  heard  and  recogn 
cry.  It  was  loud  enough  to  startle  a  wh 
but  fortimately  they  were  so  busy  in  1 
noises  that  yours  passed  unheeded,  or 
scribed  it  to  your  brother." 

"  But  not  by  Edgar — not  by  my  br 
why  does  he  hold  his  handkerchief  as  f 
replied  Harold;  **  shall  I  raise  mine  on  n 

"  And  draw  down  upon  us  yon  1; 
Comanche  who  leans  against  the  rock, 
being  baffled,  and  longing,  as  soon  as  tl 
chief  retires,  for  a  chance  of  revenge  ? 
must  try  another  method ;  your  brother 
guard,  and  expects  some  communicati 
is  acquainted  with  Ishronah  ?" 
.  **  Es,  him  save  poor  Injin  from  rop 
muss  Ishronah  do  ? — all,  ebery  t*ing,  for  1 
Edga.** 

**  Oood!  then  float  quietly  down  tl 
Ishronah;   let  your  mouth  only  be  i 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  VAIJiET  OF  QOLD. 


801 


rater.  You  do  not  fear  the  rapids.  When  oppo- 
ite  the  waggons,  seize  some  point  of  rock,  and, 
1  a  low  whisper,  tell  the  captives  yonder  that  help 
;  at  hand ;  hid  them  retire  under  cover,  out  of 
ight ;  we  will  draw  off  these  sentineb,  then,  when 
tiey  hear  a  pistol-shot,  let  them  make  a  rush  for 
tie  river ;  we  will  await  them  on  the  other  side.'' 

Like  a  dark  log  the  motionless  form  of  Ishronah 
oated  down  the  surface  of  the  stream.  His  two 
Dmpanions  watched  him  anxiously ;  they  lost 
ight  of  him  in  the  distance,  and  fixed  their  atten- 
ion  on  the  movements  of  Edgar  and  Dickon,  who 
semed  to  stand  debating  as  to  what  they  should 
o.  Suddenly,  Edgar  stooped  down,  as  if  to  pick 
ip  something  he  had  let  fall.  He  remained  kneei- 
ng a  short  time,  inclining  his  head  towards  the 
lank  of  the  river;  then  he  arose  hastily,  and 
aking  Dickon's  arm,  and  swinging  the  tomahawk 
le  still  retained  carelessly  in  his  grasp,  both  dis- 
ppeared  under  the  covering  of  the  waggon. 

*'  We  have  succeeded  so  far,"  exclaimed  the 
])ommandant;  **  they  are  on  the  alert,  and  are 
loubtless  ready  for  a  start.  Now  it  is  our  part  to 
Iraw  off  the  sentinels ;  and  you,  Harold,  must  do 
hat" 

They  turned,  and  without  waiting  for  Ishronah, 
*apidly  retraced  their  steps  up  the  stream  to  put 
their  designs  into  execution,  satisfied  that  they 
night  trust  to  Edgar's  quick  penetration  to  take 
idvantage  of  any  diversion  they  might  effect  in 
bis  favour. 

Meanwhile,  the  Apache  sentinel  continued  to 
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pace  slowly  to  and  fro  between  the 
river  banks.  The  Comanche  warri^ 
back  against  the  cliffy  gazing  moc 
dying  embers  of  a  small  fire  he  bad  hi 
It  shone  full  on  his  strongly-marl 
features,  and  every  instant  his  eye  r 
roimd  from  the  sentinel  to  the  river, 
to  the  now  silent  waggon,  and  fro 
again  settling  upon  the  fire.  The  fi 
Elksfoot  rose  to  seek  a  fresh  supply 
neighbouring  thicket ;  he  was  not  Ic 
he  glanced  suspiciously  round  on  hi 
fearful  that  in  his  short  absence 
should  slip  through  his  grasp.  Sat 
brightening  blaze  of  his  replenished 
seated  himself,  this  time  further  off,  1 
tinel,  so  that  he  could  command  a  v 
the  entire  space.  A  bow-shot  in  his 
rock,  which  elsewhere  continued  ab 
seemed  cleft  and  separated ;  and  in  t 
a  luxuriant  clump  of  creepers.  S 
attracted  the  Indian's  attention  as  h< 
he  stopped  a  moment,  and  lifting 
hanging  foliage,  gazed  underneath, 
satisfied  with  the  survey,  dropped 
and  moved  forward  to  throw  his  fu 
Still,  in  taking  up  his  new  positi< 
himself  so  that  the  suspicious  cleft 
had  thought  he  heard  some  anima 
under  his  observation.  Again  hi 
movements,  and  before  he  could  r 
he  saw,  with  rage  and  astonishmet 
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joung  pale-face  prisoner,  whom  he  had  left, 
be  thought,  safe  in  the  waggon,  leap  from 
>ng  the  creepers  to  the  ground,  and  threaten 
I  with  pointed  rifle.  He  was  immediately  fol- 
ed  hj  an  Indian  warrior  similarly  armed ;  and 

two  stood  a  moment,  as  if  daring  the  senti- 
\  to  the  attack.  Elksfoot  instantly  suspected 
Apache  of  treachery,  and  of  having  given  his 
oner  an  opportunity  of  escape  while  he  was 
y  to  fetch  fuel ;  this  suspicion  the  sight  of  the 
xmer's  Indian  companion  confirmed.  Instead 
btnling  his  upraised  axe  at  the  fugitives,  with 
rowl  of  rage  he  threw  it  with  all  his  force  at 

traitor  sentinel,  as  he  stood  with  his  back 
ards  him,  unaware  of  what  had  so  suddenly 
e^n  place  in  his  rear.  The  axe  clove  him  to  the 
in,  and  the  Apache  fell  heavily  forward.  Elks- 
t  caught  up  his  rifle,  and  turned,  with  the  cry 
a  famished  coyote,  to  pursue  the  retreating 
ires,  which,  without  waiting  any  longer  for  his 
ick,  rushed  through  the  thicket  to  the  water- 
».  As  Elksfoot  bounded  after  them  with  loud 
^8,  attd  disappeared  in  the  pursuit,  a  pistol-shot 
sflred,  the  covering  of  the  waggon  was  thrown 
le,  three  figures  sprang  out,  a  fourth  rose  from 
!  river  bank,  and  all  four  plunging  into  the 
sam,  disappeared  in  the  darkness  of  the  further 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

▲irAK*8  WSAUTESS  —  HIS  DlFKXOl  OF  THB  KASOHO  - 
ABBAQLTS — VKDlAa  BTBATAOBMS — nZVMPB  OF  THB 
BTOVDIO  OF  mu  KAHOHO. 

In  entrusting  the  defence  of  the  rancho 
the  Commandant  felt  confident  that  as  t 
sonal  prowess,  vigilant  watchfulness,  am 
ence  in  the  stratagems  of  Indian  warfu 
avail,  he  had  left  all  in  good  hands. 

The  death  of  the  old  hidalgo  had 
gloom  over  the  spirits  of  all,  which  add( 
anxiety  produced  by  the  critical  position 
they  were  placed.  The  little  garrison 
their  posts  in  silence,  watching  hour  a 
for  the  Commandant's  return,  or  listening 
sound  to  break  the  death-like  stilL 
reigned  within  and  abroad.  Not  a  brei 
stirred  the  leaves  of  the  trees,  the  subsi 
had  ceased  to  murmur,  and  the  heavy 
Anak  as  he  moved  on  tiptoe  from  post  to 
the  only  sound  that  could  be  heard  in  thi 

His  faithful  dog  at  times  broke  into  a  1 
as  he  followed  at  his  master's  heels,  and, 
to  the  watch-turret,  hooked  his  huge 
over  the  parapet,  and  sinking  his  blac 
between  them,   snuffed  the   air  suspici 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  VALLEY  OF  GOLD.  805 

zed  wistfully  down  the  valley,  as  if  he  knew 
at  from  that  point  danger  was  to  be  appre- 
nded.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life,  Anak  felt 
pressed  with  feelings  of  dread,  that  were  nearly 
led  with  fear.  He  moved  uneasily  and  rest- 
isly  firom  post  to  post,  and  then  listened  a  mo- 
mt  at  the  door  of  the  inner  room,  as  the  low 
(rery  tones  of  Pauline  were  heard  offering  con- 
lation  to  her  sister  orphan.  His  reflections 
^med  to  unnerve  the  rugged  woodsman;  he 
irted  away,  and  again  and  again  examined  the 
lintered  planks  of  the  shutters  and  the  door. 
e  caught  old  Jean  by  the  shoulder  as  he  stood 
ard  over  the  great  door,  and  pointing  to  the 
Uet-holes,  muttered,  '^  Is  it  not  riling,  Jean,  to 
bk  a  bullet  might  come  chuck  through  this  bit 
wood,  and  instead  of  decently  hitting  here," 
inting  to  his  own  broad  chest,  "going  and 
iring  up  these  gal*s  white  skins  ?  God,  I  can't 
md  it!" 

'^You  know,  Anak,  I  seldom  say  much,  and, 
rhaps,  this  old  arm  can't  do  much,**  replied  the 
1  man,  '^  but  the  Commandant  has  ordered  me  to 
otect  the  poor  things,  or  help  to  do  it,  so  before 
irm  comes  to  them,  it  will  pass  over  my  body, 
at  I  promise.'' 

''Thankee,  old  man,"  replied  Anak,  consoled 
^  Jean's  energetic  answer.  "  Yes,  we  will  keep 
n  off  from  that  door,  I  guess,  if  they  do  come : 
It  I  don*t  like  this  silence,  though  I  thought  I  i|^ 

ard  yelling  a  bit  ago;  but  it  is  getting  dark,  |i^^^^^ 
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Jean,  and  I  will  take  your  post  while  j 
the  beacon.'' 

Still  all  remained  silent ;  the  glare  ol 
flashed  bright  upon  the  brazen  field-pi 
up  the  prominent  projections  of  the 
then,  extending  its  range  as  the  flames  1 
was  reflected  back  from  the  motionless 
leaves  of  the  forest ;  but  still  all  with 
deserted,  the  open  space  before  and 
rancho  remained  tenantless,  and  not  i 
heard  amidst  the  thickets  of  the  gardei 

The  hours  passed  on,  and  still  there 
of  the  Commandant's  return,  and  Ana 
suaded  himself  that  the  night  would 
without  their  being  molested.  But 
were  destined  to  be  dissipated.  Attn 
uneasy  whines  of  Oscar,  varied  by  ai 
growl,  his  notice  was  directed  to  whi 
long  dark  line  or  curtain,  which  slow 
the  slope  from  the  river.  He  watched 
moments,  and  placing  his  hand  on  C 
caused  him  to  stifle  his  growls.  Th 
appeared  to  remain  stationary  at  the  v 
the  circle  of  light  thrown  around  by  tl 

In  vain  Anak  strained  his  eyes  to  tr 
distinguish  the  forms  of  men  or  the: 
the  line  seemed  dark,  solid,  and  fi 
breast-work. 

*^  It  may  be  only  a  thick  mist  fro: 
bank,"  he  muttered  ;  "  but  it  will  be  I 
all  below." 
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by,  Oscar,  let's  see  the  thickness  of  their  d 
but  for  God's  sake  look  to  the  shutten 
Sefior,  all  depends  now  on  their  holding  o 
expect  they  will  come  with  a  rush  as  soon 
feel  these  bullets  whistling  through  their  s 

The  bellowing  of  the  field-piece  was  a 
by  the  well-known  and  awful  whoops  of  t 
riated  Indians,  mingled  with  yells  of  pa 
discharge  seemed  to  rend  open  the  black  1 
a  hurricane,  and  stop  its  rapid  advance. 

Dark  masses  flitted   backwards  and  i 
across  the  openbg  thus  cleft,  and  then  a; 
curtain  closed  up,  and  the  cries  ceased, 
rapid  forward  movement  of  the  whole  line 
it  within  rifle-range  of  the  rancho. 

It  had  been  concerted  between  Anak 
Commandant,  that  in  case  of  any  attack 
the  absence  of  the  latter,  Oscar  should  \h 
loose  outside  the  rancho,  with  his 
kerchief  bound  round  his  neck,  and  that  t 
sagacity  must  be  trusted  to,  for  convey 
signal  to  him  wherever  he  might  chanci 
Anak  lost  no  time  (when  he  was  once  cc 
of  the  reality  of  the  attack)  in  attempt 
doubtful  means  of  communication.  O 
aided  him  to  open  one  of  the  rear  windc 
with  an  encouraging  caress,  Aey  droppe 
without,  and  listening  a  moment,  they  he 
rustle  through  the  brushwood;  and  dosii 
fully  the  planks,  turned  to  prepare  as  b< 
could  for  the  imminent  attack. 

The  nearer  advance  of  the  Indian  line 
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dnak  to  perceive  that  the  curtain  which  had 
nasked  their  approach,  was  formed  of  their  tent- 
:Ioths  and  furs  suspended  from  their  long  lances : 
vhat  further  devices  lay  behind  the  curtain,  he 
»uld  not  tell.  The  bullets  from  their  rifles 
irhistled  round  his  ears  as  he  tried  in  vain  to 
lepress  the  mouth  of  the  piece/  so  as  again  to 
ake  their  line.  The  bullets  at  first  came  from 
he  front,  then  from  the  rear,  and  then  they  con- 
eDtrated  upon  his  post  from  every  quarter  at  once, 
rhey  were  completely  surrounded. 

*'  It  must  come  to  the  tomahawk  and  knife,  I 
ee,  now,"  said  Anak  to  himself,  as  he  saw  the 
ame  dark  line  extend  to  the  right  and  left  among 
he  bushes,  and  meet  in  the  rear  of  the  buildings; 
'  we  are  surrounded,  and  must  trust  to  our  rifles 
Lnd  cold  steel.  Hark,  they  speak  out  cheerfully 
>elow.  They  shall  not  take  us  without  a  struggle, 
^et.  Be  firm,  lads,  and  do  not  throw  away  a  shot. 
iVell  drive  'em  yet." 

Once  fairly  engaged,  Anak  was  himself  again. 
2oo\  and  collected,  his  deep  voice  rang  out  a  shout 
>f  defiance  to  his  enemies  and  encouragement  to 
lis  friends,  as  springing  down  from  the  turret,  he 
:ook  his  post  among  them. 

The  discharge  poured  from  every  window  and 
jvery  loophole  upon  the  waving  and  yielding 
curtain,  that,  like  a  huge  snake,  seemed  to  have 
soiled  itself  round  the  rancho  in  its  deadly  fold ; 
it  was  quick,  certain,  and  sustained,  but  where 
there  was  no  mark  presented  the  aim  could  only 
be  taken  at  random. 
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*'  Fire  at  the  poles — aim  below  th 
—mark  at  every  flash,"  cried  Ana 
draw  the  death-screech  now  and  thei 

Still,  contrary  to  all  the  usages 
warfare,  the  attack  from  without  wi 
with  the  deafening  yells  that  usual!} 
an  Indian  assault.  A  half-smothered 
broke  occasionally  from  some  stri 
provoking  a  yell  of  rage  from  his  coi 
it  was  almost  instantly  hushed,  so 
garrison  no  clue  to  the  precise  spoi 
enemies  were  congregated  in  mas^ 
their  numbers  were,  nor  what  mode 
going  to  be  attempted. 

That  the  Indians  were  assembled 
overpowering,  was  evident  from   tl 
they  kept  up,  and  it  was  only  by 
persons  covered  by  the  masonry  of  t 
the  garrison  sheltered  themselves,  f 
of  their  shutters  were  completely  r: 
rifle  bullets  discharged  within  point 
some   even    penetrated   the   inner 
Merced  and  Pauline,  at  the  earnest  i 
all,  remained  as  much  as  possible  01 
the  deadly  shower. 

The  line  in  front  of  the  rancho  j 
nearer,  and  Anak  had  scarcely  tim 
the  additional  assistance  of  Baregui 
from  the  rear,  when  the  ponderou 
under  the  headlong  rush  of  a  banc 
who  precipitated  themselves  upon  it 
shook,  but  the  door  stood  firm,  and 
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Jean  could  withdraw  their  rifles  to  reload 
m,  the  Indians  had  retired,  carrying  off  with 
m  the  corpse  of  more  than  one  warrior  who 

fallen  under  the  fire  of  their  pieces. 
^  We  have  beaten  them  off  for  this  time,**  ex- 
med  Anak,  rapidly  charging  his^  piece,  in  pre- 
ation  for  another  rush,  but  the  line  had  again 
;ed,  and  retreated. 

'  They  have  left  their  weapons  behind,  too,. 
ior  Antomp;''  wried  the  Intendant,  pointing  to 
copper  head  of  a  lance,  that  had  been  driven 
It  through  the  doorv 

lis  gesture  directed  Anak's  glance  to  the  copper 
:e  head.  In  an  instant  his  eye  was  at  the  side 
phole,  and  sprix^ng  back,  he  motioned  fran-* 
Lily  to  his  companions  to  retire  from  the  dooT;, 
ing  out, — 

*  Back — back,  for  yo«r  livei^  alU  Do  you  not 
;T  the  hissing  of  the  match?  They  have  fixed 
eg  of  powder  to  the  lance  head.  To  the  inner 
m,  Senor !  the  inner  room»  Jean  I  Baregui  and 
all  hold  good  the  doorway.  Take  care  of  the 
locents." 

Ihe  remainder  of  Anak's  cries  were  drowned  in 
i  loud  explosion  that  blew  back  the  shattered 
gments  of  the  heavy  door;  amidst  the  crash 
i  clouds  of  smoke  came  leaping  in  the  fiercest 
rriors  of  the  Comanches,  brandishing  their 
ives  and  tomahawks,  and  uttering  loud  yells  of 
umph. 

Anak*s  eyes  glittered,  i^d  his  lips  were  firmly 
nched,  as  he  recognised  in  the  athletic  propor- 
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tions  of  the  Indian  chief,  who  first  sprang 
the  cloud,  the  warrior  whose  proposals  hz 
his  indignation,   and  provoked  him   to 
rupture  which  had  brought  on  this  attacl 

Mftinopah  on  his  side  seemed  no  less 
court  the  encounter,  and  avenge  the  ir 
injury  he  had  sustained  from  the  giga 
face.  Raising  his  keen  axe  with  a  be 
showed  he  veas  worthy  of  his  name,  1 
over  the  barrel  of  Anak's  rifle,  andalighti 
his  guard,  stood  breast  to  breast.  He  1 
leaped  his  mark  in  the  fierce  desire  of 
his  foe.  The  upraised  axe  fell  harmlesi 
wrist  of  the  Leaping  Panther  struck  ^ 
upon  the  iron  muscles  of  Anak's  uplii 
With  a  hug,  that  would  have  rivalled  tl 
grizzly  bear  itself,  Anak  held  the  s 
chief  fast  with  his  left  arm,  and  before  ] 
could  loosen  his  knife  from  its  sheath,  he  i 
his  right  arm,  and  struck  him  heavily  on 
of  the  head,  with  the  brass-bound  bu 
rifle,  which  he  held  extended  and  lev 
the  moment  when  Mainopah  sprang  v 
guard. 

Anak  felt  the  frame  of  his  enemy  qui 
moment,  as  it  fell  from  his  hug,  but  the 
the  Indians  to  rescue  their  chief  pus 
backwards,  with  their  united  momentui 
he  could  repeat  his  blow. 

Covered  by  the  interposed  bodies  of 
lowers,  the  body  of  the  Leaping  Pan 
borne  off;  and  enraged  to  madness  by  his 
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)manches  crowded  into  the  rancbo,  and  forced 
ch  other  forward  to  the  attack. 
Anak  threw  himself  before  the  door  of  the  inner 
cm.  Jean  on  one  side  and  the  Spaniards  on  the 
her  drew  up  in  line,  with  levelled  rifles.  They 
ed  into  the  thick  mass  of  their  thronging  assail- 
its,  and  for  an  instant  there  was  a  clear  space 
fore  them,  but  fresh  assailants  sprang  forward, 
mipling  upon  the  dead  bodies  of  their  comrades, 
d  eager  to  get  a  blow  at  the  pale-faces.  There 
is  now  no  time  to  reload>  but  each  one  clubbed 
s  rifle,  and  while  the  Indians  pushed  wave  upon 
ive  to  the  attack,  the  terrible  sweep  of  Anak's 
m  beat  them  down  in  heaps.  Don  Antonio's 
pier  thrusts  supported  him  on  one  side,  while  on 
e  other,  Baregui  growled  but  his  deep  muttered 
rses,  and  his  long  knife  flashing  through  the 
dying  smoke,  grew  duller  at  each  deadly  stab. 
The  dense  volumes  of  smoke  that  rolled  through 
e  rancho  arose  as  well  from  the  discharge  of  the 
e-arms,  as  from  the  conflagration  which  the 
Lumphant  Indians  kindled  in  that  part  of  the 
lilding  over  which  they  had  obtained  mastery. 
ore  than  one  death-o^  and  call  for  help  told  the 
^fenders  that  all  hope  of  aid  from  their  Indian 
>tnestics  was  vain,  while  from  the  heaped-up 
les  of  brushwood  and  rushes,  long  forked  flames 
aped  up,  and  quivering  round  the  raf  ters,  flzed 
>on  the  beams  their  fiery  hold.  Still  the  five — 
r  the  stout  chaplain  pushed  into  their  line,  and 
an  fully  took  his  part — stood  firm  at  their  post. 
hey  did  not  flinch  an  instantj  though  they  had 
VOL.  n.  p 
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no  bope  of  saving  themselves  from 
ing  superiority  of  numbers. 

"  Burst  open  the  window-sbutt 
Anak,  in  a  voice  of  mingled  rage  ai 
save  tbe  girls;  take  to  the  cove 
behind,  while  we  give  them  enoug 
Aront,"  and  as  he  spoke  he  leaped  i 
post  at  the  door  into  the  very  cent 
ing  foes.  The  massive  butt  of  1 
short  as  with  a  crash  he  cleared 
among  the  wedged-in  mass  of  w 
within  reach  went  down  before  tha 
those  who  escaped  struggled  to  pn 
the  reach  of  blows  that  nothing  coi 

Brandishing  the  long  barrel  of 
had  a  moment's  breathing  space,  an 
fell  back,  the  canopy  of  smoke  pai 
and  gave  them  a  glimpse  of  the  ro< 
were  enveloped  in  one  mass  of  flan 
minutes  the  roof  must  fall  in,  and 
fiery  ruin. 

Relieved  an  instant  from  asst 
front,  all  by  a  common  impulse 
inner  room,  where  at  that  same  ins 
of  fire-arms  were  heard,  followed  b; 
Indians,  and  piercing  female  cries. 

A  single  glance  told  all.     The 
window  had  escaped  the  notice 
until  the  united  efforts  of  the  fris 
forced  them  open ;  then  before  the 
tbe  room  was  half  filled  with  wio: 
loud  whoops  leaped  in  upon  the 
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ig  they  had  themselves  made.  Don  Antonio, 
Bareguiy  all  threw  themselves  into  the 
The  young  Spaniard's  sword  passed  through 
dy  of  a  tall  savage  as  he  wreathed  his  blood* 
1  hands  in  his  sister's  streaming  hair,  and 
his  fearful  axe  to  strike.  Paidine  was  in  the 
'  springing  to  her  aid,  when  another  savage 
\T  detained  her  with  one  hand,  while  with 
ther  he  pressed  the  sharp  point  of  his  knife 
her  naked  bosom,  exulting  the  while  with  a 
of  mocking  triumph;  but  Anak's  rifle  barrel 
tded  that  instant  upon  his  bared  skull,  and 
k,  a  lifeless  and  disfigured  mass.  It  was  the 
ow  Anak  struck,  for  to  every  one  of  his  vast 
clung  an  enemy,  and  their  weapons  clashed 
[ainst  the  other  as  they  aimed  blows  at  every 
f  his  person. 

^  sheer  weight  of  numbers  bore  him  down. 
Tuggles  were  superhuman  as  he  strove  again 
ch  the  sinking  form  of  Pauline,  whom  they 
m  from  his  side  as  she  clung  to  him  for  sup- 
he  rose  to  his  feet,  again  to  be  pulled  down, 
ke  a  tired-out  buffalo  when  brought  to  bay 
Mick  of  yelling  prairie  wolves,  he  shook  off 
Bailant  to  give  place  to  three. 
;  lives  of  all  the  garrison  and  probably  of  the 
would  have  been  sacrificed  in  the  deadly 
[le,  had  not  Mainopah  suddenly  reap- 
1  on  the  scene.  Apparently  with  some 
,  and  scarcely  recovered  from  the  blow  which 
(tunned  him,  he  raised  himself  upon  the 
w  through  which  his  warriors  had  entered* 
f2 
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The  Comanches  gave  a  shout  of  ti 
recognised  the  Leaping  Panther  on 
Chief  raised  his  hand,  and  in  loud  1 
to  his  warriors  to  seize  and  bind 
but  not  to  slay  them. 

Anaky  as  he  lay  on  his  back,  wit 
clinging  to  him,  shook  his  clenches 
an  instant.  He  saw  Pauline  sprin 
kneeling  at  Mainopah's  feet,  rai 
hands  in  agony  above  her  head,  as  s 
mercy. 

Mainopah's  lip  quivered,  while 
were  fired  with  the  blaze  of  passio 
Father  Geronimo  and  Baregui  had 
the  tomahawks  of  the  Indians 
Merced,  who  lay  senseless  on  the 
side  of  her  father's  corpse,  and  app 
less.  The  rest  of  the  garrison,  re 
lay  bleeding  and  overpowered  at  h 
chief's  commands  alone  arrested  th 
Comanches,  that  were  ready  to  drii 

"  You  have  saved  them,  Pauline, 
as  he  raised  her  with  one  hand,  wh 
he  brandished  the  battle-axe,  whi( 
retained,  as  he  cried  out, — 

"  Let  the  pale-faces  live  now ; 
fire  of  our  tribes  they  shall  be 
falling  in  of  the  burning  roof  a 
bringing  down  with  it  into  the  fla 
heavy  field-piece,  shook  the  walla 
to  their  foundation,  and  drownc 
Mainopah's  words.    His  followers. 
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mands,  passed  thongs  of  deer-skin  round  the 
s  of  their  captives,  who  ceased  to  prolong  the 
»8  struggle. 

be  young  girls  were  treated  with  gentleness 
even  respect;  but  not  even  force  could  sepa- 
ced  from  the  corpse  of  her  father,  to  which 
clung;  and  without  removing  her  from  the 
h,  she  was  borne  forth  from  the  burning  ruins 
be  rancho,  side  by  side  with  the  dead  hidalgo. 
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CHAPTER  XXX 


THS  BBHBQIDI  H0B8B-9HIXf  AXV  TBI  TAHXBB 
IDQAR'S  trail  to  TBI  TALLIT  OV  OOLD— 
AOQUAIHTAlfC*— XTIL  PlSBIOirS— OOLD  AB]>  V 


^isitZ'i 


It  may  be  remembered  that  the 
Edgar  and  his  party,  in  search  c 
Gold,  had  not  proceeded  witho 
The  two  horsemen  who  had  causec 
tain  imeasy  suspicions  that  their  i 
watched,  had  not,  it  is  true,  beei 
since  they  had  taken  advantage  of 
of  the  herd  of  buffalo  to  make  tl 
the  conjectures  of  Edgar  that  they 
no  great  distance,  were  not  unfour 
Scarcely  had  the  waggon  em< 
depths  of  the  sierra,  and  gained 
when  the  two  horsemen  spurred  tl 
high  bank,  that  enabled  them  to 
progress,  and  at  the  same  time 
narrow  route  that  led  to  the  vallej 
tion  of  the  two  horsemen  may  c 
recognised.  Both  were  tall  and 
and  seemed  long  to  have  passe 
manhood,  but  still  they  looked 
during,  perhaps  more  than  younge 
ened  and  toughened  by  toil  and  e3 
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oe  of  them,  who  wore  a  vast  broad-brimmed 
)f  plaited  leaf,  seemed  older  than  the  other ; — 
tooped  more,  and  his  seat  was  less  firm  in 
taddle  ;  he  never  looked  fairly  up,  or  straight 
ard,  and  if  a  fair  glimpse  of  his  eyes  were 
ined,  their  obliquity  tended  to  confuse  one  as 
le  object  to  which  they  were  directed, 
le  other  man  bore  upon  his  features  that 
p  of  rascality  which  every  one  has  noticed  in 
lardened  criminals  that  one  often  sees  in  the 
l's  dock ;  they  were  bronzed  to  the  colour  of 
>gany,  sharp  and  hatchety,  and  bearing  traces 
cent  wounds ;  their  salient  characteristics  were 
B  of  cunning  impudence  and  cowardly  ferocity. 
Well,  neighbour  Washington  Jackson, — since 
is  the  downright  Yankee  name  you  choose  to 
Jled,**  began  the  dark-faced  Renegade,  addres- 
his  companion  in  the  vast  straw  hat, — "  I 
►n  they  are  off  like  bees  to  their  hive,  and 
d  too,  I  guess,  with  stuff  as  yellow,  though  a 
jd  sight  heavier  and  prettier  than  bees'-wax  or 
^?  Where  ha'  they  bin  to? — come,  now, 
ne  that.  If  it  hadn^t  been  for  your  cussed 
t,  we'd  ha'  followed  and  had  our  share." 
rhere  is  the  trail, — ^we  can  follow  it,  Senor 
)an ! " 

V.nd  who  is  at  t'other  end  ?  We  saw  only 
^o  out,  and  where  are  the  others  who  camped 
e  river?" 

le  Yankee  paused,  and  looked  concerned.  He 
been  puzzled,  as  well  as  his  companion,  at 
g  only  four  men  accompanying  the  waggon. 
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when  the  party  mustered  nearly  doul 
at  the  time  that  they  left  the  diggir 

''  If  they  have  hit  upon  a  fhu 
Jackson,  that  tall  giant,  that  hal 
head  off— an  account  I  should  li 
I  should — ain't  the  man  to  give  v 
without  a  tussle,  nor  are  you  the  n 
by  force.  We  could  ha'  shot  'en 
pass,  like  deer  at  a  water-hole,  if  yi 
courage  to  back  me.  And  then 
what  made  them  wheels  creak  in 
reckon  inside  that  waggin  was  i 
would  ha'  washed  on  the  river 
years,  with  all  your  whips  and  nig| 
didn't  love  your  face  well  enough 
lashes,  and  so  bolted  to  the  woo( 
back  was  turned.  You  licks  yo 
thought  of  the  plunder,  and  are 
sound  of  your  own  rifle :  let  alone  t 

'*  Come,  neighbour  Washington,  w 
our  game  long  enough.  We  are  on 
we  both  have  done  what  has  made  ui 
ward  in  answering  to  our  names,  b 
know  you,  and  have  a  sort  of  a  gi 
arn't  such  a  Mexican  but  that  you 
heerd  talk,  up  north,  of  a  Mr.  Elka 
ran  off  vnth  the  plunder  of  Zionv 
and  sich  tears  and  cusses  as  the  widd 
screamed  out  after  the  elder  of  the 
bed  'em,  were  never  heerd  afore  oi 
it's  odd  that  Elkanah  did  squint  a^ 
green  goggles  too.     Besides^  I  heei 
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^verend — aye,  that  was  a  joke — the  Reve- 
Paul  Silas  Barnabas,  as  got  up  prayer 
iptions,  and  bolted  with  'em  all ;  misfor- 
[y  confounding  the  money-box  o'  Snagget 
Uler,  his  landlord,  for  his  own  precious 
bag,  in  the  hurry,  you  know.  Well,  they 
r  as  Snagget  cotched  him,  lynched  him, 
it  his  ears.  Now,  neighbour  Washington, 
ig  covers  youm;  show  'em  up.  Don*t  start, 
ad  look  darned  racoon-like  with  the  white 
•  eyes.  I  ain't  afraid  of  you,  and  as  for  your 
that  you  handle,  you  daren'^t  use  it.  I  want 
V  that  whatever  you  call  yourself  now,  there 
m  as  knows  more  about  you,  and  it  ain't  all  to 
redit.  Now  I  ain't  no  inimy,  and  it  is  your 
'  I  ain't  a  friend ;  we  are  in  the  same  boat, 
mme,  let's  have  no  skulking  nor  slinking, 
ou  follow  yon  trail  into  the  mountains  ?  " 
hy,  Mr.  Bl — ^  I  mean,  Senor  Esteban," 
i  out  the  Yankee. 

t  us  have  no  more  Estebans,  Jonas  File — 
ou  know  me,  my  name  was  on  your  tongue, 
ur  wig  and  yallow  face  no  more  hide  you, 
ly  jacket,  breeches  and  mahogany  skin  do 
n  Black.  I  ha'  done  what  I  can't  blush  for 
I  would,  but  still  it  ain't  before  you  that  I 
feel  ashamed — it  ain't." 
pretended  Yankee  saw  that  further  attempts 
^  up  the  deception  were  useless.  He  had 
red  Senor  Esteban  to  be  Stephen  Black  long 
but  he  trusted  that  the  changes  of  time  and 
P  3 
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his  own  disguise  had  quite  prevente 
from  discovering  himself. 

But  Black  had  obeenred  him  cIos< 
last  few  days^  and  some  of  his  rase 
at  the  diggings  had,  as  he  said,  ''put 
elder's  and  the  parson's  misdoings  i 
and  putting  this  and  that  together,  h< 
difficult;  in  making  out  who  he  was 
surmised,  it  was  not  the  first  time 
crossed  each  other's  paths,  but  it  wa 
that  their  paths  lay  in  the  same  dire 

The  more  barefaced  and  desperi 
been  annoyed  at  the  air  of  superic 
more  clever  rogue  had  assumed*  ' 
to  the  period  of  the  former's  arri 
pursuing  his  gold-washing  operat 
greatest  success,  and  the  prospero 
had  repelled  with  disdain  the  &m 
drunken  Mexican  horse-thief  and  cu 
was  the  character  under  which  Don  I 
in  the  Valley  of  the  Sacramento. 

The  desertion  of  his  Indians,  wl 

great  proportion  of  his  hoardings, 

the  refusal  of  Ishronah  to  disclose  tl 

V,    .  his  master  had  gleaned  &om  the  oil 

Jj^  was  possessed  of,  materially  change 

3iiiUL-.-j.i.-.^^^^_^^^  ^^  ^  Qf  neighbour  Washington.     He  an 

horse-thief  found  that  their  enmities 
in  common,  and  without  impartin, 
panion  all  his  ovm  surmises,  as  totl 
Britishers  in  visiting  the  sierra,  a 
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iscovered  respecting  Ishronah's  hidden  secret,  he 
ad  not  hesitated,  after  disposing  of  his  property  in 
le  valley,  to  engage  Esteban  to  accompany  him 
i  hanging  on  their  trail,  and  hunting  out  their 
jcret. 

More  than  once,  the  horse-thief  had  tried  to 
orm  out  of  his  subtle  companion  what  he  knew 
r  suspected ;  but  the  sight  of  the  waggon  as  it 
one  groaning  and  creaking  beneath  its  load, 
urough  the  narrow  pass,  satisfied  him  that  they 
sid  found  a  gold  placer,  and  excited  his  envious 
ipidity  to  such  an  excess,  that  he  forgot  the  risk 
e  ran  in  attacking  men  of  such  a  determined 
liaracter.  They  lay  hid  among  the  bushes  that 
)vered  the  steep  side  of  the  pass,  while  the  caval- 
ide  passed  slowly  under  their  feet :  two  well-aimed 
lots  would  have  rid  them  at  once  of  two  of  the 
Euty;  they  might  hope  to  load,  and  fire  again 
efore  their  hiding-place  should  be  discovered. 

"  We  do  not  know  how  far  off  their  companions 
re,"  replied  Jackson,  in  answer  to  the  proposal, 
ad  the  cavalcade  passed  on  unharmed. 

Exasperated  at  seeing  his  prey,  his  booty,  and 
b  desire  of  vengeance,  baulked  by  his  companion's 
^wardice,  the  horse-thief  gave  vent  to  his  anger 
I  the  manner  related,  and  resolving  to  throw  off 
le  mask  himself,  and  pluck  it  off  from  his  com- 
anion,  he  had  determined  that  they  should  hence- 
)rward  stand  before  each  other  in  their  true 
flours. 

Jonas  File,  whom  years  had  hardened  in  his 
9guery  internally,  had  always  consoled  himself  in 
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believing  that  his  cloak  of  hypocrisy  was  well  put 
on,  and  thick  in  texture ;  he  canothered,  howeTcr, 
his  anger  at  his  disguise  being  so  rudely  pulkd 
aside,  and  breaking  into  a  false  grin,  the  neareit 
approach  to  a  laugh  which  he  was  able  to  produce, 
he  replied, — 

"  I  did  not  give  you  credit  for  so  much  pene* 
tration.  Black ;  we  are  indeed  old  acquaintancet, 
and  I  regret  that  the  world  has  not  prospered 
better  with  you  since  we  parted,  or  rather  since 
you  ran  away  from  me,  not  quite  empty-handed* 

"  I  robbed  you  first,  because  you  were  gobg  to 
rob  me,*'  replied  the  unabashed  thief!  ^Yoa 
know  you  meant  it,  Jonas.'* 

"  You  had  no  evidence  of  that,  Stephen ;  bat 
that  is  all  past,— i-we  know  each  other ;  but  let  that 
secret  rest  with  ourselves.  Now  to  our  present, 
business :  we  will  wait  an  hour  longer  and  walch 
this  pass ;  if  no  one  follows,  depend  upon  it  th«r 
party  is  separated,  and  only  half  came  here ;  had  I 
known  it  sooner ** 

''  Hum  I  you  would  have  risked  a  rifle*«hot,  ehr 
interrupted  Stephen,  with  a  sneer  at  his  com* 
panion's  cowardice. 

*'  You  dared  not  yourself  Black,  have  provoked 
an  attack  from  those  two  young  tigers  and  thsir 
giant  followers,"  retorted  Jonas,  fiercely,  and  drop- 
ping his  Yankee  drawl ;  "  but  let  all  past  be  past, 
and  let  us  still  be  known  by  the  names  we  hate 
chosen  to  be  called,  in  the  valley  yonder,  should  we 
«ver  return." 

''Should   we  ever  return,  Jonas?"  asjked  the 
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^orse-thief,  sharply,  and  shooting  a  keen  suspicious 
j^laoce  from  his  dark  bloodshot  ejes,  at  his  com* 
lanion's  averted  face. 

''Oh,  that  is  your  game,  Mr.  Jonas/'  he  said  to 
limself,  inwardly ;  **  very  well,  we  shall  see." 

Jonas  remained  silent  a  moment,  and  then  tuni- 
ng as  if  he  had  only  just  heard  Stephen's  question, 
le  answered,  in  the  true  Yankee  drawl :  '*  Why,  I 
piess  it  will  be  tarnation  risky,  venturing  among 
hem  mountains  and  precipices.  We  may  follow 
;heir  trail  though  ;  but  I  mean,  if  they  Vnt  took  all 
n  that  darned  waggin  of  theirn,  to  load  our  bosses 
i  bit,  I  do ;  and  then  we  must  take  care,  neigh- 
bour Esteban,  specially  if  we  don't  get  done  agin 
aightbll,  or  else  we  may  lose  our  road,  or  get  sur- 
prised, or  fall  into  a  chasm. ^ 

Neighbour  Stephen  made  no  answer  beyond 
screwing  up  his  ill-favoured  countenance,  to  keep 
ID  his  own  thoughts.  Both  relapsed  into  silence, 
for  each  found  food  for  reflection  in  the  train  of 
thought  suggested  by  the  association  of  horse-loads 
o{  gold,  dark  nights,  unwelcome  companions,  and 
deep  precipices. 

"  The  hour  has  gone,  neighbour  Stephen,  and  we 
may  venture  safely  to  spur  forward,^'  exclaimed 
Jonas,  abruptly  breaking  the  silence,  and  leading 
the  way  down  the  slope  to  a  wide  cleft  in  the  rocks, 
where  they  had  left  their  horses. 

"  We  understand  each  other  now,  Mr.  File,  or 
Mr.  Jackson,  which  you  will,  and  for  this  adven- 
ture, at  least,  we  are  to  be  friends,  eh?" 

"  Certainly,  neighbour  Esteban,  and  it  will  be 
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your  fault  if  we  do  not  remain  so  ; 
with,  I  reckon.     'Gad,  there  ain't  i 
taking  up  this  trail,  it  is  marked  lik 
a  States'  banner.     Push  on  first,  S 
the  road  is  narrow." 

**  Then   go    first    yourself,   Jona 
follow.     I  have  no  idea  of  putting 
your  rifle  muzzle." 

*'  Then  let  us  ride  abreast,  you  si 
retorted  Jonas,  biting  his  thin  lips ; 
that  it  is  clean  agin  one's  interest  to 
Two  are  better  than  one,  and  there 
mean  no  hurt  or  harm,  I  swear." 

'*  Nor  I  neither,  for  the  matter  o 
Stephen,  sullenly,  and  stretching  oi 
meet  the  other's. 

*'  Then  we  will  jist  push  on  and 
afore  sun-down." 

In  half  the  time  which  it  had  tak( 
to  reach  it,  they  arrived  at  the  long 
which  led  to  the  valley.  Followir 
marks,  they  proceeded  until  stoppec 
rock.  Here  they  drew  the  reins  of 
horses,  and  fastening  them  to  pegs 
clifi*,  they  clambered  over  the  obsta 
they  readily  discovered  the  marks  h 
party.  Hurrying  forward,  they  tum< 
the  passage,  and  emerging  from  its 
untold  riches  of  the  Valley  of  Gold 
them  in  all  their  splendour. 

Degraded  and  brutal  as  were  the 
could  not  help  standing  a  moment 
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e  torrent^  and  gazing  round  in  speechless  awe* 
at  the  lust  of  avarice  fast  crept  upon  them  as  they 
held  the  wealth  extended  at  their  feet.  And 
en  the  thought  flashed  through  the  villain  brain 

each, — "If  I  were  alone,  all  this  would  be 
ine.'*  There  was  more  than  enough  for  millions 
ere,  but  each  felt  the  presence  of  a  partner  in 
s  sudden  acquisition  intolerable. 
Each  at  the  same  moment  turned  to  steal  a  felon 
Eince  at  his  companion,  breathless  in  the  hope  that 
(  should  catch  him  unawares.  Each  started  back 
pace  as  he  saw  his  companion's  hand  clutching 
e  hilt  of  his  knife,  while  from  his  lowering  lustful 
^e  glanced  murder. 

^'  This  mil  never  do,  Stephen,"  exclaimed  Jonas, 
e  first  to  recover  his  self-command ;  "  here  we 
"e  threatening  each  other's  lives,  when  there  are 
ches  enough  for  a  nation  trampled  under  our  feet. 
Te  are  fools,  man  !  Now,  I  propose  this, — ^let  us 
ich  pile  our  arms  on  that  square  flat  rock,  out  of 
^ach  of  both ;   eh,  Stephen  ?  " 

''  Agreed  ;  but  pile  you  first" 

Jonas  laid  down  his  rifle,  drew  his  pistols  and 
nife  from  his  belt,  and  laid  them  down,  and  stand- 
ig  unarmed,  calmly  waited  until  Stephen  had 
>llowed  his  example,  and  then  exclaimed, — 

"  Oaths  are  not  strong  enough  to  bind  such  as 
ou,  Stephen." 

*'  Such  as  we,  Jonas." 

*' Well,  such  as  we,  then  ;  but  still,  let  us  swear, 
L  only  for  form's  sake.  It  is  not  the  first  time, 
Jid  we  kept  our  last  oath  too." 
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.  Solemnly  calling  down  upon  their  heads  the 
vengeance  of  that  Maker,  whose  name»  though 
often  profimely  taken  in  vain,  ia  still  the  hit 
solemn  appeal,  even  of  the  most  abandoned  soccer, 
the  two  men  swore  to  raise  no  weapon,  nor  stiike 
a  blow  one  at  the  other  during  their  present  expe* 
dition  ;  and,  strange  to  say,  each  felt  a  relief  and  a 
greater  sense'of  security  when  the  oath  was  taken. 

Having  first  assured  themselves  that  they  were 
the  only  occupants  of  the  Golden  Valley,  they 
left  their  weapons  upon  the  stone,  which  lay  at 
some  distance  from  the  stream ;  and  each  uncoiled 
form  his  waist  a  long  belt,  which  in  reality  was 
double,  and  formed  a  long  hose-like  sack.  With 
eager  avaricious  haste,  that  made  light  of  the  burn- 
ing heat  of  the  8un*s  rays,  they  filled  their  sa^ 
from  the  layers  of  golden  flakes  that  lay  at  the 
edge  of  the  stream,  and  slung  them  over  their 
shoulders,  until  each  staggered  beneath  the  accu- 
mulated weight.  There  was  no  smile  of  sympathy 
in  their  joint  good  fortune ;  neither  would  trost 
the  other  to  help  him  to  clamber  over  the  rock,  as 
he  hurried  back  to  their  horses  to  deposit  behind 
their  saddles  their  golden  load.  They  seized  their 
blankets,  and  without  interchanging  a  word,  and 
shunning  touch,  lest  it  should  provoke  the  colli* 
sion  which  the  scowl  of  envy  every  moment 
threatened,  they  returned  to  the  valley.  And 
now,  not  satisfied  with  the  glittering  scales  with 
which  here  and  there  a  handful  of  red  sand  would 
be  mixed,  they  scanned  the  riven  rocks  down  which 
the  torrent  poured,  and  fixed  their  gloating  loob 
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the  exposed  masses  embedded  in  the  sparkling 
irtz ;  ever  roving  from  ^ne  huge  matrix  to 
fther  that  appeared  still  richer^  in  avaricious 
ibt,  and  eager  anxiety  to  obtain  the  greatest 
sible  share  of  the  boundless  stores  of  gold  on 
ich  their  eyes  were  feasting. 
iVhile  they  stood  thus  with  the  blankets  spread 

to  full  stretch  before  them,  each  followed  the 
er*s  glances,  lest  he  should  fix  upon  the  richest 
EC.  It  has  been  said  that  the  valley  was  shaped 
\  a  cup^  scooped  out  from  the  mountain  side. 
x)rrent  poured  down  the  rocks  at  one  end  of 

valley,  washing  the  rich  golden  quartz,  and 
iring  away  the  small  particles,  which  the  stream 
loeited  on  its  banks,  while  it  found  a  subter- 
ean  outlet  at  the  other  end.  It  was  upon  one 
these  rocks  that  both  seemed  simultaneously 
ix  their  fascinated  eyes.  It  overhung  the  tor- 
t,  and  was,  perhaps,  thirty  feet  high ;  but  at 

distance  of  about  ten  feet  from  the  summit, 
re  ran  a  broad  ledge,  terminated  each  way  by 

abrupt  descent  of  the  cliff.  Down  the  face  of 
!  rock  ran  a  narrow  cleft ;  and  the  rays  of  the 
\  were  reflected  in  a  blaze  from  a  vast  yellow 
op  of  metal,  loosely  embedded  in  the  cleft,  that 
med  only  to  invite  a  grasp  to  pluck  it  from  its 
L  Both  set  their  minds  upon  obtaining  the 
ti  prize ;  both  sprang  forward  at  the  same  time, 
t  began  to  climb  the  rock  on  opposite  sides, 
nas  was  the  more  active,  or,  perhaps,  the  ascent 
s  easier  on  bis  side,  for  he  reached  the  summit 
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some  seconds  before  his  companion,  who  found  him 
stooping  over  the  brink,  or  rather  balanced  on  its 
edge,  while  he  detached  a  weight  of  metal  and 
qaartz  that  threatened  to  pull  him  headloi^  dowB. 
There  was  a  moment's  struggle;  it  might  hafe 
been  that  the  mass  was  too  heavy :  certainly,  one 
grasp  from.  Stephen  in  aid,  would  hare  enabled 
Jonas  to  recover  the  balance  which  the  slight 
touch  of  his  knee  destroyed.  The  Yankee  fell, 
grasping  frantically  at  the  edge  of  the  cliff  with 
one  hand,  while  the  other  still  firmly  clutched  the 
glittering  lump  he  had  seized.  Stephen  cantiouslj 
peered  over  the  edge  of  the  cliff,  and  a  curse  broke 
from  his  livid  lips,  as  he  saw  Jonas  fall  heavily  upon 
the  projecting  ledge  below,  and,  with  a  desperate 
writhe,  roll  himself  away  from  its  brink.  Regard- 
less of  his  companion's  cries  for  help,  he  drew  back 
and  sat  down  with  a  dogged  sullen  look  of  deter- 
mination on  his  face,  as  he  muttered  to  hinuelf,— 

"  I  did  not  break  my  oath  ;-7-why  did  he  rob 
me  of  my  prize  ?  I  saw  it  first.  I  swore  I  would 
not  strike  him.  I  didn't — ^pshaw,  there  he  shall 
stay,  and  his  horse  shall  carry  a  double  load,  and 
all  shall  be  mine — all— all !  No  one  shall  have  a 
grain.  Stay,  he  has  still  that  lump— 4t  is  a  heavy 
one — ^I  must  have  it.  Ha,  Jonas !  who  put  it  into 
my  head  to  play  falsely  ?  but  I  didn't,  I  swear 
I  didn't ;  or  if  I  did,  I  didn't  strike  a  blow.* 

"  Help,  Stephen,  for  the  love  of  God,  help  me! 
— my  leg  is  broken!"  cried  Jonas  in  a  voice  of 
pain  and  terror. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


f^i^ 


a 
ed 

(ay 

bis 


332  BANNKRFOED  ; 

every  instant  threatened  him. 
give  you  half  I  have.  I  sweai 
my  share.  Come  back — com 
—help!" 

The  horse-thief,  who  had  v 

brink,  again  looked  over : 

"  You  swear  you'll  give  me  i 

he  asked,  with  a  hoarse  chuckh 

saw  that  his  victim  was  really  ii 

not  sorry  that  his  fall  had  been 

own  indescribable  fears  at  havii 

hands,  gave  way   to   a   feeling 

having  got  rid  of  his  rival  so  ea° 

«  Yes,  half,  Stephen  !     Help 

divide  it  with  you."     The  wret 

to  rise,  but  his  leg  was  too  pa 

back  vi^ith  a  groan. 

"  Send  me  up  that  lump,  ther 
you  are  leaning,  and  then  I  may 
horse-thief,  sullenly. 

"  No,  no,  Stephen,  not  first ; 
the  top  of  the  rock.  I  could  st 
and  we  will  divide  my  share  whe 
the  Fort,  and  I  swear  half  shall  1 
"  Aye,  your  oaths  have  sworn 
you  have  been  their  destruction 
the  old  country.  You  can  swe; 
let  them  believe  you  as  will,  I 
you,  Jonas,  and  don't  forget  old 
altered  for  the  better.  No,  I 
swearing;  I  must  have  somethin 
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See  here,  I  let  down  my  scarf.  There,  you  need 
not  clutch  at  it  in  that  way, — it  would  not  bear 
your  weight ;  and  if  it  would,  I  would  drop  it. 
Tie  the  lump  to  it  fairly,  or  I  will  ride  off  with  the 
horses,  and  leave  you." 

"  The  horses,  Stephen  ?  you  surely  would  not 
rob  me  of  my  only  chance  for  life  ?  You  would 
not  leave  me  here  to  die,  to  starve,  to  be  dashed 
to  pieces  on  those  dreadful  rocks  below  ?  Hark, 
how  the  torrent  roars  over  them  !  Stay,  I  will  tie 
the  lump  I  Stay,  good  Stephen,  let  me  have  time ; 
my  leg  gives  me  the  torments  of  hell !  But  the 
horse — ^help  me  up,  and  leave  that !  There,  I  give 
it  up." 

The  wretch's  hands  trembled  as  he  fastened  the 
precious  lump  in  the  scarf;  the  tears  fell  fast 
down  his  cheeks,  and  he  sobbed  piteously  as  a 
suffering  child.  As  soon  as  it  was  fastened,  the 
horse-thief  hastily  began  to  tighten  the  strain,  and 
with  as  much  caution  as  his  eagerness  allowed  him 
to  exercise,  he  began  to  raise  the  golden  lump. 
It  dangled  a  second  above  the  upraised  eyes  of 
Jonas.  The  sight  of  the  prize  for  which  he  had 
risked  so  much,  being  thus  snatched  from  his  grasp, 
was  too  much  for  him  to  bear.  With  a  howl  of 
despair  and  pain,  he  raised  himself  up,  and  seizing 
the  scarf,  dragged  down  the  lump  and  scarf  with 
him,  as  he  fell  once  more.  The  horse-thief  poured 
out  a  volley  of  curses  upon  the  wretch  as  he  lay 
below  panting  and  exhausted,  but  still  holding  his 
treasure  in  his  senseless  grasp» 
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*^  Take  it,  and  carry  it  with  you  to  belly  and 
there  see  and  bribe  the  devil  with  it  if  you  can," 
he  shouted,  and  casting  impatient  glances  at  the 
decUning  sun,  he  sprang  down  the  rock,  furioas  at 
having  lost  the  rich  lump,  and  wasted  the  precioos 
moments.  Without  once  raising  his  head  to  look 
at  the  ledge  on  which  Jonas  lay,  he  betook  himself 
to  the  banks  of  the  river,  and  two  shining  heaps 
were  soon  piled  in  the  centre  of  the  blankets  they 
had  left  ready  spread. 

Jonas,  with  a  shudder,  crawled  o  the  brink  of 
the  ledge,  and  looking  over,  the  sight  of  Stephen, 
amassing  his  rich  harvest  within  hail,  filled  his 
mind  with  all  the  torments  of  disappointed  avarice, 
that  made  him  forget  his  bodily  pain  for  the  mo- 
ment ;  but  then  terror  for  his  own  safety  mastered 
every  other  feeling. 

*'  Stephen,  you  shall  have  the  lump,**  be 
shrieked ;  "  you  shall  have  half— you  shall  have 
nearly  all  1  You  shall  have  my  horse.  I  swear 
I  will  never  peach  on  you ;  you«hall  have  the  bags 
on  my  saddle.  Stephen,  you  shall  have  all — all! 
God  help  me,  I  give  all,  all — ^but  leave  me  not 
todiel" 

But  Stephen  continued,  without  turning  bis 
head,  to  scoop  handful  after  handful  from  off  tbe 
surface  of  the  sand,  and  then  to  pick  out  soEd 
lumps  with  his  long  knife  from  the  defls  in  the 
rocks.  Now  and  then  he  muttered  to  himself, — 
"  Good ! — ^hark  I  he  gives  me  all ;  so  I  don't 
rob  him.    If  he  had  not  kept  that  lump,  now- 
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Rob  bim  ?  isn't  it  mine  ?  and  hasn't  he  robbed  me  ? 
Dam  him,  his  boss  could  carry  him  and  his  weight 
in  gold  beside.  Ah!*'  he  chuckled  to  himself, 
'*  that  is  good !  Jonas  is  worth  his  weight  in  gold, 
and  here  is  the  price  in  this  yellow  heap,  and  heavy 
enough,  too,  it  is." 

Heavy  as  they  were,  he  found  means  to  haul  the 
two  blankets  along  to  the  valley.  The  cries  and 
tears  of  Jonas  at  the  sight  turned  to  imprecations 
that  were  most  awful.  He  beat  the  rock  franti- 
cally with  bis  torn  fists,  hia  lips  foamed,  and  his 
shrieks  and  howls  filled  the  valley  with  sounds 
that  the  yelling  of  the  damned  in  torment  alone 
could  equal.  But  nothing  softened  the  sullen 
resolution  of  the  horse-thief.  As  he  passed  the 
rock  at  the  mouth  of  the  passage  by  which  he  had 
entered  the  valley,  he  turned  to  give  a  last  look  at 
the  treasures  he  still  left  behind.  He  made  a  few 
steps  backwards,  but  it  was  not  to  aid  the  half- 
maddened  sufferer,  who  without  ceasing  called 
upon  his  name,  now  with  piteous  cries  for  mercy, 
now  with  blasphemous  imprecations.  It  was  just 
to  add  a  handful  more  to  his  heavy  store,  and  then 
another,  until  his  swollen  pockets  were  laden  to 
bursting ;  still  the  regret  of  avarice  unsatiated  led 
him  on,  and  at  the  last  he  was  obliged,  with  a 
curse  of  reluctance,  to  empty  his  closed  hands  and 
throw  away  their  rich  contents  before  he  could 
grasp  the  laden  blankets  and  drag  them  onwards. 

The  change  from  the  bright  glare  of  the  valley 
to  the  gloom  of  the  long  passage  struck  him  with 
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fear.  Alarm  for  the  safety  of  his  v 
the  longing  for  yet  more.  With  si 
fastened  his  heavy  packages  across 
horses,  and  mounted  his  own,  ' 
underneath  the  superadded  burden, 
down  upon  the  saddle,  and  spurrin 
put  his  fingers  in  his  ears,  to  dea( 
and  howlings  of  liis  deserted  compai 
the  valley,  and  rang  fearfully  a 
passage,  like  the  voices  of  furies 
murderer  as  he  fled. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 


EXTraS  07  TBS  OOMMAHDAIIT  AND  TBI  BBOTHIBS  TO  TBI 
KCBO — VOU&NIHO  Airi)  YXiraBlXOB — PURSUIT  Ann  TBI  TIOTO- 
)VS  INDIANS — TBI  OAYXBH  DT  TBI  OLUVS — TBI  TBBH  ISLAHDfl 
THE  RiriB  QOBOl — XXBOID  AITI)  PAUUHl. 


DULL  red  glare  thrown  all  around  by  the 
uldcring  embers,  was  all  that  marked  the  spot 
re  the  Commandant's  rancho  had  stood ;  every 

and  then  a  bright  tongue  of  fire  would  shoot  up 
m  instant,  and  lighting  up  the  blackened  walls, 
ggle  for  the  mastery  with  the  grey  light  of 
n.  The  contending  crowds  of  warriors  had  all 
irted ;  their  rage  was  glutted  for  the  present, 

in  their  own  camp  they  could  feast  to  satiety 
n  the  torments  of  their  captives. 
>ne  of  these  sudden  flickering  gleams  fell  upon 
oiy  of  half-a-dozen  men  who  crept  cautiously 
[1  the  bushes  that  surrounded  the  rancho ;  they 
e  the  only  tenants  of  the  spot.  One  by  one 
f  stepped  hastily  into  the  open  space,  and  gazed 
ind.  *'  We  are  too  late  !*'  murmured  their  leader, 
sing  his  hands  upon  the  muzzle  of  his  rifle,  and 
ling  forward  to  contemplate  in  sadness  the  scene 
uin  and  desolation  before  him.     He  bent  down 

patted  the  bead  of  the  noble  dog  who  stood 

0L.li.  a 
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whining  at  his  side.      ^'  All  is  < 
added  with  a  deep  groan ;  "  you 
it  was  too  late — all  is  over  now." 

"  Not  too  late  to  avenge, — perl 
to  rescue/*  answered  a  youthful  v( 
niandant*s  side.  He  turned  sudder 
the  arm  of  the  youth  who  stooi 
earnestly  at  his  face,  scarcely  di 
still  dim  twilight. 

"  Who  are  you,  boy  ?  I  have  k 
once  more,  but  there  was  sometfai 
that  whispered  hope,  and  recalled 
misery,  worse  perhaps  than  this — 
crime  to  bring  stinging  remorse  ai 
less  expiation.  Surely  conscience 
And  Jean!  poor  old  Jean,  that  foil 
every  toil  and  danger,  has  he  go 
would  not  forsake  his  post,  and 
piles  may  cover  the  ashes  of  the  b 
heart  that  ever  beat  in  human 
leaned  forward  on  his  rifle,  he  fell 
fold  of  his  hunting-shirt.  The 
minded  him  of  a  packet  he  had 
safety.  He  drew  it  out,  and  gazi 
the  leathern  case  which  Anak  had 
he  muttered  with  a  shudder, — "  1 
is  on  me  still !  *• 

Regardless  of  the  danger  he  rai 
ing  walls  and  smouldering  ashes,  1 
the  burning  ruins.  He  scarcel 
around,  lest  he  should  see  evid< 
struction  of  any  of  those  he  ha^ 
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hoped,  in  safety;  and  thanked  God  when  his  search 
was  ended  and  proved  vain.  Harold  had  with- 
drawn from  his  side  that  he  might  not  witness  the 
sudden  burst  of  grief  that  for  a  time  overcame  him, 
hot  he  soon  followed  him  among  the  ruins. 

*'  Ishrouah  has  found  the  trail  of  the  demons 
who  have  done  this,''  he  cried,  ^*  and  if  we  follow  it 
up  quickly,  we  may  overtake  them  and  save  them 
yet — if  they  are  captives." 

"  Aye — ^surely  Mainopah  would  take  captive — he 
would  not  slay ;  surely^e  would  not  slay !  Let  us  fol- 
low to  the  Comanche  camp  and  pluck  them  forth,  or 
fall  in  the  attempt  But  you — ^you,  Harold,and  your 
brother,  why  should  you  risk  your  lives?  they  grow 
precious  to  me,  I  know  not  why.  Flee,  boys,  and  save 
yourselves;  I  will  undertake  this  task  alone.  I  feel 
something  within  me  that  tells  me  the  curse  would 
be  quite  completed,  did  I  bring  down  destruction 
CD  your  heads.  I  listened  to  Edgar's  narration 
and  your  half-suppressed  ejaculations,  boys,  as  we 
came  down  the  valley.  Every  word  seemed  strangely 
to  touch  me.  No,  you  must  not  share  in  my 
dangers;  flee  and  save  yourselves,  you  may  yet 
replace  what  you  have  lost,  and  then — Heaven 
prosper  you  in  your  purposes  1 " 

''  But  we  cannot,  we  will  not  desert  you  now, 
when  even  we  may  prove  of  service,"  replied 
Harold  boldly. 

''  And  we  owe  you  our  rescue,^'  added  Edgar, 

taking  the  other  side  of  the  Comnoandant,  and 

leading  him  away  between  Harold  and  himself 

^m  the  sad  scene.    '*  Our  faithful  Dickon  and 

q2 
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grateful  Kanacka  are  as  ready  as  we,  to  repay  the 
debt  with  our  help  now/* 

The  Commandant  suffered  the  brothers  to  lead 
him  away  without  a  word  in  reply.  On  entering 
the  wood  on  the  rights  from  which  the  Indians 
had  made  their  attack,  they  found  in  every  directi<Hi 
evidences  of  the  fierce  combat  that  had  raged  there 
so  lately.  Dark  red  stains  of  blood,  broken  bows 
and  lances,  branches  shattered  by  rifle-bullets,  lay 
on  every  side ;  but  there  were  no  corpses ;  these 
had  been  carefully  carried  off.  They  found  Isb- 
ronah  with  Kanacka  and  Dickon,  waiting  their 
coming  by  the  side  of  a  small  slime-covered  pond, 
where  the  Indians  appeared  to  have  halted,  and  from 
this  point  the  trail  divided  ;  one  led  to  the  upper 
encampment  of  the  Apaches,  the  other  to  the  tents 
of  the  Comanches  by  the  shores  of  the  great  lake. 

"  We  must  take  the  lower  one,"  exclaimed  the 
Commandant,  after  carefully  surveying  the  ground^ 
and  speaking  with  the  firm  resolute  tones  that  were 
usual  to  him  in  moments  of  emergency.  '*  I  ac- 
cept your  aid,  young  men,**  he  added,  ^  I  cannot 
call  you  strangers,  and  you  shall  find  that  I  can 
be  grateful,  and  more.** 

Followed  closely  by  the  brothers,  he  started  off 
at  a  rapid  pace  upon  what  he  believed  to  be  the 
Comanche  trail.  *'  Mainopah  is  chief  of  the  united 
tribes,**  he  reasoned.  *'  The  others  are  but  hia 
allies.     The  captives  are  in  his  camp." 

Eager  and  ready  were  the  brothers  and  their 
party  to  follow  the  Commandant's  steps,  but  hia 
dog  Oscar,  to  his  great  surprise,  refused  to  follow ; 
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he  lay  down  by  the  side  of  the  pond,  and  with  loud 
whinings  showed  his  reluctance  to  move  in  that 
direction.  All  were  too  sure  of  his  sagacity  to 
neglect  the  warning  he  seemed  to  give  them. 

The  Commandant  turned  back.  Oscar  started 
up,  and  without  waiting  for  his  approach^  bounded 
off  at  full  speed  on  the  opposite  trail. 

"  Xiet  us  follow  him — ^he  never  fails  us/'  shouted 
Harold.  '*  Depend  upon  it^  he  has  scented  AnakV 
footsteps, — ^he  must  have  been  taken  prisoner ;  or 
perhaps  they  have  all  escaped  to  the  woods.'' 
Catching  at  the  idea  which  Harold  had  suddenly 
started,  the  Commandant  hesitated  no  longer,  and 
all  set  forward  in  the  direction  in  which  the  dog 
had  disappeared. 

Scarcely  had  they  repassed  the  <water-hole,  when 
Oscar  reappeared  at  fuU  speed,  bearing  something 
in  his  mouth. 

''  It  is  Anak's  hunting-cap,''  exclaimed  the  Com- 
mandant, stooping  to  release  the  cap  of  dark  fir 
which  Anak  usually  wore,  from  Oscar's  jaws. 
*'  See,  it  is  marked  with  blood,  and  there  is  the 
impression  of  his  foot,  as  if  he  had  dashed  it  off 
and  placed  his  foot  upon  it  to  conceal  it  from  ob- 
servation. He  is  alive,  but  a  captive;  his  arms  were 
secured  or  he  would  have  left  other  tokens ;  for- 
wards—forward to  the  rescue :  if  he  is  alive,  the 
others  too  are  safe.  Perchance  the  Apaches  alone 
made  this  attack,  and  Mainopah  may  yet  help  us 
to  recover  their  captives ;  we  shall  find  them  in  the 
gorge, — forward,  Oscar,  forward  all!"  All  started 
onwards  with  reawakened  hopes.  The  Commandant's 
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knowledge  of  the  country 
they  had  advanced  half-wa; 
i'alling  in  with  any  strag 
grew  fresher  and  fresher 
been  more  than  once  state 
formed  the  upper  bounc 
formed  by  a  broken  spur  < 
and  appearance  like  the  d 
breach  in  some  cyclopiai 
column-shaped  rocks  sudd 
earth,  and  while  their  b 
hidden  by  a  mass  of  greei 
summits  pointed  up  to  thi 
opening  in  this  natural  bai 
had  succeeded  in  forcing  it 
Following  an  Indian  trj 
serpent  by  its  slime,  an 
caution,  lest  the  unwary 
reptile's  tail  should  prov< 
The  Commandant  therefo 
the  direct  pursuit,  now  1 
fresh,  that  every  trunk  of  i 
to  cover  one  of  the  Indian 
to  the  right  he  again  cr< 
sierra  side  ; — they  had  tr 
during  the  night, — and  ai 
time  on  the  banks  of  the  r 
ful  repose  after  a  night  of 
pushed  on  until  they  beg 
and  broken  sides  of  the 
before.  They  considered 
this  spur  at  a  distance  from 
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seemed  to  roll  upwards.  "  We  will  wait  for  all  to 
come  up,  and  then  we  must  descend;  we  shall 
reach  a  cave,  whence  we  shall  command  all  the 
river  gorge,  as  you  will  see  now  that  daj  has  flurlj 
broken/'. 

All  were  soon  assembled.  Harold,  who  wu  one 
of  those  armed  with  a  rifle,  brought  up  the  rear 
with  Oscar. 

As  they  gazed  around  from  the  pinnacle  of  the 
ridge  to  which  they  had  climbed,  on  their  right 
lay  the  smooth  surface  of  the  upper  lake,  on  their 
left  extended  the  green  smiling  valley  of  Valdelo; 
and  in  their  immediate  vicinity  the  forest  clothed 
the  lower  sides  of  the  ridge  with  an  unbroken  fringe 
of  wood,  from  which  the  silver  thread  of  the  river 
issued  abruptly,  as  though  from  some  subterranean 
passage  hidden  from  their  view.  A  line  of  smoky 
columns  arose  from  the  midst  of  this  green  helU 
marking  the  fires  of  the  Indians,  who  were  en- 
camped along  the  banks  of  the  stream,  some  of  the 
columns  seeming  to  rise  almost  under  their  feet. 

**  The  river  lies  just  beyond  that  rock,"  said  the 
Commandant ;  '*  and  by  descending  the  jagged  sides 
of  this  chasm,  we  shall  reach  a  platform  that  will 
conduct  us  into  the  heart  of  their  camp.  Stay,  we 
must  undo  our  belts,  and  sling  Oscar  down  with 
the  rifles.  I  will  descend  first ;  let  each  one  follow 
in  my  footsteps.  Harold,  you  will  bring  up  the 
rear." 

With  great  caution,  but  without  much  apparent 
difficulty,  he  effected  his  descent,  and  on  lookiog 
over,  Harold  saw  him  standing  a  score  feet  hdow, 
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on  a  flat  projecting  platform  of  rock,  upon  which 
a  faint  glimmer  of  light  shone  from  some  opening 
below.  Oscar  made  no  resistance  as  a  broad  belt 
was  passed  under  hisloins^  and,  soothed  by  his  mas- 
ter's voice,  Dickon  and  Kanacka  gently  allowed 
him  to  descend,  while  the  brothers  and  Ishronah 
made  a  bundle  of  their  rifles  and  arms,  and  lowered 
them  to  their  leader  below. 

On  reaching  the  platform  they  found  the  Com- 
mandant waiting  to  lead  them  along  a  dark,  steep, 
and  narrow  passage,  that  seemed  to  descend  to- 
wards an  opening  in  the  direction  of  the  river, 
through  which  struggled  a  few  faint  rays  of  day- 
light. The  roof  of  the  passage  was  dripping  with 
moisture,  and  from  the  fissures  on  each  side  rose 
a  damp  mist,  while  the  roar  of  the  river  reverbe- 
rated in  the  hollow  caverns  like  confined  thunder. 
It  took  them  long  to  reach  the  end  of  the  cavern, 
and  every  now  and  then,  from  a  dip  or  a  turn  of 
the  passage,  the  distant  glimmer  was  lost  sight  of: 
but  it  soon  reappeared,  and  on  nearing  it,  they 
found  it  to  be  the  vast  outlet  of  the  long  cavern 
through  which  they  had  descended,  and  that  the 
mouth  was  half  blocked  up  by  a  heap  of  fallen 
rocks  covered  with  creepers. 

**  We  must  now  exercise  every  caution,**  whis- 
pered the  Commandant,  beckoning  the  brothers  to 
mount  with  him  to  the  top  of  the  heap,  among  the 
creepers,  while  the  others  remained  below.  The 
whisper  might  have  been  uttered  in  a  louder  tone, 
for  the  roar  of  the  river  drowned  all  other  sounds ; 
but  the  proximity  of  their  enemies  made  him 
q8 
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unconsdomly  sink  his  Toice  to  its  lowest 
He  knew  that  a  few  yards  only  separated  hiia  from 
the  Indians,  the  smoke  of  whose  watdi-fires  tkej 
txmld  see  curling  np  before  the  month  of  the  cafe, 
showing  them  that  they  had  penetrated,  ss  the 
Commandant  anticipated,  into  the  Tery  centre  of 
their  enemies'  encampment. 

The  channel  of  the  river  ran  at  this  point  betweM 
two  walls  of  clifs,  and  the  face  of  one  of  the  most 
precipitous  was  perforated  by  the  hole  fomnog 
the  mouth  of  the  cavern  already  described*  This 
mouth  was,  however,  not  visible  to  the  Indisns 
from  without,  as  a  part  of  the  overhanging  rodi 
had  given  way  above,  and  almost  choked  it  up; 
the  dense  masses  of  foliage  also  tended  to  coaeeal 
its  existence.  The  Commandant  and  the  brothers 
were  not  long  in  climbing  from  the  floor  of  Ae 
cavern  inside  to  the  top  of  the  broken  pile,  sad 
pushing  aside  the  thick  leafy  screen,  each  obtained 
a  full  view  of  what  was  passing  below. 

The  bed  of  the  river  had  subsided  so  &r  as  to 
leave  a  margin,  a  score  yards  broad,  of  dry  grsvetty 
bank  on  each  side  of  the  stream.  Edgar  recognised 
(kr  to  their  right  the  projecting  cliff,  under  the 
base  of  which  he  had  left  the  waggon,  when  he 
had  escaped  from  captivity.  The  stream  wfaidi 
the  night  before  had  washed  its  foot,  had  now  re- 
ceded, and  the  Indian  tents  were  thickly  seatlered 
along  its  sides,  on  the  narrow  strip  of  sand  that 
lay  between  the  foot  of  the  long  precipitous  wsU 
of  rocks  and  the  bed  of  the  river. 

While  Edgar  was  pointing  out  the  pkce  of  hi* 
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own  captirity  to  hk  brother,  the  eyes  of  the  Com- 
mandant were  intently  fixed  upon  what  was  going 
fdrward  in  their  immediate  neighbourhood.  The 
river  in  this  point  was  somewhat  wider  than  above 
or  below,  and  from  die  middle  of  its  bed  rose  three 
islands;  the-  centre  one  was  formed  by  several 
granite  peaks  clustered  together,  ao  as  to  form  a 
kind  of  hollow  bowl.  A  low  stump  grew  here  and 
there  between  the  peaks,  and  as  the  island  lay 
dnrecdy  in  face  of  their  hiding-place,  they  were 
enabled  to  look  down  into  its  cup-like  centre.  It 
was  occupied  by  three  Indian  tents,  whose  folds 
seemed  firmly  pegged  down  on  all  sides,  so  that 
the  Commandant  could  form  no  conjecture  as  to 
their  contents,  save  that  on  the  ground  before 
the  largest  of  the  three  lay  the  dressed  panther- 
^in  which  Maiaopah  usually  wore  upon  his 
shoulders. 

The  two  other  islands  were  very  much  longer, 
and  scarcely  rose  above  the  level  of  the  river,  every 
hour  growing  larger  and  extending  further  as  the 
waters  subsided.  These  two  outer  islands  were 
occupied  by  strong  parties  of  Indians,  and  an  un- 
usual congregation  of  grave  smoking  chiefs  on  the 
upper  one  told  that  there  was  some  matter  of 
d^beration  going  forward  round  the  council-fire. 
A  tall,  slender,  but  perfectly  proportioned  chief, 
appeared  to  be  in  the  act  of  addressing  the  silent 
and  Attentive  circle  of  braves  that  sate  around 
iiim. 

The  Commandant  laid  his  hands  on  the  brothers* 
arms,  and  pointing  to  a  chief  who  sate  at  one  end 
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of  the  cirde,  motionless,  and  with  his  head  bovei 
forward  upon  his  knees,  so  as  completely  to  bide 
his  features,  he  whispered^  **  Mainopah,  the  Co- 
manche chief;  he  was  my  friend  once.  I  bar  thit 
Anak's  rude  hug,  and  your  fatal  shot,  EUrold,  ban 
converted  him  into  a  deadly  enemy.  See  how 
his  hand  clenches  the  helve  of  his  tomahawk,  ai 
the  orator  points  towards  the  island  in  the  centrei 
Its  tents  are  silent ;  and  it  seems  only  tenanted  by 
the  two  Indian  warriors  that  stand  as  sentinels  on 
the  two  extreme  points.  See  them  leaning  on  tbeir 
rifles.  The  captives  are  surely  under  those  tents, 
and  the  chiefs  are  now  deliberating  upon  tbeir 
fete." 

''Could  we  not  swim  over?**  asked  Harold; 
."  see,  there  are  numerous  bundles  of  rushes  and 
broken  branches  floating  down  the  stream.  It 
would  be  easy  to  float  with  one  to  the  margin  of 
the  island,  and  perhaps  creep  up  some  fissore 
unseen.     I  would  risk  it" 

''Impossible,'*  rejoined  the  Commandant,  "tbe 
lower  island  is  swarming  with  warriors  on  tbe 
watch,  and  were  a  single  branch  to  be  arrested 
suspiciously,  a  dozen  bullets  would  pierce  it  in 
every  part.  And  far  above  and  below  the  onited 
forces  of  the  tribes,  Comanches,  Apaches,  and 
Yutahs,  seem  to  have  assembled  their  bravest  wa^ 
riors.  See,  Mainopah  rises ;  he  turns  his  back  upon 
the  rock  and  points  towards  the  west.  Marii  bow 
every  warrior  listens  with  eager  attention  to  his  im- 
passioned words.  He  describes  the  digging  of  tbe 
sands ;  see  the  handful  of  yellow  dust  he  is  pulling 
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otn  his  belt  pouch.  Ha!  he  is  counselling  the 
ttack  he  meditated,  upon  the  settlers  in  the 
acramento  Valley.  He  half  unfolded  his  plans  to 
le ;  why  did  I  spare  him  then  ?  But  he  was  once 
companion  in  arms,  a  friend.  He  knows  that 
e  are  at  libertyi  and  if  Mainopah  meant  us  harm, 
e  would  not  be  sitting  in  council  while  his  enemies 
ere  uncaptured." 

"  Ha  I  another  chieftain  rises  to  his  feet^  and 
oints  to  the  bandages  on  his  wounded  arm. 
lark  you  those  black  posts  erected  in  a  line  in 
le  centre  of  the  circle !  see^  he  advances  towards 
aem,  and  with  wild  cries  he  dances  round  them." 

"  They  are  the  posts  of  torment,"  muttered  the 
Commandant,  with  a  shudder,  ''five  in  number; 
)r  whom,  oh  heaven !  for  whom  are  they  pre- 
ared  ?" 

**  Now  other  chiefs  rise  to  join  in  the  horrid 
ance.  No,  Mainopah  and  the  other  young  chieftain 
iterpose;  they  tear  down  two  of  the  torment- 
osts.  Mainopah  points  to  the  course  of  the  sun 
rem  east  to  west.  They  halt,  and  listen  to  him ; 
gain  they  resume  their  seats,  while  he  pours  forth 

fresh  flood  of  passion.  He  points  to  the  island, 
0  himself,  and  the  young  chief  who  supported 
lim.  Some  fearful  scene  of  horror  is  to  be  enacted, 
bough  Mainopah's  authority  has  interposed  a 
lelay,  of  which,  with  Heaven's  help,  we  will  take 
idvantage." 

Withdrawing  himself  from  his  post  of  observa- 
ion,  and  without  staying  to  witness  the  breaking 
jp  of  the  councilj  the  Commandant  crept  along 
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the  top  of  the  pile;  pushing  aside  some  Ofe^ 
hanging  branches,  he  exposed  thenoathof  aaoall 
cave»  hollowed  in  the  side  of  the  cliff,  and  motion- 
ing the  brothers  to  fUlow,  he  cr^t  within.  Thej 
fidlowed,  and  found  themselyes  in  a  small  square 
chamber,  which  owed  its  existence  partly  to  natare 
and  partly  to  art 

'<  This  is  not  the  first  time  diat  I  hate  been 
here,**  said  the  Commandant,  in  a  roice  whose 
excited  and  hurried  pitch  had  subsided  into  the 
deep  melancholy  tones  which  were  habitual  with 
him.  The  brothers  noticed,  too,  that  as  he  pointed 
to  a  long  heavy  chest  of  dark  wood,  that  occupied 
one  side  of  the  cell,  he  sighed  heavily,  and  an  ex- 
pression of  mournful  sadness  came  over  his  coon- 
tenance* 

"  I  do  not  know  why  I  have  brought  you  here," 
he  began,  **  for  I  could  have  carried  out  to  jon 
such  of  the  contents  of  that  chest  as  may  now  be 
useful  to  us.  You  are  the  first,  save  myself  and 
old  Jean,  whom  I  trust  yet  to  see  free  and  un- 
harmed, who  have  set  foot  in  this  cave.  There 
have  been  times  when  my  own  thoughts  grew  too 
loud,  and  memory  too  vivid  for  my  brain ;  solitude 
and  the  roar  of  the  torrent  seemed  to  soothe  me^ 
I  came  here.^  As  he  spoke  he  raised  the  lid  of 
the  chest ;  it  seemed  to  contain  military  unifenos, 
of  faded  scarlet  and  tarnished  gold:  these  were 
pushed  aside ;  several  rifles,  whose  dean  and  ser- 
viceable condition  contrasted  with  their  fided 
finery,  lay  beneath,  mingled  with  Indian  bows,  and 
quivers  full  of  arrows,  coils  of  thin  but  strong 
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:)pe  made  of  twbted  gut»  powder-flasks  and  bullet- 
ouchesy  with  some  dried  fruits  and  parched  com. 
le  placed  them  in  silence  on  the  floor  of  the 
hamber.  **I  had  a  medley  deposit  here,**  he 
xclaimedj  pointing  to  the  heap,  **  but  it  seemed 
>  streng^n  me  to  have  your  faces  looking  on 
hile  I  opened  that  chest,  for  it  contains  other 
ibgs  that  it  puns  me  to  look  upon." 

Taking  the  packet  Anak  had  given  him  from  his 
reast,  he  hastily  raised  the  comer  of  a  dark  silk 
loth  and  thrust  it  beneath.  The  brothers  had 
arely  time  to  see  what  lay  below,  but  it  seemed 
ke  an  old  hunting-whip,  with  a  heavy  iron  handle, 
II  rusted,  and  wrapped  in  linen  stained  with  blood. 
'he  Commandant  shut  down  the  lid,  and  as  the 
3ck  sprang  back  he  seemed  relieved,  and  with 
ager  haste  began  to  collect  and  arrange  the  rifles 
nd  other  stores. 

"  Here  is  enough  to  arm  us  all,*'  he  exclaimed ; 
^  they  were  placed  here  to  serve  us  in  our  hunting 
xpeditions  along  the  upper  lake,  but  they  vnll 
erve  us  well  now.  Distribute  the  rifles ;  I  will  go 
»nce  more  and  reconnoitre,  and  consider  what 
>Ians  we  shidl  adopt.  And  see  I  here  are  fruits 
Lsd  com!  we  can  at  least  quell  the  cravings  of 
lunger,  and  water  enough  trickles  down  the  floor 
>f  the  caTera  to  quench  thirst." 

While  the  brothers  descended  to  the  foot  of  the 
3ile,  where  their  three  followers  were  impatiently 
awaiting  them,  the  Commandant  returned  to  his 
post  of  observation  on  the  broken  heap. 

The  council  had  been  broken  up  on  the  upper 
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island — almost  all  the  chieft  had  departed  to  their 
quarters,  though  a  stroDg  body  of  waxriors  were 
still  left  there,  and  the  three  black  posts  of  torment 
stood  grimly  in  the  midst,  awaiting  their  victiiiis. 

Mainopah  and  his  friend,  Nakoona — the  chiet 
tain  that  appeared  to  hare  supported  him  in  oppoi> 
ing  the  fierce  dance  of  those  warriors  who  cslled  oat 
for  the  blood  of  their  captiTes — were  pacing  slowly 
up  and  down  the  shores  of  the  island  in  esmeit 
and  whispered  conversation.  But  the  CommandsBt 
had  no  eyes  for  them  now,  for  his  were  intently 
fixed  on  one  of  the  Indian  tents  pitched  in  the 
centre  of  the  middle  island.  He  thought  he  ooaU 
see  the  folds  of  one  of  them  move.  Again ;  now  it 
was  gently  raised,  and  Pauline,  once  more  Msino- 
pah*s  captive,  stepped  lightly  from  beneath  the 
tent,  followed  by  Merced.  They  stood  hesitatmg 
a  moment,  and  cast  looks  of  doubt  and  terror  at 
the  tent,  before  which  lay  the  panther^ skin;  they 
hurried  past  it,  and,  standing  close  to  the  folds 
of  the  other,  appeared  to  be  whispering  to  iti 
inmates,  starting  every  moment,  and  looking 
round,  as  if  in  dread  of  being  interrupted. 

"  They  are  safe !  Heaven,  I  thank  thee  I"*  mut- 
tered the  Commandant.  ''Their  fellow-captivesi 
too,  are  under  the  other  tent!**  Without  daring 
to  wait  an  instant  longer,  lest  they  should  again 
retire  to  their  own  tent,  he  beckoned  Harold  to 
his  side. 

**  Choose  me  the  strongest  of  those  Indian  bows 
and  the  straightest  arrow,**  he  exclaimed  in  hasty 
tones,  while  he  tore  a  leaf  from  his  tablets,  and 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 


KIBOID'B  nUMBAPH— THB  VLTIVO-BBISOB— VBB  OOJOflBBlR  i» 
HI8  F0LL0WBB8  OAIB  MflSBBBIOH  OF  THB  IBLABB  PBDOI,  AI> 
BBLBASB  nra  OAPTtYBS— DTDULKS  BtBOOYBB  ABD  DBBTBOT  BtHWI 
OF  BOm— ALL  SUBBOUBDBO^  ABB  BBIBBAV  OUY  OFT  OB  IW 
BIDB— BAKOOBA  OVFBM  FBBBDOM  fO  VBB  OOBOUBBABf  AUH- 
HB  AOOBPTS. 


Thb  hours  aeemed  to  lag  heavily,  to  the  Con- 
mandant  and  the  brotheni,  as  they  watched  at  the 
mouth  of  the  cave  every  movement  of  the  hdiu 
encampment. 

There  were  evidently  active  preparations  going 
forward  for  some  great  movement,  and  every  boor 
their  numbers  were  increased  by  the  arrival  of  fresh 
bandstand  further  and  longer  extended  the  lines  of 
tents  down  the  hourly  widening  banks  of  the  river. 

The  bustle  and  hum  of  preparation  was  broken 
every  now  and  then  by  the  yells  of  welcome  tbst 
greeted  the  new  comers,  and  the  shrill  neighing  of 
their  steeds  as  they  were  released  frooi  the  weight 
of  their  burdens.  These  were  &stened  upon  poles 
like  long  shafts,  whose  ends  were  suffered  to  trsil 
along  the  ground,  while  the  tent-cloths,  stores,  and 
sometimes  the  families  of  the  Indians,  were 
strapped  upon  cross-pieces  that  rested  on  the 
trailing  shafts. 
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The  whole  length  of  the  river  gorge  swarmed 
with  the  united  tribes,  and  the  watchers  all  felt 
their  hearts  tremble  at  the  thought  of  such  an 
overwhelming  horde  being  precipitated  upon  their 
unprepared  countrymen,  scattered  along  the  coast, 
and  in  the  inland  valleys. 

It  was  madness  for  the  handful  of  men  now 
waiting  in  the  cave  to  attempt  an  open  assault 
upon  such  an  immense  multitude ;  even  if  the 
men  could  have  cut  their  way  through,  it  was 
impossible  to  believe  that  the  females  had  the 
slightest  chance  of  escape.  But  the  Commandant's 
courage  did  not  fail ;  his  spirits,  on  the  contrary, 
rose  with  the  emergency,  and  with  the  excitement 
of  the  daring  deed  he  meditated,  the  habitual  gloom 
and  melancholy  that  oppressed  him,  vanished. 

Mainopah  had  retired  to  his  tent,  where  he  had 
been  joined  by  some  of  the '  principal  chiefs,  who, 
one  by  one,  departed  as  the  day  wore  away. 
The  Commandant  counted  those  that  came  and 
those  that  went,  and  anxiously  waited  until  the 
Leaping  Panther  himself  should  again  reappear. 
Only  one  thing  was  feared — that  he  would  withdraw 
the  captives  from  under  the  unsuspected  protection 
of  their  rifles;  but  Mainopah  had  chosen  the 
island  not  only  as  a  place  of  security,  but  also  with 
a  view  to  hide  from  the  notice  of  his  impatient 
followers,  those  for  whose  safety  his  authority 
could  scarcely  answer;  the  tents  being  scarcely 
▼isible  from  the  banks,  owing  to  the  cup-like  shape 
of  the  rocky  islet. 

**  They  are  all  gone  now  save  the  Chief  himself 
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and  the  Apachey"  whispered  the  Commandant  to 
the  brothers,  who  remained  at  his  side,  impatient 
for  darkness  to  cover  the  operations  which  he  had 
spent  the  day  in  preparing. 

"  They  are  gone,  and  I  know  Mainopah  toowdl 
to  believe  that  he  has  been  spending  his  time  m 
idle  talk  or  vain  speeches.  God  help  the  settlers,  if 
he  once  lets  loose  these  fiends  upon  them !  But  wt 
can  do  nothing  till  the  prisoners  are  rescued,  and 
then — ^then,  with  God's  help,  we  will  do  ourbest.^ 

^'  We  could  at  least  shoot  the  head  and  prime 
mover  of  all,  as  soon  as  he  re-appears  from  his 
tent ;  and  see,  the  Indian's  canoe  is  returning  from 
the  bank,"  said  Harold* 

'*  It  would  only  provoke  a  massacre  of  all  their 
captives  and  draw  pursuit  upon  ourselves ;  we  only 
owe  our  safety  to  this  dense  foliage  that  hides  the 
mouth  of  the  cave.  See  that  red-skin,  within  a 
score  yards  of  us ;  it  would  be  as  easy  for  him  and 
his  fellows  to  scale  this  pile  of  stones  from  the 
outside,  as  it  is  for  us  to  climb  it  from  within* 
We  might  hold  it  against  a  score,  but  not  agains: 
a  thousand.  No ! "  continued  the  Commandant, 
**  if  we  succeed  in  our  plan  of  reaching  the  island, 
we  may  chance  to  take  the  Leaping  Panther  in 
his  own  toils,  and  then  he  must  answer  for  his 
followers ;  though  I  know  him  too  well  to  hope 
much  from  that,  save  the  confusion  caused  bv 
his  absence." 

''Hist!  he  is  coming,**  whispered  Edgar,  as 
the  folds  of  the  largest  tent  were  raised,  and 
Mainopah  stepped  forth,  followed  by  Nakoona. 
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The  two  chiefs  stood  a  moment  in  front  of  the 
tent  containing  Pauline  and  Merced^  as  if  waiting 
to  see  the  result  of  the  summons  which  Mainopah 
appeared  to  have  made,  though  no  sound  had 
reached  their  hiding-place.  The  summons,  however, 
to  judge  from  Mainopah's  embarrassed  and  hesi- 
tating manner,  was  one  rather  of  entreaty  than 
command.  His  bearing,  so  different  from  that  of  an 
Indian  warrior  of  such  tried  renown,  excited  the 
surprise  of  his  brother  chieftain;  who  pausing 
an  instant,  stepped  forward,  and  with  the  point 
of  his  long  lance  raised  the  folds  of  the  tent.  The 
gesture  was  so  threatening  that  involuntarily  the 
watchful  observants  in  the  cave  levelled  their 
rifles  at  the  Apache. 

But  the  young  chief  with  grave  courtesy  dropped 
the  point  of  his  lance  upon  the  sand  as  the  two 
girls  came  forth,  gazing  upon  the  chieftains  like 
two  startled  fawns,  and  clinging  to  each  other's 
arms  for  support.  ' 

In  vain  the  Commandant  strained  to  catch  a 
sound  from  Mainopah's  lips  ;  he  could  hear  nothing 
but  the  hollow  roar  of  the  river.  But  the  Chief's 
gestures  were  significant.  He  pointed  to  the  sun 
in  the  west,  made  a  motion  round  to  the  east,  again 
pointed  down  the  river,  and  described  the  action 
of  rowing,  and  then  pointed  to  himself  and  the 
Apache,  who,  comprehending  his  motions,  nodded 
assent.  Without  waiting  to  witness  the  effect  of 
his  communication,  but  shaking  his  clenched  fist 
menacingly  at  the  third  tent,  he  left  the  island  in 
the  canoe  already  mentioned. 
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The  Commandant  watched  him  step  on  the  banV 
from  the  canoe,  mount  hia  horse,  that  was  waiting 
for  him,  attended  still  by  the  Apache,  and  gallop 
at  full  speed  down  the  river  side,  in  the  direetioQ 
of  Yalcielo. 

The  two  girls  stood  as  if  stupified,  though  they 
understood  too  well  that  the  Indians  meant  after 
one  course  of  the  sun  to  convey  them  away  in  the 
canoe.  As  soon  as  they  were  satisfied  that  they 
were  left  alone  once  more,  Merced  cast  quick  snd 
inquiring  glances  all  round,  and  once  naore  ap» 
proached  the  small  tent,  which  had  remainad  all 
day  undisturbed. 

The  Commandant  waited  until  the  fluttering 
robes  of  Mainopah  had  disappeared  in  the  distance, 
and  again  discharged  an  arrow,  which  this  time 
conveyed  a  message  prepared  with  more  carei  and 
at  greater  length. 

In  breathless  anxiety  the  three  watched  the 
arrow  fall  with  true  aim  at  Merced's  feet.  She 
took  it  up,  and  unfolded  the  paper  rolled  round  it, 
looking  on  all  sides  inquiringly. 

**  We  shall  see  how  she  signals,"  whispered  the 
Commandant;  ''the  directions  were  jdain,  and 
Merced  is  quick  enough  to  comprehend,  and  bold 
enough  t6  execute."  As  he  spoke  he  cautioutly 
protruded  a  small  white  rag  between  the  branches 
of  the  creeper  before  him.  The  signal,  quick  »» 
a  flash  of  gunpowder,  caught  Meroed'a  eye. 

She  raised  her  hand  to  her  focehead,  and  im- 
mediately  turned  her  face  to  look  in  the  opposite 
direction. 
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''She  has  understood;  she  will  be  able  to 
execute  her  part  noblj,^^  exclaimed  the  Com- 
mandant triumphaatlj^  as  he  withdrew  his  signal. 
*'  She  will  read  all  carefully^  and  not  by  a  look 
will  she  give  any  chance  scout  who  may  be  on  the 
watch,  any  indication  of  where  we  are.  Mark  well, 
boys,  she  is  going  to  make  signals. 

**  Her  left  hand  rises  *  three  times/ — there  are 
three  prisoners;  God  only  knows  who  they  are, — 
I  did  not  dare  to  ask  that.  Her  right  arm  is  bent 
up !  They  are  fast  bound.  With  her  left  hand 
she  leans  twice  on  the  young  American  girl ! 
Two  are  wounded.  She  clasps  her  hands  bdiind 
her  !  There  are  no  guards  in  their  tent.  Hurrah ! 
we  shall  rescue  them  yet  She  walks  cautiously 
to  the  brink.  Yes,  girls ;  yes,  brave  Merced,  that 
stout  old  stump  will  do;  it  is  strong  and  firmly 
rooted.  Bring  up  the  coil,  boys — ^let  us  begin. — 
Nay,  I  forget;  Merced  is  wiser  than  I — they 
retire  to  the  tent!  in  an  hour  we  shall  have  it 
dark.  I  told  them  to  wait  until  then,  and  we 
shall  need  fully  that  time  to  make  all  ready." 

**  I  wish  we  could  send  them  a  knife-blade  to 
set  the  prisoners  free,"  said  Edgar ;  *'  it  would  not 
weigh  heavily  upon  a  large  arrow*" 

'^Better  as  it  is,"  replied  the  Commandant, 
*^  they  do  not  know  our  plans,  and  could  not  act 
in  concert*  They  would  commit  us  by  some 
outbreak." 

Never  was  the  quick  deepening  of  twilight  into 
darkness  more  ardently  prayed  for  than  by  the 
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Commandant  and  his  young  companion8  on  Uiat 
eventful  evening.  They  were  anxious  to  make 
use  of  the  first  hours  of  darkness,  lest  the  return 
of  Mainopah  should  disconcert  all  their  plans,  and 
scarcely  waiting  until  it  came,  the  Commandant 
fitted  a  large  arrow,  which  he  had  attached  to  a 
long  and  light  horse-hair  thread,  to  the  string  of 
his  powerful  bow.  This  time  he  drew  it  to  its 
full  stretch ;  the  missile  hurtled  through  the  air, 
carrying  with  it  in  safety  its  long  train. 

There  was  barely  light  enough  to  detect  some 
dark  object  move  swifdy  from  the  nearest  tent  to 
the  spot  where  it  fell,  but  the  Commandant  could 
not  repress  a  cry  of  joy  as  he  felt  the  thread 
tighten  in  his  grasp,  then  slip  through  his  hands; 
the  strain  grew  stronger,  and  the  thicker  cord  of 
twisted  gut  and  strips  of  bufialo-hide  followed.  The 
strain  ceased,  and  after  pausing  a  few  minutes,  with 
hands  trembling  in  his  eagerness,  the  Commandant 
ventured  to  pull  the  cord.  It  resisted  his  pull;  he 
applied  more  force  still,  the  cord  was  firm. 

''  Here,  Harold,  Dickon,  Edgar,  pull,  and  if  it 
resist  our  united  strength,  it  will  sustain  us  well." 

The  cord  stretched,  but  still  the  strands  held, 
and  tight  as  ship-shrouds  they  fastened  it  round  a 
projecting  pinnacle  of  rock.  A  heavy  piece  of  rock 
was  next  enveloped  in  one  of  their  blankets,  and 
slung  upon  the  inclined  and  tightened  cord, 

A  second  cord,  equally  strong  with  the  fint, 
served  as  a  guide-rope  to  let  it  descend*  In  a  tew 
minutes  a    second    cord   was  attached  like   the 
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mer ;  using  their  long  rifles  as  levers,  the  stretched 
les  were  again  tighten'ed,  and  they  coald  scarcely 
^p  down  a  cheer,  as  confidence  in  the  success  of 
ir  bold  scheme  made  their  hearts  beat  quick  in 
>atient  hope. 

Screed  had  caught  the  thin  thread  carried  by 
Commandant's  arrow,  had  drawn  down  the 
:ker  cord  of  gut  and  hide,  and  with  Pauline's 
p  had  fastened  it  firmly  round  a  willow  stump 
t  grew  at  the  edge  of  the  island.  In  the  same 
J  they  secured  the  second  cord,  brought  down 
the  blanket  and  stone,  and  thus,  high  above  the 
ds  of  the  unsuspecting  Indian  scouts,  a  path 
\  opened  by  the  daring  pale-fiices  into  the  centre 
their  camp,  and  a  way  provided  for  the  escape 
^heir  intended  victims. 

Phe  Commandant  was  the  first  to  make  the 
cent,  and  leaving  Ishronah  with  Oscar  crouched 
his  side,  to  guard  the  cave's  mouth,  Edgar 
ught  up  the  rear,  each  one  following  at  suffi- 
Qt  intervals  to  allow  his  predecessor  to  reach  the 
tom. 

3n  arriving  at  the  foot  of  the  rope,  Edgar  found 
t  the  captives  had  been  already  released,  and 
irold  stood  with  hand  ready  stretched  to  help 
1  to  step  from  the  stout  stunted  tree,  to  which 
\  ropes  were  fastened,  to  the  rocky  platform 
ere  all  were  gathered  in  safety  to  receive  and 
Icome  him.  But  they  had  short  space  for 
itual  congratulation — their  task  was  but  half 
npleted. 

'^  We  have  now  to  give  an  account  of  the  sen- 
70L.  U.  fi 


Digjl^ 


byGoOgi' 


362  .  bannirford;  oEj 

tinels/'    muttered   Harold,  ''and 
prepare  to  re-ascend — all — all  in  f] 

A  sharp  half-stifled  cr j  arose  as 
behind  the  island  there  was  a  hea^ 
was  followed  immediately  by  anoth< 
leaned  over  to  penetrate  the  darki 
Tented  them  from  seeing  beyond  t: 
few  feet.  Anak,  followed  by  Kana 
rose  apparently  from  the  river,  ai 
their  feet  beside  them. 

"  All  18  clear»*  exclaimed  Anak^ 
the  island  to  ourselves,  but  ho^ 
have  it  so,  is  another  matter,  for 
vagabond  got  his  mouth  open  to 
For  heaven's  sake.  Captain,  let  us 
in  safety  and  then  we  can  have  tin 

The  Commandant  was  kneeling 
chafing  old  Jean's  numbed  limbs,  vi 
the  ligatures  had  stopped;  the  ol 
had  a  deep  gash  from  a  tomahaw 
and  Pauline  was  binding  it  up 
Merced  with  affectionate  care  was 
brother,  Don  Antonio,  who  bad  al 
wounded ;  but  Anak  had  escaped 
and  bruises. 

The  most  complete  success  had  fa 
the  Commandant's  plans,  but  the 
surface  of  a  mine  that  might  explo 
The  blanket  in  which  it  was  inten 
girls  and  the  wounded  was  alread 
Anak,  leaning  forward,  with  firm 
hands  on  the  cords,  ready  to  moun 
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to  poU  them  up  by  means  of  the  guide-rope,  when 
a  sudden  glare  of  light  flashed  in  his  face ;  he 
started  back,  and  a  canoe  filled  with  Indian 
warrion,  and  bearing  a  lighted  torch  in  the  bow, 
glided  along-tide  the  island. 

One  of  the  warriors  looked  upwards^  as  the 
canoe  passed  beneath  the  cords,  and  in  an  instant 
a  blow  from  his  glittering  tomahawk  divided  the 
tightened  strands. 

**  To  cover,  all ! — ^we  have  nothing  left  for  it  but 
to  fig^t  to  the  last,*'  cried  Anak,  as  the  canoe  shot 
down  the  stream,  and  cries  of  alarm  were  taken  up, 
and  repeated  upon  the  upper  and  lower  islands, 
asd  all  along  the  banks  of  the  river ;  while,  as  if 
by  magic,  a  hundred  watch-fires  lighted  up  the 
whole  gorge  with  a  glare  bright  as  that  of  day. 

It  was  fortunate  for  the  little  party  that  they  had 
descended,  save  Ishronah^  who  with  Oscar  was 
left  on  guard  in  the  canoe :  without  including  the 
two  wounded,  they  mustered  now  six  stout  de- 
fenders, and  as  long  as  the  supplies  of  food,  which 
they  luckily  found  in  Mainopah's  tent,  held  out, 
they  did  not  fear  being  able  to  keep  the  island. 

The  alarm  given  aldkig  the  Indian  encampment 
was  followed  by  a  close  and  general  discharge  upon 
the  island.  A  place  of  safety,  protected  on  all 
•idea  by  the  granite  peaks,  was  found  for  the 
wounded  and  the  girls,  and  the  natural  defences 
of  the  island  were  sueh,  that  it  might  be  held  by 
vigorous  defenders  without  exposing  themselves  to 
the  distant  fire  from  the  banks. 

That  the  Indians  in  their  first  burst  of  rage 
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would  try  a  hand-to-hand  assault  was  probable,  tnd 
in  firm  tones  of  encouragement  the  Commandant 
bade  all  stand  upon  their  guard  and  prepare  for 
it.  The  accuracy  of  their  aims  told  with  &tal 
effect  upon  the  Indians  who  Tentured  to  ihow 
themselves  upon  the  near  parts  of  the  upper  and 
lower  islands,  or  the  banks  of  the  rirer  within 
rifle-shot* 

More  than  once,  a  canoe  fully  manned  with 
warriors  had  been  precipitately  abandoned  under 
their  fatal  fire.  The  discharge  of  the  Indian 
became  more  distant,  and  Anak,  whose  pieee  had 
grown  hot  from  his  frequent  shots,  gave  a  whoq) 
of  triumph  at  their  success,  and  raising  his  huge 
form  upon  an  exposed  rock,  brandbhed  his  rifle  in 
taunting  defiance.  He  was  near  paying  dearly  for 
his  temerity,  for  a  ball  from  an  unseen  foe  flattened 
upon  the  barrel  of  his  rifle,  and  struck  it  from 
between  his  hands. 

'^That  ball  came  from  aboTe,^'  cried  Anak, 
coolly .  lifting  the  flattened  lead,  and  looking 
upwards  on  all  sides.  The  broken  pile  of  rocb 
that  lay  across  the  cavern  mouth  was  the  only 
point  from  which  the  interior  of  the  island  cooU 
be  commanded  by  the  assailants,  all  the  other 
faces  of  the  cliffi  being  too  precipitous. 

» ''  If  they  once  establish  themselves  among  those 
bushes,  Anak,**  said  the  Commandant,  pressing 
his  hand  upon  the  giant's  shoulder,  to  make  him 
crouch  behind  cover,  "  they  can  pibk  us  off  at  their 
leisure :  we  have  however  one  advantage ;  luckily, 
they  are  in  the  light,  and  we  in  the  darkness;  hot 
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a  cliance  shot  would  be  fisital  to  us ;  while  we  can, 
we  must  play  at  long  bowls." 

**  One  of  the  Tarmint,  for  sartiui  has  'stablished 
himself  up  therei  but  if  I  get  a  sight  of  his  finger^ 
he  shall  come  down  if  there  be  vartue  in  lead/' 
replied  Anak. 

^  There  go  two  more  of  them/*  cried  Haroldj 
whose  post  lay  on  thb  side  of  the  island ;  ''  take 
the  right,  Anski  I  take  the  left." 

The  two  dark  objectSi  which,  scarcely  distin* 
guishable  from  the  rocks  over  which  they  were 
creeping,  had  attracted  Harold's  notice,  came 
tumbling  down  upon  the  shingle  below,  ere  the 
smoke  of  their  rifles  had  cleared  away,  but  in 
answer  to  their  fire,  another  bullet  came  whistling 
down  from  among  the  creepers  above,  and  this 
time  Anak's  right  arm  fell  powerless  to  his  side. 

*'  Cuss  the  varmint,  he  has  hit  me  now,"  he 
muttered.  *^  Anyhow,  I  will  have  a  slap  at  him, 
if  I  fire  with  my  left  arm." 

But  there  was  another  avenger  near,  for  with  a 
furious  bound  Oscar  leaped  forth  from  the  cavern 
down  among  the  bushes,  and  rolling  over  and 
ofver,  growling,  tearing  and  biting,  fell  upon  the 
bank,  still  clinging  to  the  Indian  whom  he  had  so 
effectually  dislodged  from  his  hiding-place.  There 
was  a  short  struggle,  and  then,  leaving  his  enemy 
motionless,  the  dog  plunged  into  the  river  and  came 
swimming  off  to  the  island,  to  receive  his  master's 
caresa  for  his  gaUant  and  timely  help.  The  pile  was 
too  well  watched  afterwards,  to  allow  any  other 
aaamlant  to  creep  up  unobserved.  The  Indians  kept 
b8 
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up  a  bright  glare  of  light  on  their  s 
them  to  distinguish  and  frustrate  any 
garrison  to  leave  the  island ;  while 
sustained  fire  kept  up  by  the  defen< 
them  from  making  any  close  obs 
caused  their  discharge  to  slacken  an( 

**  They  are  preparing  for  the  assa 
Commandant,  as  a  canoe  shot  fr< 
banks  of  the  upper  island.  "  Stay,  1 
it  bears  a  white  flag,  and  a  single  w; 
Mainopah  himself." 

The  canoe  came  floating  down 
fixed  in  the  bow  was  a  flaming  torcl 
a  lance,  bearing  a  square  of  whit 
erect  in  the  middle  stood  the  tall  anc 
of  Nakoona  the  Apache.  The  eh 
signs  of  hesitation  or  fear,  as  he  app 
reach  of  the  pale-face  rifles.  Mail 
him  that  the  white  rag  was  medicin 
men,  and  Nakoona  believed,  and  foi 
light  touch  of  his  paddle  on  either 
canoe  in  its  course,  and  as  he  float 
the  trunk  of  the  tree  round  whic! 
the  severed  cords,  a  single  grasp  of 
sufficient  to  stop  the  progress  of  the 

"  Where  is  the  pale-face  frien 
manche  brave,  the  Leaping  Pant 
claimed,  using  the  language  of  1 
tribe,  "  where  is  he  ?  Nakoona  is  ; 
the  Leaping  Panther,  and  he  woulc 
ears  of  the  pale-face  what  Main< 
him." 
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The  -Commandant  beckoned  his  companions  to 
fall  back,  and  stepped  alone  on  the  platform. 

**  What  says  Mainopah  ?  his  face  is  darkened  to 
the  companion  of  his  first  battles,  and  his  hand  is 
red  with  the  blood  of  my  pale-face  brothers." 

*'  The  Leaping  Panther's  words  are  few.  The 
woods  are  open  to  his  friend,  let  him  escape.  No 
Indian  will  follow  on  his  trail,  and  Nakoona^s 
canoe  will  set  him  upon  land.'* 

**  And  the  others,  Nakoona  ?  what  terms,  what 
offer  does  the  Leaping  Panther  make  for  them  ?" 

**  Our  warriors  are  on  their  trail,"  replied  the 
Apache,  pointing  up  to  the  cavern.  '^  When  day* 
light  comes,  the  pale-faces  will  hear  their  rifles 
speak  from  above,  and  they  will  find  no  cover. 
The  pale-faces  have  strong  arms,  and  love  the 
darkness.  When  the  sun  comes,  the  Indians  will 
laugh  at  them ;  why  should  our  young  men  strike 
rocks  that  cannot  feel  ? — they  only  hide  the  pale- 
faces by  night.  Mainopah's  words  are  wise ;  we 
are  many,  but  not  too  many  to  drive  all  the  pale-* 
faces  into  the  sea.  Why  then  should  our  warriors 
die  when  the  pale-faces  are  shut  in  above,  below, 
and  on  every  side  ?  When  the  sun  comes  they  must 
die  like  trapped  coyotes.  Are  they  birds  ?  they 
can  leap  down,  but  they  cannot  fly  up ;  are  they 
fishes?  they  can  swim  on  the  surface,  but  they 
cannot  float  at  the  bottom;  the  eyes  of  three 
tribes  watch  the  river,  from  the  be^ver-dam  by 
the  lake  to  the  burning  ruins  of  the  pale-face 
¥rigwams.  Go,  the  Apaches  and  the  Comanches 
yell  for  their  prisoners,  and  have  gone  to  the  woods 
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to  cut  more  stakes^  for  they  are  mai 
path  is  open  to  Mainopah's  friend  ;  h 
Nakoona's  canoe,  and  go." 

But  the  Commandant  seemed  not  tc 
the  concluding  words  of  the  Indian's  n 
beaver-dam,"  he  muttered  to  himself, 
did  I  not  think  of  that  before  ? — Staj, 
to  consult  my  companions.*^ 

The  Apache  with  silent  dignity  fol 
robe  around  him,  and  though  his  tall  foi 
motionless,  his  eyes  wandered  quickly  i 
the  rocks  at  the  side  to  the  interior  of 
but  the  rocky  platform  was  too  much 
the  surface  of  the  water  for  him  to  see 
without  betraying  that  curiosity  whicl 
chief  would  consider  unworthy  of  him. 

Bidding  Anak  and  the  brothers  keep 
the  Chief  and  watch  every  symptom  o 
the  Commandant  hurried  to  the  tent  w 
left  old  Jean  under  Pauline's  care- 
kind  inquiry  after  the  wounded,  and  gav 
confidence-inspiring  nod  to  the  girls.  " 
be  well,  but  I  must  ask  Jean  a  questio 
may  pain  him  to  disturb  his  rest." 

There  was  hardly  enough  light  to 
man's  face,  but  at  the  sound  of  his  nu 
he  raised  himself  on  his  elbow.  The  C 
knelt  at  his  side  and  muttered  a  few  v 
ear.  The  old  man  nodded  a  quick  aj 
question. 

**  You  are  sure,  Jean  ?  '*  exclaimed 
maudant.     "  Then,  girls,  you  are  sav< 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


LAD  STRXET  BILL. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


S70  BANNEBIOBD. 

by  the  projecting  roots  of  the  treej  and  seated  him- 
self silently  in  the  canoe. 

**  I  am  glad  he  has  consented,**  exclaimed  Edgar, 
« though  I  hardly  expected  that  he  would  have 
left  us.** 

''  rU  answer  for  my  old  commander,**  replied 
Anak,  stoutly.  ^*  We  shall  hear  more  of  him  before 
long.  He  has  gone  on  some  desperate  risk,  or  he 
would  have  told  us  his  intentions;  but  he  perhaps 
feared  we  should  oppose  his  purpose.** 

''  We  are  one  less  in  number,  and  each  must 
make  it  out  by  more  vigilanqe,**  said  Harold, 
though  he,  too,  had  evidently  been  taken  aback  by 
the  Commandant's  apparent  desertion. 

"  We  have  till  morning,**  said  Edgar,  "  before 
the  attack  will  take  place.  He  told  us  as  much ; 
but  let  us  be  ready  for  it  at  any  instant,  and  so 
dispose  ourselves  in  our  little  fortress  that  each 
defender  may  be  as  good  as  a  garrison.** 


END  OF  YOU  m 
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Upon  Kakoona's  departure  the  defenders  waited 
in  dread  anxiety,  expecting  that  the  attack  would 
be  renewed;  but  when  hour  after  hour  passed 
without  even  the  report  of  a  distant  riflei  all  began 
to  entertain  hopes  that  the  Commandant  had  bee;a 
successful  in  his  intercession  with  Mainopab,  or 
at  least  had  not  failed  in  his  purposes  of  drawing 
off  the  attack,  by  whatever  means  they  were  to  be 
effected. 

The  night  was  threatening,  and  when  the  moon 
rose  late,  thick  heavy  clouds  at  times  came  surging 
and  rolling  across  her  face,  obscuring  her  pale 
beams  for  a  moment;  and  then  they  shone  out 
again  with  a  brightness  that  caused  the  garrison  to 
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withdraw  Into  the  deep  shadows  of  the  island^ 
while  it  enabled  them  to  command  a  fidl  Tiew  of 
the  other  islands* 

To  their  great  surprise  a  high  bank  or  breast- 
work of  either  earth  or  branches  had  been  thrown 
up  across  the  nearest  points. 

**  No  Injin  work  that,  I  say  agin,**  grnmbled 
Anak,  while  his  eye  in  vain  ranged  round  to  dis- 
cover a  single  foe;  but  even  the  fires  in  their 
immediate  neighbourhood  had  been  extinguished, 
though  they  shone  thickly  enough  in  the  distance 
on  both  sides*  There  continued  also,  all  tbrouieh 
the  night,  a  busy  hum  of  preparation  that  rose 
above  the  murmur  of  the  riven 

'^  There  is  mischief  enough  brewing,  I  can  hear," 
said  Anak,  with  a  doubtful  shake  of  the  head. 
<<We  shall  have  morning  here  in  three  or  four 
hours,  and  we  may  then  get  a  sight  at  one  of  them 
skulking  devib,  though  they  will  sight  us  plain 
enough,  too,  unless  Ishronah  manages  to  hold  the 
cavern,  which  ain't  likely.  I  reckon  they  don't 
mean  to  let  us  alone  much  longer ;  even  now  the 
distant  hum  is  deepening  into  a  roar  like  the 
beginning  of  a  typhoon.*^ 

Anak  leaned  forward  to  listen  as  the  sound 
increased ;  but  his  attention  was  caUed  off  from  all 
sounds  and  Indians  as  Pauline  appeared  at  his  side, 
and  beckoned  him  to  follow  her  to  the  tent  where 
old  Jean  lay. 

It  was  lighted  up  by  a  small  lamp  which  had 
been  found  in  Mainopah's  own  tent,  and  its  zaya, 
perfectly  invisible  from  without,  fell  dimly  upon 
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he  pallid  faces  of  the  two  sufferers  as  they  lay 
tretcked  upon  a  pile  of  furs  and  blankets.  It  was 
Fean  who  had  sent  for  Anak.  His  quick  ears  had 
letected  the  increasing  sound  of,  what  seemed  to 
II,  a  coming  tempesti  and  by  signs  which  Anak 
inderstoodi  he  requested  to  be  carried  out  to  a 
»lace  where  he  could  obtain  a  view  of  the  river, 
rhere  was  a  peculiar  gleam  of  satisfaction  on  the 
Id  man's  pale  face,  and  in  spite  of  the  pain  and 
uiguor  caused  by  his  wounds  there  came  a  flash 
nto  his  eyes,  and  he  struggled  hard  in  a  low  voice 
o  express  his  meaning.  AH  he  could  gasp  out 
ras,  "  Beware — the  river — keep  high  up  !  '* 

**  There  is  surely  a  storm  coming  down  from 
he  sierra/  said  Anak,  looking  up  at  the  dark 
louds  that  half  covered  the  sky. 

But  old  Jean  shook  his  head,  and  poidted  to  the 
iver.  It  was  .covered  with  white  foam,  and  ap- 
peared to  rush  past  with  unusual  velocity. 

"It  is  rising  —  Anak,  the  dam  —  it  will  not 
reach — ^  he  exclaimed  with  a  forced  effort. 

Cries  rather  of  terror  than  of  rage  now  came  from 
the  upper  encampment  of  the  Indians.  Every 
moment  they  increased,  v^hile  the  water  in  the 
river  every  instant  rose  higher  and  higher,  and 
Bowed  past  with  increased  velocity.  The  yells  of 
the  Indians  grew  more  appalling  than  any  Anak 
had  ever  heard^  as  the  torrent  came  roaring  on, 
driving  before  it  a  mass  of  crashing  trunks  of 
tree?,  and  here  and  there  a  shrieking  struggling 
form  entangled  and  crushed  among  their  broken 
branches. 

A3 
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The  Commandant  bad  completed  wkb  a  lev 
blows  of ^  his  axe  the  destruction  of  the  beafer- 
dam  that  had  pant  in  for  so  long  the  waten  of 
the  upper  lake,  and  let  loose  a  roaring  flood  upoa 
the  confounded  and  pa^ic-struck  red-men. 

The  old  Spanish  noble,  Don  Gabriel,  had  long 
before  made  preparations  for  draining  o£f  its  watos 
to  form  com  grounds,  and  his  Indian  serraats  were 
driven  off ^  from  their  almost  finished  task  bj  the 
sudden  appearance  of  the  Apaches  in  the  forest* 

Old  Jean's  information  enabled  the  Comroaadant 
to  carry  out  the  sudden  thought  that  flashed  acroM 
his  mind  at  Mainopah's  offer  of  liberty.  To  him- 
self Nakoona  had  kept  good  £uth.  Beariiig  that 
chieftain's  mantle  thrown  across  his  aboulden^ 
he  had  passed  unquestioned  through  the  hdiaa 
camp,  and  without  molestatiim  he  had  beea  suf- 
fered to  make  good  his  retreat  thro.ugh  the  forest. 
He  did  not  encounter  Mainopah — ^he  waaeogaged 
upon  the  upper  island — but  he  saw  evidenoes  of 
his  presence^  in  the  unusual  defences  there  erected 
by  his  followers.  How  terxible  and  effectual  were 
the  means  of  rescue  to  which  he  hadreooiuse,  was 
soon  evident. 

The  cries  of  the  Indians  were  drowaed  in  the 
thunder  of  a  huge  wave  that  cuirled  its  foaaing 
crest  high  above  the  bairks,  and  came  swtlUag 
down  the  narrow  goi^e,  filling  up  its  width  with  a 
roaring  cascade  from  bank  to  bank,  and  swallowiog 
up  and  overwhelming  all  and  everytbioig  that  it 
overtook. 
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The  moon  shone  out  clear  and  bright  at  the 
oment  that  the  mighty  wave  broke  and  divided 
und  the  island.  Its  rocky  foundations  shook  under 
e  shocks  and  high  as  the  defenders  were  above  the 
ir&ce  of  the  stream,  a  shower  of  spray  was  dashed 
er  their  heads.  The  brothers  could  scarcely  re- 
ess  a  shudder,  when  they  saw  the  boiling  surface 
)tted  with  dark  forms  struggling  in  the  agony 
despidr  as  they  were  swept  by  to  destruction. 
"  The  dam  has  burst ;  the  beaver-dam !  It  is 
oken  down !  *'  exclaimed  Edgar,  remembering 
ddenly  that  he  had  noticed  its  condition  as  he 
me  down  the  river. 

Anak  shook  his  fist  in  triumph,  and  without 
mOTse,  at  his  drowning  enemies.  '^  It  was  fairly 
id  bravely  done^**  he  cried.  "They  were  too 
rong  for  the  genuine  weapons  to  keep  'era  off.  I 
lowM  it  I  know*d  he  wasn't  the  man  to  leave 
>or  innocent  babes  to  their  devilish  marcies.  It 
u  well  done,  I  say,  and  hurrah  for  the  old  island ! 
gad,  I  thought  it  rocked  under  the  first  shock, 
lough  we  are  high  and  dry  after  all.'' 
Far  above  and  below,  the  white  foaming  sur- 
ce  of  the  flood  was  now  all  that  could  be  seen, 
id  vain  were  frantic  endeavours  of  the  drowning 
arriors  to  clutch  at  the  steep  slippery  sides  of  the 
most  perpendicular  cliffs  that  frowned  on  each 
de  of  the  gorge.  The  eddying  torrent  swept 
lem  down,  and  with  a  cry  of  despair  the  struggling 
retches  were  engulfed. 

The  two  islands  that  a  few  minutes  previously 
ad  been  covered  with  the   conical  tents  of  the 
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Comanches  and  Apaches^  were  submeiged  in  m 
instant  The  hissing  of  the  watch*fires  mingled 
with  the  noise  of  the  rushing  waters,  and  the 
thick  volume  of  steam  was  lost  in  the  dood  ef 
misty  spray  that  the  flood  drove  before  it* 
^  A  few  warriorsi  half  drowned,  and  exhausted  bj 
their  struggling  against  the  raging  torrent,  sue- 
deeded  in  clambering  up  among  the  pile  of  stones 
before  mentioned,  and  a  thrill  of  horror  shot 
through  the  breasts  of  the  brothers,  not  yet  har- 
dened to  look  upon  suffering,  as  they  beheld  a 
figure,  which  they  knew  at  once  to  be  Ishronah*s, 
descend  cautiously  from  the  cave,  brandishing  hi* 
glittering  tomahawk.  True  to  his  nature,  which 
knew  no  mercy  for  a  foe,  the  Indian  struck  down 
his  unresisting  victims,  and  one  by  one  they  fell 
with  &  heavy  plunge  into  the  river. 

The  brothers  covered  their  eyes  from  the  sight, 
but  an  exclamation  from  Anak  caused  them  to  look 
up,  and  directed  their  attention  to  another  quarter. 
A  single  glance  enabled  them  to  distinguish  a 
mounted  warrior,  whose  horse  gallantly  bore  his 
head  high  above  the  water ;  successfully  and  skil- 
fully  the  bold  rider  maintained  his  seat,  directing 
his  noble  steed  right  for  the  island.  The  Uade 
of  a  long  knife  flashed  in  the  moonlight  as  he  held 
it  betv^een  his  teeth;  one  hand  guided  his  horse, 
firmly  clenched  in  his  long  floating  mane ;  the 
other  held  a  long  lariat ;  and  first  to  one  side  and 
then  to  the  other  he  turned  his  eyes,  as  if  seeking 
some  projecting  crag  round  which  he  might  cast  the 
loop,  and  trust  to  his  own  muscles  and  the  stoot 
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cord  for  stemming  the  current  and  raising  himself 
from  the  water. 

As  he  shot  past  the  island  Anak  took  one  step 
forward  on  the  platform,  it  might  have  been  to  aid 
the  gallant  Chiefs  who  evidently  was  making  for  the 
tree-stump  near  which  he  stood.  The  eyes  of  the 
two  men  met — they  recognised  each  other. 

**  We  have  met,  giant  of  the  accursed  race," 
shouted  Mainopahi  and  raising  himself  in  his 
saddle^  he  hurled  the  rope  he  carried  with  venge- 
ful and  deadly  aim. 

Anak  had  no  time  to  draw  back-^the  noose  fell 
over  his  huge  shoulders.  His  efforts  to  resist  the 
strain  were  for  a  moment  successful,  and  the  Indian 
and  his  horse  swung  round  for  a  second,  while  Anak 
with  desperate  energy  clung  to  the  edge  of  the  rock 
from  which  he  had  been  dragged ;  but  the  strain 
upon  the  cord,  from  the  weight  of  horse  and  man, 
dius  suddenly  checked  in  that  tremendous  current, 
was  too  vast  even  for  Anak*s  iron  muscles  to  resist ; 
and  before  Harold  or  Edgar  could  reach  his  side 
he  was  jerked  backwards  into  the  flood.  His  faith- 
ful dog  sprang  in  after  him,  but  too  late ;  his  mas- 
ter's cry  for  aid  and  Mainopah's  wild  shout  of 
triumph  were  at  the  same  time  choked  by  the 
bubbling  waters  that  overwhelmed  them  both. 
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CHAPTEB  XXXIV. 

PBXPA.BATI0V8  FOB  BXTURH  HOMBWAKDft— OLD  VACBS  DEOP  TBIIK 
1UL8XS — TBI  LOST  XOTBKB  VIBDB  BBB  80V. 

A  WEEK  had  passed  away ;  again  the  sun  shone 
bright  upon  the  now  deserted  yallej*  The  birds 
screamedi  among  the  broken  yines  and  shattered 
orange-^trees,  their  lament  at  the  ruin  wrought. 
The  gardens  and  the  vineyards  were  trodden  down, 
and  two  heaps  of  charred  timbers  alone  remained 
where  the  ranchos  of  Valcielo  once  stood.  The 
valley  was  desertfed  by  the  living;  but  it  was 
peopled  by  the  dead.  The  mighty  flood  had 
triumphedi  and  far  and  wide  lay  the  sitS  trophies 
of  its  victory  to  bleach  and  whiten  in  the  sun. 

The  broken  remnants  of  the  Indian  tribes  who 
had  been  able  tb  escape  the  catastrophe,  were  far, 
far  away,  in  fall  retreat  to  their  wigwams  in  the 
distant  south.  Their  bonds  of  union  were  shat- 
tered, their  strength  in  an  hour  overwhelmed.  It 
was  without  fear  of  molestation  or  injury,  that 
the  Commandant  had  pitched  his  encampment 
deep  in  the  forest  that  bordered,  what  was  once, 
the  upper  lake.  He  had  chosen  an  open  clear- 
ing, removed  far  from  the  scene  of  strife;  and 
under  the  wide**spreading  branches  of  a  majestic 
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dar,  a  few  tents  had  been  erected.  The  waggon 
d  escaped  injury  from  its  sheltered  position  and 
i  weighty  burden,  Dickon  had  found  it  buried  to 
e  axle-trees  in  sand,  after  the  flood  had  subsided, 
d  by  the  aid  of  horses  captured  from  the  flying 
dians,  he  had  drawn  it  down  to  the  camp,  and 
w  it  stood  waiting  until  the  whole  party  set  out 
ion  their  march  to  the  coast.  All  were  anxious 
leave  the  scene  of  their  disastrous  victory,  for  it 
d  not  been  purchased  without  losses.  Poor  Anak 
d  been  foimd  fiur  down  the  valley;  and  the  moan* 
p  of  Oscar,  who  lay  crouched  at  his  side,  a  faith- 
1  guardian  of  his  master's  corpse,  had  directed 
e  researches  of  the  Commandant  to  the  spot 
lere  he  lay.  The  lariat  was  snapped,  but  the 
adly  noose  still  hung  round  bis  neck.  He  was 
terred  side  by  side  with  the  Spanish  hidalgo, 
lose  body  had  been  found  decently  enveloped  in 
idian  furs  in  the  bushes  where  Mainopah  had 
dered  it  to  be  laid. 

Taking  Ishronah  and  Elanacka  as  their  guides, 
e  Commandant  and  Harold,  during  the  halt 
bich  it  was  requisite  to  make  in  order  to  give  the 
Dunded  time  to  recover  strength,  beat  up  the  line 

march  they  proposed  to  take  to  the  sea-coast, 
>  make  sure  that  no  stragglers  firom  the  Indians 
ill  lurked  in  the  vicinity ;  and  then  turning  back, 
ley  resolved  to  penetrate  the  Sierra,  to  witness 
ith  their  own  eyes  the  wondrous  treasures  of  which 
dgar  had  given  full  accounts,  and  of  the  truth  of 
hich  the  waggon  contained  such  tangible  proofs. 

They  were  all  well  mounted  upon  the  choicest 
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of  the  Comanche  steedsi  which  were  found  feeding 
in  scattered  droyes,  far  out  upon  the  prairie^  The 
Commandant  felt  no  fear  at  leaving  their  encimp- 
ment  under  the  care  of  Edgar  and  Dickon,  and  to 
the  latter  he  had  particularly  commended  his 
wounded  and  still  suffering  old  follower.  Jean 
had>  with  what  appeared  the  caprice  of  a  siek 
person,  manifested  the  greatest  anxiety  to  keep 
Dickon  near  him ;  since  they  had  first  met  upon  the 
island,  when  Dickon  had  gently  assisted  him  into 
the  canoe,  whieh  conveyed  them  to  the  shore  when 
the  flood  had  subsided,  he  had  scarcely  suffered 
him  to  leave  his  sight.  When  they  were  alone, 
Dickon  had  observed  the  old  man  regarding  him, 
while  he  fancied  he  was  unobserved,  with  eyes 
filled  with  tears,  and  if  one  of  the  brothen  bj 
chance  was  present^  his  gaze  wandered  from  one 
to  the  other  with  an  air  of  bewilderment,  that  they 
ascribed  to  the  partial  delirium  caused  by  his  suf* 
ferings.  More  than  once  he  had  made  on  sack 
occasions  an  effort  to  speak  to  them,  but  the  words 
died  away  in  his  throat,  and  the  old  man,  weakened 
by  his  wounds  and  loss  of  blood,  fell  back  exhaosted 
by  emotions  which  were  inexplicable  to  those  who 
witnessed  them. 

The  young  Spaniard  was  fast  recovering  nnder 
the  watchful  care  of  his  sister,  who  found  her  only 
consolation  under  her  sorrow  at  the  loss  of  a  fitther, 
in  tending  upon  her  brother.  She  scaredy  ever 
left  his  side,  and  Pauline  was  almost  as  constant 
an  attendant.  But  the  conditioh  of  old  Jean  was 
more  precarious;    he  appeared  to  be  laboQiiag 
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kder  intense  mentali  as  well  as  bodily  sufferings 
lile  his  weakness  prevented  him  from  giving 
terance  to  what  was  pent  up  within.  What 
emed  strange  to  all,  the  presence  of  Dickon 
)ne  seemed  to  give  him  relief,  and  to  every  re- 
lest  of  his  sympathising  master  to  unburden  his 
ind,  he  would  reply  by  pointing  to  Dickon,  and 
lispering  in  a  faint  voice,  "  Wait  till  I  recover 
"ength.  I  cannot — I  dare  not — ^it  would  kill  me 
w."  The  old  man  would  then  close  his  eyes  and 
1  into  a  state  of  uneasy  unconsciousness.  ' 
It  was  during  the  absence  of  the  scouting  party 
it  an  incident  occurred  that  explained  all. 
Dickon  was  taking  his  turn  outside,  and  keeping 
itch  over  all  without,  Edgar  sat  at  old  Jean's  side 
he  lay  upon  the  pile  of  skins  that  the  Com* 
mdant  had  placed  for  him  in  his  own  tent, 
le  old  man^s  eyes  were  closed.  Edgar  thought 
slept.  His  thoughts  wandered,  and  taking  out 
>m  his  breast  the  leathern  case  he  always  carried 
sre,  he  opened  it,  to  indulge  himself  in  a  fond 
ze  upon  the  traced  lineaments  of  his  mother. 
is  heart  beat  with  proud  joy  at  the  thoughts  of 
ain  rejoining  her,  and  the  bright  future  he  had 
mly  planned,  assumed  the  distinctness  of  reality. 
le  open  case  fell  from  his  unconscious  hand&  and 
oke  his  reverie.  It  had  fallen  upon  the  couch. 
Edgar  started  as  he  saw  old  Jean's  emaciated 
nds  fasten  upon  it ;  and  holding  it  up  before  his 
»ined  eyes,  broken  words  fell  from  his  parted 
«.  The  colour  flushed  up  into  his  pale  face,  and 
a  voice  clear  and  loud,  as  if  the  sight  of  the  pic- 
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ture  had  been  a  talisman  to  renew  £is  strength,  be 
cried,— 

*'  I  am  strong  now,  and  can  bear  alL  Tell  me, 
whose  is  this  face  ?  and  tell  me  the  truth,  as  jou 
hope  to  be  saved!" 

"  It  is  mj  mother,**  replied  Edgar,  amased  at 
the  sudden  change  in  the  old  man,  whom  all  thought 
to  be  fast  sinking. 

<^  And  was  your  niother  called  Edith  Loos- 
more?*'  asked  the  old  man  in  broken  tones. 

**  She  was  so  called  once,**  faltered  Edgar. 

**  God,  I  thank  thee ! "  exclaimed  the  old  mao, 
looking  upwards;  '* strength  yet  but  for  a  few 
hours  is  all  I  ask.**  Turning  to  Edgar  lie  gasped 
out,  **  Ydu  will  find  in  that  dark  wooden  cliest  that 
stands  in  the  corner, — it  is  not  fastened,  though  I 
know  not  who  unlocked  it,  or  how  it  came  here, 
— ^you  will  find,  if  you  thrust  your  hand  down  the 
further  corner,  on  the  right,  a  long  thin  phial,-- 
quickly,  quickly,  give  it  me  before  it  is  too  late,  but 
to'uch  nothing,  look  at  nothing — but  hasten.** 

Edgar'  hastened  to  obey  his  directions,  and  still 
holding  the  portrait  in  one  hand,  the  old  man 
eagerly  took  the  phial  and  raided  it  to  his  lips.  It 
inras  a  strong  restorative  to  which  he  had  seen  his 
maimer  ha^e  recourse  upon  more  than  one  occa^ra. 
Its  e£fhct  "was  rapid,  for  without  gasping  the  old 
man  continued, — 

"  And  you  are  Edith  Lon$more's  s6nt** 

*'  Tell  me  first  who  you  are  that  asks  the 
question,"  said  Edgar,  lost  in  wonder  at  what  he 
heard. 
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**  No  matter — ^you  shall  know  all  sooiii  and  much 
mo»e  than  you  knew  before,''  replied  Jean  quickly; 
"  but  your  name  ? '  Oh,  have  mercy,  and  tell  me 
your  name !  * 

'<  I  am  called  Edgar  Bannerford." 

"  Edgar  Bannerford  t  ^  repeated  Jean,  slowly ; 
•'  Bannerford,  said  you  ?" 

''  I  am  the  unhappy  son  of  an  unhappy  father ; 
he  was  called  Sir  Martin  Bannerford/' 

'*  Sir  Martin — Sir  Martin !  and  is  he  not  dead?" 

"  I  fear  it  is  so,"  replied  Edgar  sadly ;  **  but  we 
knew  not  for  certain." 

*•  Then  he  did  not  fall  by  his — ^by— by  his  bro- 
ther's hand  ?"  convulsively  shrieked  out  the  old  man. 

**  Whoever  you  are,"  replied  Edgar,  "  you  are 
acquainted  with  a  sad  history.  Our  uncle  fled  from 
hb  country.  I  heard  all  from  my  mother ;  but  he 
was  innocent,  my  fiither  lived,  and  our  uncle— ^h ! 
where  is  he,  old  man  7  Speak,  if  you  know  aught 
ofhim.** 

"  Stop,  Edgar.  I  have  stifled  long  enough  the 
yearnings  of  my  own  heart,  but  it  was  right  that 
he,  my  master,  should  stand  first :  but  now  it  will 
out — Dickon,  your  faithful  follower — tell  me — ^is 
he—was  he— Miss  Edith's—  ?" 

"  He  was  the  elder  companion  of  our  boyhood, 
our  playmate,  and  protector,"  interposed  Edgar, 
with  a  burst  of  generous  warmth;  and  without 
waiting  until  Jean  gasped  out  his  broken  questions, 
'^  And  the  world  cannot  produce  a  more  ,  faithful, 
honest  heart,  than  that  which  beats  in  the  breast 
of  Dickon  Banger." 
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As  Edgar  uttered  the  last  words 
attracted  by  the  sound  of  voices  ai 
the  tent,  appeared  at  the  door. 

As  Jean's  eje  rested  upon  him 
joy  gave  vent  to  the  pent-up  feelii 
heart. 

"  My  son !  my  son  ! "  was  the 
burst  from  the  lips  of  the  parent, 
forth  her  open  arras  to  welcome 
she  had  found. 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 

msfaaxss  cubar  vp— waltbb  baithxbfobd  beoutxs  thi  ooir- 

FBSBIOir  or  JOITAB  FIUE. 

The  curtain  of  the  tent  was  drawn  aside.  Jean^ 
for  we  shall  still  retain  the  name^  holding  Dickon's 
hand  between  two  burning  and  emaciated  palms,  lay 
propped  up  upon  the  pillow,  so  that  the  fresh  breezes 
might  invigorate  a  frame  exhausted  by  sufferings 
and  burning  with  the  fever  of  excitement.  The 
Commandant  sat  by  his  side,  and  upon  the  ground 
at  his  feet  lay  open  the  packet  Anak  had  restored 
to  him ;  and  some  old  newspapers^  mingled  with 
proclamations  and  hue-and-cries  for  the  discovery 
and  apprehension  of  Walter  Bannerford^  on  the 
charge  of  fratricide,  were  scattered  before  him. 
The  rusty  iron  handle  of  a  large  hunting-whip 
protruded  from  under  the  pile,  and  the  Com- 
mandant's eyes  were  fixed  upon  it  in  intense 
thought,  while  upon  his  knee,  reversed^  but  open, 
lay  the  case  containing  Edith's  portrait. 

Jean  watched  the  Commandant's  averted  coun- 
tenance as  his  lips  moved,  and  he  muttered  to  him- 
self,— "  Can  it  be  true  ?  oan  this  be  reality  and  no 
dream  ?" 

"  It  is  true,  dear  Master  Walter ;  and  for  the 
first  time  since  I  followed  upon  your  traces  as  best 
I  could,  and  at  last  met  you,  as  you  remember,  on 
the  banks  of  the  St.  Laurence, — for  the  first  time 
have  I  had  a  happy  hour.     Forgive  me  if  I  have 
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deceived  you,  forgive  me  if  my  fii 
imposition  which  has  been  carried  on 
even  to  you,  Master  Walter,  I  could  i 
I  blush,  old  and  veorn  out  as  I  am,  1 

"  Say  no  more,  Jean.  You  have 
a  servant  as  you  were  an  affectionate 
And  these  boys  are  indeed  of  my 
Thanks,  good  Dickon,  that  you  led 
My  heart  is  torn  with  a  conflict 
feelings.  ^  Yes — they  are  of  my  ki 
not  see  them  yet.  Edith — Edith ! 
a  reproach  ?  I  know  not  alL  But,  J€ 
how  can  what  you  say  be  true  ?  I  s 
Martin  fall  beneath  the  murderou: 
vile  weapon  lying  at  my  feet ;  for  h( 
have  I  gazed  upon  the  blood-stainec 
entered  into  my  soul.  And  see  thesi 
proclamations,  how  they  hunted  for 
blood !  I  have  read  them  until  I  w 
were  not  blinded — fit  penance  for  t 
his  brother^s  blood.  And  yet  you 
Why  did  I  not  hear  the  glad  tidi 
dreaded  to  inquire — I  fled  lest  ] 
aught — and  these  are  his  sons,  ant 
Edith,  Edith,  I  shall  go  mad  with  jc 

"  Master  Walter,  this  is  no  time  i 
time  here  is  short,  I  feel  it,  but  still 
long  enough  to  see  your  fair  name  ( 
your  pardon  for  living  a  long  dece: 
in  your  secrets  (you  little  thought 
well,  before  you  unburdened  your  he 
deemed  worthy  of  the  trust),  and  yet 
reveal  in  or  mine*    I  have  lived  lon^  ei 
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I  parent's  heart  a  son  it  ycfarned  after*  and 
imed  as  one  deserted.  I  jiave  lived.  Master 
Iter,  to  see  you  yet  happy,  for  your  conscience 
be  clear," 

The  weight  of  crime  has  burned  its  traces  too 
>ly  in  my  brain,  Jean,  for  while  I  cannot  doubt, 
nnot  believe.** 

Send  for  the  youths,  then.  See  thepi.  Master 
Iter,  for  so  let  me  call  you  once  more— -see  your 
men,  they  will  copfirm  all  I  have  told  you,  and 
you  more.** 

No,  not  yet — ^not  now,"  cried  the  Commandant, 
ting  up.  "  Yet,  stay — there  was  something  I 
had  to  tell,  connected  with  this  mystery,  but 
r  joyful  discovery  had  made  me  forget  it. 
en  Dickon  met  us  in  the  forest,  and  led  me 
e  to  bring  me  to  you,  he  did  welL  I  must  com- 
ie  with  myself  before  I  can  look  upon  Edith's 
!,  but,  as  I  said,  there  is  yet  a  mystery,  Jean* 
were  hastening  back  hither  across  the  plain ; 
had  beheld  the  treasures  of  the  valley,  but  I 
left  behind,  almost  undefended,  what  I  valued 
e  than  gold.  I  said,  then,  that  we  were  spur- 
;  homewards,  when  my  horse — it  is  a  noble 
d,  Jean — started  at  something  lying  in  my  path, 
loked,  and  checked  him,  and  on  dismounting,  I 
od  what  I  took  to  be  a  rotting  skeleton,  a  heap 
mman  skin  and  bone,  wasted,  and  full  of  wounds 
I  sores, — but  still  the  wretch  breathed.  With 
le  difficulty  we  poured  some  liquid  down  his 
oat.  The  others  recognised  his  features.  I  had 
er  seen  him  before ;  and  yet,  on  heavily  opening 


4„. 


24  BANNEBfOBD;  0&^ 

his  eyes,  as  with  care  and  due  attention  we  restored 
him  to  his  senses,  Jean,  he  breathed  my  name, 
that  name  I  had  not  heard  for  years — ^that  name 
which  made  me  start, — and  once  more  the  remone 
that  has,  Fury  like,  for  years  pursued  me,  receiTed 
a  new  sting,  charged  with  double  venom.      Oh^ 
Jean,  my  faithful  follower,  you  know  how  I  hare 
sought  in  the  deepest  solitudes  of  the  wilderness  a 
refuge  fronl  conscience.     I  told  you  all  the  tale, 
your  devotion  seemed  so  true.  I  deemed  heaven  had 
sent  you  as  a  prop,  a  stay^  to  save  me  from  the  de- 
struction I  often  meditated,  and  always  sought  in 
vain.     Why  were  my  eyes  so  blind  as  not  to  see 
through  your  disguise  !     I  tried  at  first  to  shake 
you  off;  I  suspected  your  motives  in  following  me  ; 
but  when  I  found  you  true,  with  what  a  feeling  of 
relief  I  trusted  you !  Jean,  had  I  not  fled  the  society 
of  my  countrymen,  nay,  forsworn  my  country,  when 
I  feared  discovery  by  one  who  had  known  me  in 
former  days,  and  who,  by  hazard,  came  across  my 
path  in  Canada,  years  and  years  of  suffering,  of 
torment,  had  been  avoided — that  is,  if  all  this  tale 
be  true,  and  all  these  accursed  papers  fidse.**     As 
he  spoke,  the  Commandant  paused  in  the  short 
turns  he  had  been  taking  up  and  down  the  tent, 
and  pushed  the  pile  of  papers  fiercely  on  one  side. 
He  started  at  the  sight  of  the  hunting-whip.  "  Jean, 
we  will  have  that  wounded  man  brought  hither.    I 
would  you  should  see  him.     I  fear  his  hurts  are 
too  serious  for  him  to  linger  long,** 

*'  Then  we  shall  go  the  long  journey  together. 
Master,**  replied  Jean,  sinking  back  upon  his  couch. 
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**  Say  not  so,  Jean.  You  must  live  to  share  my 
happiness,  as  you  have  lived  to  alleviate  my  misery." 

The  old  follower  smiled  sadly. 

**  Hasten,  master — find  out,  if  you  can,  who  is 
this  stranger.  All  seems  to  be  revealed  at  once. 
Thank  God  he  spared  me  long  enough  for  this  I  *' 

Walter  Bannerford  soon  returned,  followed  by 
Dickon  and  Kanacka,  bearing  upon  a  blanket  the 
shattered  and  emaciated  frame  of  Jonas  File* 

At  first  Jean  had  eyes  only  for  Dickon.  The 
young  man  fiew  to  the  side  of  his  parent,  whose 
cheeks  flushed  with  fond  pleasure,  as  he  clasped 
her  hands  in  his,  and  then  raised  her  up  to  look 
upon  the  face  of  Jonas. 

**  I  know  him/*  muttered  Jean,  and  pressed  her 
hand  upon  her  brow.  '*  I  know  him ;  but  my  mind 
is  clouded.  Stranger,  who  are  you  ?  Speak.  Have 
we  not  met  before  ?  I  see  a  darkened  room — an 
old  man  sleeping  on  a  bed — ^a  figure  in  black  is 
Mrriting  by  his  side — no,  he  pours  some  potion  in 
his  cup — but  stay,  I  wander.  Bid  that  man  speak, 
and  tell  you  if  he  knows  me.  But  I  forget — ^none 
who  knew  me,  would  recognise  in  me  now,  what 
was  once  Jane  Ranger." 

Jonas  raised  his  head  as  the  name  fell  upon  his 
ear.  He  murmured  a  few  sounds,  but  they  were 
so  faint  that  the  Commandant,  who  knelt  at  his 
head,  could  not  catch  their  meaning. 

"  The  phial  I  give  him  the  restorative,"  said 
Jean,  taking  the  phial  from  beneath  her  pillow. 

The  Commandant  shook  his  head  as  he  saw 
whence   his  follower   had  obtained  the  fictitious 
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strength  that  seemed  fast  tb  be  leaving  her.  He 
had  more  than  once  had  recourse  to  the  strong  cor* 
dial  he  had  received  from  an  old  Aztec  Indian,  who 
told  him  it  put  three  hours  of  life  into  one>  and  he 
had  ever  found  more  evil  in  the  reaction  than  com- 
fort in  the  relief.  He  hesitated  to  pour  it  between 
the  parched  lips  of  Jonas ;  but,  urged  bj  Jean,  he 
consented. 

They  were  alone,  for  Dickon  had  reluctandj 
obeyed  his  parent's  wishes,  and  left  her  side,  pro- 
mising soon  to  return. 

The  cordial  of  the  old  Aztec  did  not  fSail  in  pro- 
ducing its  effect  upon  the  wounded  man,  as  it  had 
on  Jean.  His  glassy  eyes  brightened,  and  the  W(»ds 
came  slowly  and  distinctly  from  his  relieved  chest, 
as  he  gazed  around  him*  His  glance  fell  on  the 
Commandant. 

•*  Walter  Bannerford,  I  know  you  welL  Yon 
do  not  remember  the  villain  who  lies  stricken  at 
your  feet.  You  do  not  remember  Jonas  File.  I 
remember  all — ^all !  As  I  lay  on  that  dreadful  rock 
my  past  life  came  all  before  me,  and  J  repented — 
yes,  Jonas  File  repented ;  that  gave  him  strength 
to  cast  himself  down  into  that  roaring,  foaming  tor- 
rent, and  he  did  not  die — ^no,  there  is  mercj  yet 
for  him — he  repented.  What  does  the  Bible  say? 
Is  there  not  mercy  ?  I  crept  and  crawled.  Rep- 
tiles, roots,  berries,  I  found  them  all — ^then  there  is 
mercy.  I  feel  strong  once  more,  and  perhaps  it  is 
foolish  to  confess  what  may  bring  ruin  upon  me ; 
but  no,  I  repented,  and  I  was  not  killed.  Even 
now  my  pains  are  ceasing — ^yes,  you  saved  me. 
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Walter  Bannerford,  you  saved  liim  who  had  done 
you  the  greatest  wrong  man  could  do  to  man.  I 
robbed  you  of  your  inheritance,  and  worse,  far 
wrorse,  was  the  crime  that  I  committed." 

Jean  and  the  Commandant  listened  without  in- 
terrupting. The  wounded  man  faltered,  he  looked 
round,  first  at  one,  and  then  at  the  other  of  them, 
md  began  again,  as  if  he  had  regained  new  power 
rom  looking  upon  them. 

**  Jane  Ranger!  who  called  upon  Jane  Ranger? 
[  knew  her.  I  gave  her  the  drug  that  lulled  her 
o  sleep  by  old  Sir  Martinis  bed,  and  then — hush  ! 
lo  one  can  hear  it?  I  have  repented,  and  they 
rill  have  mercy  now.  Oh  !  these  pains  are  racking 
DC  again — more,  give  me  more  of  that  precious 
brink,  and  tell  me  there  is  mercy." 

The  dying  wretch  writhed  and  groaned  in 
orments; — the  bruises  and  fractures  he  had  re- 
eived  were  terrible,  but  famine  strangely  seemed 
0  have  prevented  him  from  feeling  them  so  acutely 
8  he  would  otherwise  have  done.  But  the  wounds 
«gan  to  assume  a  fatal  appearance ;  and  in  com- 
kasfioQ  to  his  sufferings,  which  the  potion  so 
ffectually  eased,  Walter  Bannerford  again  put  the 
»hial  to  his  lips. 

Jeaa  bent  forward,  and  motioning  her  master 
lot  to  speak,  seemed  to  strain  every  faculty  to 
atch  the  slightest  sound.  Jonas  ha4  been  laid  by 
be  side  of  the  pile  on  which  she  lay ;  a  few  feet 
eparated  them,  and  the  Commandant  sat  between 
hem,  80  that  both  could  look  upon  his  distorted 
b2 
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features.  There  was  something  about  him  to 
remind  them  of  him  whom  they  both  had  known  in 
England,  and  on  his  mentioning  his  name,  neither 
had  a  doubt  of  his  identity. 

The  draught  once  more  worked  its  effect ;  the 
dying  man  spoke  once  more.  "  I  knew  I  should 
have  mercy — the  pains  are  gone!  Yes;  I  shall 
live.     Tell  me,  whoever  you  are — I  shall  live." 

His  eye,  once  more  unglazed,  became  fixed  upon 
the  Commandant's  fitce.  *'  Aye,  Mr.  Walter,  I 
know  you ;  and  you  will  stand  by  Jonas,  if  he  will 
tell  you  where  you  may  find — "  Here  he  stopped, 
and  an  expression  of  his  old  cunning  came  over  the 
wretch's  face.  "  But  promise  first; — ^you  must 
keep  your  word,  too." 

**  Promise  him.  Master  Walter.  I  knew  this 
was  coming, — I  always  believed  it  was  thu," 
whispered  Jean,  earnestly. 

**  I  promise  you,  Jonas,  to  forgive  all  the  wrong 
yi^U  have  done  me,  and  will  do  all  in  my  power  to 
save  you." 

**  You  have  promised, — ^you  are  not  Sir  Biardo, 
— you  will  keep  your  word, — and  I  have  repented. 
But  where  was  I?  -What  was  I  saying?  Jane 
Ranger  ?  I  did  not  do  It  Placet — aye,  ask  him, 
— cunning  as  he  was,  Jonas  was  too  cunning. 
Ha !  ha ! — the  will— he  thought  I  burnt  it.  Mind, 
Walter  Bannerford,  you  promised  to  stand  by  me. 
It  is  not  Placet  I  fear,  but  Sir  Martin— not  the 
old  one,  your  brother." 

"  What  of  him  ?  Speak— tell  me  what  you 
know  of  him,"  cried  Walter  Bannerford 
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"  I  did  not  do  it.  Master  Walter.  Placet  wrote 
he  letters.  I — I  only  sent  them ;  and  then  I  did 
lot  know — I  was  not  sure  that  young  Sir  Martin 
vas  not  killed.** 

**  But  are  you  sure  now  ? — do  you  know  it  now? 
Where  is  he?"  asked  the  Commandant,  grasping 
:he  sufferer  by  his  arm,  unconscious  of  the  paui 
le  caused  him. 

Jonas  groaned,  and  striving  apparently  to  recal 
lis  wandering  thoughts,  again  muttered,  *'  Aye. 
Fhey  told  you,  you  had  killed  him ;  and  you  be- 
lieved it,  and  fled.  It  was  Placet's  lie,  not  mine. 
He  did  it  all.  He  bade  me  steal  and  burn  the 
Bvill.  It  was  no  sin  to  cheat  him,  was  it  ? — I  need 
not  repent  of  that.  Ha !  ha  I  It  was  buried.  I 
never  told  him  where, — ha !  ha !  The  will — the 
old  chestnut-tree — ^by  the  fountain; — statue  on 
the  left — ^beneath — ^look  beneath  it !  Oh,  mercy ! 
I  repent, — mercy  I'' 

The  hideous  chuckle  turned  into  a  groan,  then 
a  shriek  of  agony.  There  was  a  gasp,  a  struggle, 
— the  poor  wretch  turned — and  then,  with  a  shiver, 
all  was  over. 
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The  summer  had  passed,  and  winter  had  ema^, 
and  a  firm  eold  grasp  he  took  of  everything  he 
came  near;  rigid  and  motionless,  too,  he  held  it 
in  his  icy  hands.  Even  the  running  streams  could 
not  withstand  him ;  for  the  bright  sunbeams  gare 
them  no  support  in  the  fight  against  his  congealing 
breath,  while  the  thick,  dull,  grey  clouds  interposed 
their  cold  shield,  and  winter  triumphed  everywhere. 
It  was  not  a  sparkling,  bright  winter  day,  when 
the  sun  and  frost  seem  to  strike  up  an  alliance,  and 
agree  to  be  on  good  terms,  each  giving  and  taking 
as  day  and  night  alternate;  but  it  was  a  dim, 
dreary  day,  and  the  snow  upon  the  ground  m 
Lonsmore  Park,  albeit  far  removed  from  the  smoke 

and  the  pollution  of  the  good  town  of  W ,  yet 

had  a  dark  grey  look,  which,  perhaps,  vn»  reflected 
from  the  heavily  charged  sky  above. 
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The  clouds  came  rolling  on,  one  above  the  other, 
labouring  to  discharge  the  burden  which  seemed 
to  load  them  so  heavily,  that  they  threatened  to 
roll  down  upon  the  bare  tops  of  the  trees  which 
stood  stark  and  stiff  in  Lonsmore  Park,  and  out- 
stretched their  straggling  arms  upwards,  as  if  pro* 
testing  against  any  addition  to  the  cold  clinging 
burden  which  they  already  bore.  Every  now  and 
then  there  was  a  break  in  the  clouds,  and  a  yellowish 
tint  mellowed  the  deep  leaden  mist  that  hung  over 
all  the  horizon,  stretching  along  the  woodlands, 
over  the  bridge,  and  up  the  hills,  among  the  copses 
and  j^&ntatioos  of  Bannerford  House. 

The  House  itself  stood  out  bare  and  unprotected, 
and  the  cold  winds  of  the  north  whistled  in  shrill 
triumph  round  the  old  carved  stones  that  orna- 
mented the  comers  and  the  pointed  oriel  windows 
of  the  house.  Formerly  it  had  been  screened  and 
half-hidden  by  the  venerable  •  trees  that  were  the 
pride  and  boast  of  Bannerford.  But  the  axe  had 
laid  them  low,  and  their  time-honoured  trunks  had 
been  bartered  away  to  repair  the  ruined  fortunes 
of  their  unworthy  lord.  The  view  from  the 
drawing-room  of  Lonsmore  was  dreary,  and  so 
Mistress  Margaret  Lonsmore  said,  as  she  wrapped 
her  furred  coverings  closer  round  her  thin,  but 
still  elegant  figure,  while  she  stood  looking  out 
from  its  deep  bay  window. 

The  room  itself  was  too  well  warmed,  its  soft 
deep-piled  carpets  were  too  thick,  its  hangings  were 
too  ample,  for  the  icy  breath  of  winter  to  penetrate 
there;   but  still,  as  she  paced  up  and  down  the 
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length  of  the  room^  and  anon,  for  weariness,  stood 
leaning  upon  the  dark  velvet  cushions  that  lined 
the  casement  of  the  window.  Mistress  Margaret 
Lonsmore  could  not  repress  a  peevish,  impatient 
exclamation  at  the  cold,  forlorn  appearance  of  the 
scene  without. 

**  Really,  Mr.  Lonsmore,"  she  observed,  in  a 
sharp,  shrill  voice,  '*  I  shall  never  be  able  to  bear 
another  winter  in  this  dreadful  place.  The  verj 
sight  of  such  horror  is  killing  me,  and  deatrojin; 
my  delicate  system.** 

A  tall,  portly  gentleman,  with  a  shiny  bald  head, 
fringed  with  scanty  tufts  of  grey  hair,  sat  with  his 
back  to  the  window,  deeply  ensconced  in  his  ample 
arm-chair.  Upon  a  table  at  his  side  lay  a  pHe  of 
newspapers,  through  which  he  seemed  to  be  wading 
with  the  pertinacious  industry,  a  winter  afternoon 
in  a  country  house  is  so  apt  to  induce. 

A  blazing  fire  burned  in  the  bright  grate,  and 
shone  with  rosy  glare  upon  the  marble  cherubim 
sculptured  in  the  mantelpiece,  hiding  themselves 
among  palm-branches  and  huge  clusters  of  grapes. 
The  warmth  shed  by  the  fire  was  genial  and  com* 
fortable ;  and,  holding  the  folded  paper  as  a  screen, 
the  gentleman  turned  his  face  to  the  light,  to  reply 
to  Mrs.  Lonsmore.  It  was  a  sleek,  composed  £ice, 
every  line  of  which — and  there  were  many  lines  in 
it — seemed  to  say,  '*  Yes ;  I  have  done  all  I  tried 
to  do,  and  have  reason  to  be  satisfied  with  myself;** 
but  here  and  there  was  a  sly  puckered  comer,  and 
if  investigated  and  questioned  closely,  it  seemed  to 
answer  snappishly,  "  What  are  you  looking  into 
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ne  for  ?  I  am  ready  for  you,  as  I  have  been  for 
}thers.  What  I  have  won  I  mean  to  keep."  And 
then  the  pucker  would  disappear,  and  melt  away 
into  the  complacent  lines  that  gave  an  expression 
}f  conquered  repose  to  Mr.  Placet  Lonsmore's  face. 

**  If  I  remember  rightly,  Mistress  Margaret 
Lonsmore,  you  yourself  expressed  a  wish  that  we 
should  spend  the  winter  here.  Besides,  we  shall 
lot,  perhaps,  be  alone  in  our  preferences  for 
:ountry;  I  hear  our  neighbour  Beaufort  has  re- 
turned. I  remember  well  proposing  to  our  friends, 
the  Silkingtons,  that  we  should  join  their  fashion- 
ible  circles  in  Naples,  and  you  objected.'' 

'*  I  objected  because  1  had  been  schooled  to 
object ; — I  was  made  the  mouth-piece,  because  I 
knew  that  your  proposal  was  only  a  blind — a  sham ; 
iDd  had  I  consented  or  yielded,  there  would  have 
been  moreglozing  excuses  and  double-dealing  to 
[  tk  \  uur  real  intentions.  As  to  Sir  Lionel  Beau- 
fort, he  is  a  mad  boy!  Besides,  we  don't  know 
him.  You  try  to  carry  your  deceptions  too  far. 
Moreover,  you  told  me  then  that  dear  old  Lord 
Whistlove  was  going  to  stay  in  London,  and  would 
come  down  here.  How  could  you  so  deceive  me, 
Mr.  Placet?" 

"  We  had  agreed,  Mrs.  Lonsmore,  that  that 
name  should  be  no  longer  used, — nay,  in  society, 
you  yourself  seem  anxious  to  forget  it.  I  yielded 
to  your  wishes;  and  when,  by  royal  permission, 
I  assumed  your  time-honoured  appellative,  it  was  to 
gratify  you  that  I  did  so,  and  at  your  request.  I 
vas  not  ambitious  to  assume  it." 
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A  score  or  more  of  years  had  been  added  to 
Mistress  Margaret  Lonsmore's  age  since,  withont 
changing  her  name,  she  had  been  entitled  to  change 
the  spinster  prefix  into  the  matrimonial.  Yet 
still  her  hair  appeared  to  be  black  as  the  TKven*s, 
still  her  teeth  appeared  to  rival  pearls  in  colour, 
still  a  bloom  mantled  among  the  wrinkles  of  her 
cheeks,  and  fairly  hid  them  at  a  distance,  especially 
by  candle-light.  Art  had  done  much  for  her,  and 
had  done  it,  too,  for  so  long,  it  had  learnt  to  play 
its  part  to  perfection;  besides,  she  had  reoeited 
too  many  lessons  iu  the  art  of  dissimalation  from 
him  she  had  sworn  to  love,  honour,  and  obey,  not 
to  become  an  adept  therein.  Both  thought  they 
managed  to  deceire  the  world,  and  tried  Uieir  best 
not  to  drop  the  mask  before  each  other.  The 
more  consummate  hypocrite  often  succeeded ;  bat, 
in  spite  of  herself,  Mrs.  Lonsmore  could  not  con* 
ceal  the  feeling,  nearly  bordering  upon  disgust, 
that  manifested  itself  on  hearing  her  husband's 
reply. 

"  Truly  it  would  have  sounded  well,  that  a 
Placet  should  sit  as  lord  in  the  halk  of  Lonsmore! 
The  long  line  of  grim  old  warriors  would  hare 
hailed  the  accession  of  a  Placet !  Do  not  think  to 
throw  dust  in  my  eyes,  Mr.  Lonsmore,  as  you  do 
in  poor  old  Lord  Silkington's,  who  thinks  white  is 
black  when  you  tell  him  that.it  is  so  ;  and  do  sot 
think  to  frighten  and  cajole  me  as  you  did  Sir 
Martin.** 

In  spite  of  her  bold  words,  the  face  of  Mistress 
Margaret  wore  an  expression  far  from  being  eaij 
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and  satiflfied,  as  her  husband  arose  from  his  arm- 
idiair,  and  crushing  up  the  newspaper  he  was  read- 
ing, dashed  it  down  among  the  thousand  articles  of 
fwr^  that  covered  the  heavy  gilded  table  by  the 
window,  and  striding  up  full  in  the  face  of  the 
light,  seized  her  arm  in  his  grasp,  while  the  feline 
cunning  that  glanced  usually  in  his  eyes  was  re- 
phiced  by  the  burning  blaze  of  tiger-like  fury. 

^' Madam/'  he  exclaimed,  ''how  often  must  I 
tell  you  that  that  name  must  be  buried  in  the 
grave,  where  the  villain  that  owned  it  is  rotting.*' 

"Are  you  sure,  Mr.  Placet — quite  sure  of  that?" 
retorted  Mistress  Margaret,  recovering  her  self- 
possession  awhile,  as  she  saw  the  power  the  men- 
tion of  that  name  gave  her. 

Her  husband  turned  ashy  pa,Ie,  and  glanced  fur- 
tively at  the  doors,  but  they  were  closed;  he 
dropped  his  wife's  arm,  and  stole  on  tiptoe  to  listen 
at  the  door:  somewhat  reassured,  he  returned. 

"  Margaret,  we  ought  at  least,  among  the  other 
masks  you  talk  of,  to  wear  the  mask  of  friendship 
with  each  other.  If  I  have  been  the  woxkman, 
you  have  profited  by  the  handicraft.'^ 

''Yes,  I  was  made  your  stepping-stone." 

''But,  woman,  I  did  not  crush  you  into  the 
earth  in  stepping  over  you,  I  pulled  you  up  with 
me.  Did  I  spare  others?  Could  I  not  as  easily  have 
crushed  you  ?  it  is  not  too  late !  Yes,  your  turn 
-to  tremble  is  come.  I  did  not,  as  you  have  divined 
most  rightly,  wish  to  leave  England.^ 

"I  knew  it,"  replied  Mrs.  Lonsmore,  turning 
very  pale  anci  then  bursting  into  tears,    "I  was 
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sure  yon  meant  to  cross  and  annoj,  and  thwart 
every  wish  of  my  heart  Think  of  dear  Naples 
now,  and  odious  Lady  Markpoint  perhaps  sitting 
in  the  soft  sunshine  with  dear  old  Whisdove  for 
her  partner.  They  are  not  so  ridiculous  there, 
about  pla]ring  at  cards  in  the  day-time.  They  ate 
not  bored  with  ennuis  and  starred  with  cold/  said 
Mrs.  Lonsmore,  peevishly  summing  up  her  cata- 
logue of  complaints  by  having  recourse  to  her 
handkerchief  once  more. 

Her  husband  was  not  sorry  to  see  matters  take 
this  turn  ;  he  was  wont  to  guide  the  single  ideas  of 
his  wife  as  he  willed.  Silly  and  foolish  in  her 
simpleness  and  vanity,  she  always  had  been,  in  the 
hands  of  Mr.  Placet  Lonsmore,  a  pliant  puppet. 
He  therefore  felt  some  vague  alarms  when  she 
showed  a  spitefulness,  that  made  him  think  the  will 
to  do  mischief  was  not  wanting.  How  far  she  had 
the  power,  was  one  of  Mr.  Placet  Lonsmore's 
secrets,  and  he  was  wont  to  guard  them  in  his  own 
breast  with  such  tenacity,  that  few  could  guess 
them  since  his  inquisitive  old  clerk,  Jonas,  had 
been  disposed  of  so  adroitly. 

Jonas,  from  a  serviceable  tool  as  long  as  there 
was  dirty  and  dangerous  work  to  be  done,  had  be- 
come distasteful  and  even  loathsome  in  the  eyes  of 
Mr.  Placet,  when  he  modified  his  operations  on  a 
new  basis ;  but  it  was  not  an  easy  matter  to  shake 
him  off,  and  the  price  of  his  absence  threatened,  in 
his  master's  avaricious  eyes,  to  far  outbalance  the 
unscrupulous  services  that  he  had  rendered.  Jonas 
Pile  became  an  incubus  on  his  brain — an  Old  Man 
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poor  Edith  Lonsmore  and  Sir  Martin  Banner&rd. 
Scarcely  was  the  Baronet  pronounced  convalescent, 
when  Placet  anew  and  with  more  vigonr  than  em 
directed  his  persecutions  against  the  hapless  giiL 

He  it  was  who  goaded  and  cajoled  the  old 
Greneral  into  first  entreating,  then  commanding  Us 
daughter's  obedience.  Edith  could  not  undentuid 
his  mingled  entreaties  and  threats ;  his  allusions  to 
his  own  desperate  condition,  and  some  mysterioos 
power  that  Sir  Martin  or  Mr.  Placet,  or  both,  had 
obtained  over  him  and  his  fortune,  terrified  her 
into  a  conditional  promise  of  obedience. 

Mr.  Placet  soon  did  away  with  the  obstacles  of 
the  conditions.  In  his  own  quiet  glozing  tones,  in 
which  hypocrisy  made  falsehood  seem  like  tradi, 
and  deception  wear  the  dress-  of  compassion,  he 
told  the  sad  tale  of  Walter's  fiight,  aU^ing  cir- 
cumstances connected  therewith,  that  absolfed 
Walter  only  from  the  deed,  but  not  the  intention  of 
committing  the  crime  of  which  he  was  accused. 
Then  he  placed  before  her  stupified  gaze  the 
forgery  in  the  foreign  journal,  that  apparently 
proved  how  soon  Walter  Bannerford  had  consoled 
himself  in  another  land  by  marriage. 

Never  were  Mr.  Placet's  accents  more  mild  and 
persuasive  than  when  he  urged  Edith  to  submit  to 
her  father's  wishes  and  commands.  It  even  seemed 
to  give  him  pain  to  discharge  the  duty  his  delicate 
position  imposed  upon  him,  as  he  himself  observed. 
''But  Miss  Edith  knew  not,"  he  went  on  to 
remark,  "  to  what  she  was  exposing  her  father  ia 
his  old  age.      Sir  Martin  Bannerford  had  that 
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ower  oyer  him  and  his,  that  if  he  were  exasperated 
nd  driven  to  extremities^  he  could  strip  her  be- 
>^d  parent  of  all  he  had  in  the  worlds  and  leave 
im  a  b^gar." 

Poor  Edith  stared  still  more  wildly — she  could 
ot  understand  Mr.  Placet's  dark  hints.  She  knew 
bat  her  father  was  changed,  and  in  his  moments 
f  chagrin  he  spoke  bitterly  of  his  difficulties.  She 
aw  there  was  a  blight  upon  the  prosperity  of 
ionsmore  ;  how  or  whence  it  came,  she  could  not 
^11.  Mr.  Placet  seemed  to  know,  or  at  least  he 
aid,  all  the  clouds  would  vanish  if  Edith  would 
bey  her  father. 

It  was  a  dark  and  tangled  web  that  Placet  had 
roven  ;  no  one  knew  how,  least  of  all  the  two  prin* 
ipal  victims.  Sir  Martin,  to  serve  his  own  views, 
onsented  to  be  played  off  against  the  open-hearted 
nd  open-handed  old  General  as  his  creditor :  but 
ie  was  aware  that  in  the  juggling  jargon  of  trusts, 
ises,  and  cestui  que  trusts,  he  was  only  a  tool ;  and 
hat  the  wily  contriver  of  the  whole  held  the  long 
parchment'  rolls,  that  were  the  reins  to  guide  his 
sozzled  victims  in  their  headlong  course  to  ruin. 

The  poor  old  General  also  found  it  out,  at  last, 
vben  it  was  too  late,  and  Edith  had  been  offered 
ip  as  the  sacrifice.  It  was  when  the  ready  minister 
o  his  lavish  extravagance,  and  the  double-dealing 
steward  of  his  fast  vanishing  possessions,  ventured 
o  express  his  desire  to  be  more  nearly  connected 
Krith  the  good  old  stock  of  Lonsmore,  through  the 
Jcrson  of  Mistress  Margaret.  The  rage  of  the 
proud  old  General  even  drowned  his  grief  at  the 
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loss  of  Edithy — his  self-reproaches  at  the  miseiy 
his  own  heedless  profusion  had  wrought  Bat 
though  his  proud  heart  for  a  time  writhed  and 
struggledi  there  was  no  escape  from  the  net  in 
which  he  was  entangled ;  his  strength  and  courage 
gave  way,  and  after  a  short  period  of  drivelling 
dotage,  Edith  had  to  mourn  the  loss  of  a  father. 

Lady  Bannerford  sought  for  consolation  in  the 
path  of  duty  :  duty  became  the  watchword  of  her 
life.  She  thought  it  a  duty  she  owed  her  father, 
to  give  herself  as  a  victim  to  save  him.  She  tried 
to  persuade  herself  that  she  was  equal  to  the 
sacrifice:  why  not? — ^her  happiness  was  already 
gone,  and  in  the  pale  and  wasting  figure  that  Sir 
Martin  had  led  to  the  altar,  none  would  have  re- 
cognised the  laughing  light-hearted  Edith  of  former 
times.  Once  become  Sir  Martin's  wife,  du^ 
supplied  the  place  of  —  nay  almost  brought— 
afiTection  itself.  And  never  was  husband  blessed 
with  a  more  devoted  and  attentive  wife. 

Cruelly  was  she  repaid !  Sneers  at  her  hypo- 
crisy were  followed  by  cold-hearted  neglect,  and 
studied  insult.  Uncomplaining  and  resigned,  she 
bore  all  without  a  murmur.  A  merciful  Heaven 
gave  her  consolation,  in  allowing  her  breast  to  throb 
with  the  mysterious  ecstasies  of  a  mother's  love. 
Her  very  health  seemed  to  recover  as  she  hang 
with  fond  delight  over  the  growing  forms  of  her 
children;  she  forgot  all  her  past  sorrows  in  a 
mother's  joy;  and  the  continued  ill-treatment  of  a 
brutal  husband,  in  the  consciousness  that  she  was 
not  wanting  in  any  of  the  duties  heaven  had  im- 
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posed  upon  hen  Her  children  became  her  all. 
How  she  clung  to  them!  how  they  became  one 
with  herself,  nay,  a  Tery  part  of  herself! — her 
whole  self!  Without  a  murmuri  without  a  re- 
proach, she  submitted  to  everything,  so  that  they 
were  left  to  her  charge — her  sole,  unceasing,  undi- 
vided charge  of  love. 

Sir  Martin  was  not  likely  to  interfere  with  her 
in  this  respect,  and  the  wife  felt  almost  thankful 
that  the  father  seemed  so  unmindful  of  his  children. 
She  shut  her  ears  to  the  tales  of  his  wild  orgies 
and  riotous  debaucheries ;  and  when  they  met,  no 
cloud  was  on  her  brow,  no  angry  glance  flashed 
from  her  eye.  But  he  was  not  melted  ;  evil  had 
gotten  too  strong  a  hold  upon  him,  and  destruction 
had  marked  him  for  its  own  ;  while  the  hand  that 
might  and  ought  to  have  held  him  back  from  the 
precipice,  gently  but  surely  urged  him  towards  the 
brink. 

The  removal  of  the  old  General  left  no  obstacle  in 
Mr.  Placet's  path.  Tlie  juggle  was  played  out  by 
leases,  releases,  settlements,  and  assignments ;  acre 
after  acre  of  the  Lonsmore  estates  fell  into  his 
power  ;  the  hills  and  dales  of  Bannerford  were  not 
long  in  following.  Aunt  Margaret's  hand  placed  in 
his,  the  complete  title  and  claim,  and  even  her  in- 
terest merged  into  the  absorbing  vortex  he  had  set 
in  motion  to  his  own  profit.  But  Mr.  Placet  was  not 
desirous  that  the  gaping,  staring,  listening  world 
should  know  what  cards  he  had  held,  and  how  he 
had  played  them  to  win  the  game.  On  assuming, 
then,  by  royal  permission,  the  name  and  arms  of 
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Lonsmore,  he  had  given  it  out  2 
generally  believed,  that  he  was 
in  the  right  of  his  simpering  eai 

Mistress  Margaret  used  to  no 
little  mouth,  as  her  husband  v 
fashionable  acquaintances,  hui 
how  much  he  owed  to  his  lad}i 
more — in  whom  two  ideas  coul 
the  same  time,  exist,  withou 
common  blunder — had  once  or 
importance  her  husband  had  ch 
with  in  public,  into  their  private 
never  ended  well,  and  the  lessc 
read  to  her  made  a  lasting  impn 
her  from  similar  experiments  in 

Vain  and  selfish  as  she  wa 
ventured  more  than  once  to  ple« 
Bannerford  branch  of  their  fam 
fast  setting ;  but  the  effort  wei 
brought  annoyance  and  vexation 
her  husband,  whom  her  interf 
tated  to  such  a  degree,  that  afte 
to  allude  to  the  subject. 

The  visits  between  Lonsmor 
grew  even  more  rare.  Aunt  11 
had  no  common  sj'mpathies. 
Mistress  Lonsmore  was  grievoui 
her  hopes  in  one  respect,  and 
Edith's  children  called  up  othei 
affection  their  near  relationshij 
naturally  to  have  produced.  Bi 
one  thing  was  certain, — Bannerfc 
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shot  up  for  maDj  a  day,  and  was  falling  fast  into 
ruin,  before  Aunt  Margaret  was  aware  that  the 
old  House  was  deserted.  She  was  shocked  at  first 
when  she  heard  that  this  was  really  the  case.  She 
shrugged  her  shoulders, — she  had  adopted  the 
habit  abroad, — and  sighing  out,  *'  Poor  Edith !  ^ 
consoled  herself  with  saying,  "  Had  I  known  it, 
I  could  not  have  helped  her,  he  is  such  a  bear ;  so 
it  is  best  that  I  was  kept  in  ignorance.'' 

It  is  probable  that  Mrs.  Lonsmore  would  not,  in 
the  manner  related  above,  have  alluded  to  the 
f<»*l»dden  subject,  but  the  obstinate  determination 
of  her  husband  (expressed  in  private,  for  in  public 
her  will  was  his)  to  remain  in  England  during  the 
winter  mortified  hen 

Every  woman,  and  most  men,  have  their  passion ; 
and,  like  not  a  few  of  her  sex  who  have  passed  a 
certain  age.  Mistress  Lonsmore  was  wrapped  up  in 
whist.  She  lost  heavily  and  frequently,  and  it  re- 
quired no  small  degree  of  diplomatic  skill  now  to 
repair,  now  to  conceal  these  losses.  Her  only 
hope  of  reparation  was  in  returning  to  the  card- 
table,  and  praying  for  better  fortune,  or  for  his 
lordship  of  Whistlove  for  a  partner,  for  he 
always  won. 

A  young  elegit,  pluming  himself  upon  the 
most  favourable  accidents  of  birth  and  station, 
upon  the  rarest  and  choicest  gifts  of  nature,  or 
the  most  consummate  aocomplishments  of  art,  ever 
believes  himself  to  be  a  great  prize  in  the  estimation 
of  the  youthful  fair  of  the  gentle  sex ;  but  the  Earl 
of  Whistlove,  through  this  single  accomplishment. 
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stood  far  higher  in  the  eyes  of  Mistress  Lonsmore 
and  her  coterie,  friends  and  foes.  How  his  lord- 
ship attained  the  faculty  so  wondered  at  and  admired 
is  not  revealed ;  the  fact  only  is  recorded* 

Mistress  Margaret  was  becoming  deeply  involved, 
and  was  afraid  to  allow  her  husband  to  know  the 
amount  of  her  debts.  The  last  expote  had  unsettled 
her  for  a  twelvemonth ;  so  great  a  bear  had 
Mr.  Placet  Lonsmore  shown  himself  on  that  occa- 
sion. This  is  what  Mrs.  Lonsmore  remarked  to 
old  Lady  Grabfish,  in  confidence,  when  she  paid  a 
debt  of  honour  of  considerable  amount  to  her,— on 
a  very  long  account,  too,  as  her  ladyship  had  most 
annoyingly  remarked. 

Mrs.  Lonsmore  had  placed  all  her  hopes  upon  a 
fair  winter  campaign  in  strict  and  faithful  alliaace 
with  Lord  Whistlove, — (Lady  Markpoint  said  he 
only  promised  the  alliance  because  he  knew  that 
she  would  be  in  England  and  he  in  Naples;)— and 
now  she  had  to  bear  the  mortification  of  being  left 
behind,  to  be  nipped  and  turned  blue  in  wintry 
England,  while  her  great  foe  was  at  that  very  time 
luxuriating  in  sunny  Italy,  hand  and  glove  with 
her  dear  ally.  Lady  Markpoint  told  her  so  in  a 
long  letter  she  was  charitable  enough  to  write;  aad 
the  postscript  reminded  Mrs.  Lonsmore  that  Bkgg 
and  Chubb  were  her  (Lady  Markpoinfa)  bankos, 
and  hinted  that  their  enjoyments  were  carried  od 
with  such  extravagant  profusion,  that  the  paynent 
of  her  (Mistress  Lonsmore's)  debt  of  honour— 
a  very  serious  one— would  greatly  convenience  kir 
(Lady  Markpoint).     It  is  no  wonder,  fSbisa^  l^jkn 
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11  this  is  considered,  that  Mistress  Lonsmore,  with 
er  thoughts  full  of  bitteruess,  stood,  with  her 
andkerchief  to  her  eyes,  looking  out  of  one  com- 
lartment  of  the  great  bay-window  of  Lonsmore 
Irawing-room,  while  her  husband,  with  his  hands 
lasped  behind  him,  and  his  back  towards  her, 
[azed  out  in  a  contrary  direction.  For  a  long 
ime  they  maintained  silence  ;  Mr.  Lonsmore  was 
he  first  to  break  it 

**  This  is  the  usual  ending,  Mrs.  Lonsmore — 
obbing  and  tears;  but  they  do  not  soften  me. 
fry  not  my  forbearance  too  far;— others  have 
iuffered  from  doing  so.  Be  warned,  for  you  know 
[  will  not  be  trifled  with.  There  are  certain 
subjects  that  I  would,  from  this  time  forth, 
(lave  buried  in  oblivion.  You  have  alluded  to 
them,  and  I  will  speak  of  them  now  for  the  last 
time.*'  ^ 

"  I  did  not  wish  to  speak  of  them  at  all  now, 
only  your  spiteful  opposition  to  my  wishes  forced 
me  to  say  something." 

"  My  opposition  was  not  spiteful,  Margaret,  and 
since  you  will  have  me  speak,  you  shall  hear  my 
reasons  for  once.  You  have  not,  I  presume,  any 
inclination  to  give  up  your  town-house,  and  your 
opera-boxes,  your  routs  and  balls ;  you  still  look 
forward  to  reigning  among  the  stars  of  fashion  at 
Paris,  at  Florence,  or  at  Naples ;  you  could  not 
dismiss  the  silly  crowd  of  flattering  parasites  with- 
out a  sigh.  You  have  not  yet  resigned  your  pre- 
tensions in  favour  of  my  Lady  Markpoint;  you  still 
hope  to  recover  your  very,  very  heavy  losses  before 
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they  come  to  mj  knowledge.  Nay,  do  oot  be 
terrified;  I  know.  Madam,  that  you  play, — I  know 
that  you  play  deeply,  I  know  that  you  have  lost 
heavily ;  but  I  did  not  care  for  that,  nor  would  you 
ever  have  heard  a  syllable  from  me  in  reproof  if 
you  had  not  troubled  me." 

Mrs.  Lcmsmore  looked  relieved,  and  breathed 
more  freely  as  her  husband  continued, — 

"  A  few  strokes  of  my  pen  would  have  remedied 
all  that.  Let  me  know  to  what  extent  you  require 
my  assistance,  and  I  will  provide  the  remedy,  for  I 
wish  for  peace.'* 

<' Thank  you!  thank  you,  Lonsmore !  lalwajs 
knew  that  you  were  generous,  and  always  told 
Lady  Markpoint  it  did  not  signify,  you  would  pat 
all  right.  But  what  is  this  you  are  saying  besides? 
I  am  so  glad  at  your  kind  generous  ofifer  that  I 
cannot  remember  clearly.  Give  up  my  opera-box, 
was  it  ?  Why,  who  wants  to  take  it  ?  Have  yoa 
found  a  better  situation ?" 

''You  may  have  to  give  up  more  than  that, 
Madam.  Look  abroad,  far  as  the  eye  can  see— all, 
all  is  mine ! — that  is,  now ;  but  it  may  vanish  from 
before  us,  like  yon  snow-wreath  at  a  glance  horn 
the  sun."* 

"  But  surely,  Lonsmore,  you  took  precautions 
You  are  so — so  clever,  you  must  have  made  all 
safe." 

"  I  tried  my  best  to  do  so,**  replied  her  husband 
drily,  '*  and  you,  in  spite  of  all  your  affected  sym* 
pathy,  were  not  backward  to  reap  the  fruits  of  the 
throw,  I  perilled  my  soul  to  win ;  but  that  matten 
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not,  only  do  not  try  me,  Margaret ;  do  not  thwart 
me ;  do  not  bring  up  before  me  what  I  would  for- 
get. The  links  I  have  only  snapped,  but  they 
must  be  hurled  so  &r  asunder,  that  men  shall  for- 
get they  ever  were  united." 

'*  I  will  never  mention  their  names  again,  Lons- 
more,  and  when  you  have  signed  the  cheque,  we 
will  dismiss  the  subject  for  ever.** 

Mr.  Lonsmore  smiled  with  some  scorn  at  his 
wife's  eager  selfishness,  and  replied  in  still  graver 
tones, — 

**  We  will  not  yet  dismiss  the  subject,  Margaret ; 
it  may  teach  you  prudence  to  know  why  I  am 
still  obliged  to  watch  and  guard  over  my  acqui- 
sitions ;  why  my  thoughts  by  day,  and  my  dreams 
by  night,  are  still  troubled — ^why  peace  ever  is 
absent  from  my  pillow ;  for  in  spite  of  outward 
calm,  this  is  really  so.  The  world  knows  it  not : 
why  should  it  ?  Some  call  me  scheming — so  I  am ; 
some  call  me  lucky — so  I  trust  I  shall  be ;  some 
call  me  worse,  but  all  fawn  and  lick,  all  crouch — 
then  I  do  not  want  them  to  see  within,  I  do  not 
want  them  to  grin  and  mock;  for  all  this  prosperity 
is  hollow.  Madam,  I  tell  you. 

*'  That  villain,  for  he  is  worse  than — than — I 
mean,  he  is  deeper  in  it  than  I — that  villain,  Mar- 
tin Bannerfbrd,  is  not  dead.  No;  his  bones  are  not 
yet  rotting  in  the  earth,  though  above  ground  he 
may  be  as  corrupted  in  body  as  he  is  in  soul ;  still 
I  say,  he  is  not  dead,  and  I  am  not  safe, — ^you  are 
not  safe, — this  house,  these  wide,  wide  lands  are 
not  safe,  and  we  may  yet  be  beggars !  " 
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^  But  why, — ^how  is  this?  what  have  I  done? 
What  injury  can  he  do  us  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Lonsmon^ 
quivering  all  over  with  fright 

"  He  ?  Bj  himself  he  can  do  nothing.  No, 
curse  him,  he  is  muzzled  fast  enough,  or  he  would 
have  bitten  long  ago, — he  had  will  enough.  No, 
he  could  do  nothing.  But  what,  think  you,  could  * 
he  do,  if  he  were  to  cross  the  path  of  him — the 
other  one — you  know  whom  I  mean — the  poor 
love-sick  fool,  who  ran  away  firom  his  own  fears?— 
Where  is  he?  Margaret  Lonsmore,  I  dream  night 
after  night,  that  that  man  has  returned :  and  when 
he  does  return — " 

"  Why,  what  then  ? — oh,  Lonsmore,  surely  yoor 
cleverness  could  devise  some  plan ! " 

**  Hark  you  now,"  cried  Mr.  Lonsmore,  with  a 
mocking  laugh,  **  who  is  it  now  that  urges  plots 
and  counterplots  ?  Taunt  me  no  more.  Madam ;  I 
see  you  could  not  bear  to  resign  what  I  have  won 
for  you ;  and  to  tell  the  truth,  no  more  can  L  No 
more  will  I,  if  I  have  not  forgotten  my  cunning. 
No,  let  them  all  come ;  there  is  something  in  me 
yet.  Be  thankful  that  I  did  not  yield  to  your  silly 
whims  of  leaving  the  coast  clear  foi  them.  No;  as 
soon  as  I  learned  that  that  villain  Martin  was 
again  skulking  about  his  old  haunts,  I  resolved  to 
stand  my  ground.  Whence  he  has  sprung,  or  for 
what  the  devil  has  sent  him,  I  know  not  I  thought 
the  French  galleys  held  their  firfots  too  tightly  to 
let  them  escape.  Besides,  when  I  gave  him  the 
last  advance,  did  he  not  swear  never  to  return  to 
England?    but  I  trusted  the  bapne  chains  more 
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than  I  did  his  oath,  and — ^and — ^he  has  broken  both 
— curse  him!'* 

Mr.  Lonsmore  paused  in  the  hasty  strides  he 
was  taking  up  and  down  the  room,  and  again  looked 
out  upon  the  park.  The  prospect  was  dreary,  but 
the  broad  acres  were  there.  Snow  covered  the 
forests,  but  the  sturdy  trunks  were  sound,  and  so 
their  possessor  exulted  as  he  contemplated  his  wide 
possessions. 

"  No,  no,**  he  muttered,  "  they  shall  not  snatch 
them  from  me ;  I  have  won  them — ^fearful,  perhaps, 
is  the  price  I  may  have  to  pay,  if  priestly  tales  be 
true ;  but  pooh !  it  is  too  late  now  for  morbid  folly 
— ^besides,  it  was  Jonas  who  did  it,  not  I.  Ha ! 
ha ! — he  must  make  up  his  accounts  how  he  can.  I 
hold  my  own.  I  am  not  yet  worn  out :  threescore 
years  and  ten  ?  pooh !  it  is  not  long  enough.  I  have 
time  yet,  and  1  will  defy  them  all.  Lady  Banner- 
ford  is  in  ray  power,  and  has  forgone  her  very  name 
at  my  bidding.  Her  sons  have  gone  on  their  wild 
scheme  to  the  other  side  of  the  earth,  never,  per- 
haps, to  return,  or  if  they  do,  I  do  not  fear  them. 
The  mother  will  not  trouble  us  as  long  as  we  hold 
poverty  over  her  head ;  she  will  make  any  condi- 
tions to  keep  her  daughter  from  want.  Her  daugh- 
ter— aye,  she  is  comely  too.'' 

Mr.  Lonsmore  mused;  his  look  met  the  inquiring 
glance  of  his  wife.  He  thought  she  looked  old, 
care-worn,  and  shattered ;  but  then  the  interview 
of  the  last  hour  had  been  trying  for  nerves  never 
the  strongest.  He  turned  abruptly  away,  again 
muttering  to  himself, — '*  No ;  I  fear  but  one,  and 
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if  he,  the  other — the  lost  one  returns — ^then,  Placet 
Lonsmore,  look  to  yourself,  and  be  ready,  for  the 
work  is  to  be  rewrought  Aye!  she  is  comely. 
I  might — yes,  I  might  repair  the  wrongs  I  h«Te 
done.**  Again  his  look  met  that  of  his  wife;  it 
was  a  look  she  had  never  seen  before,  even  in  iu5 
most  furious  moods.  She  never  forgot  it.  It  wu 
not  anger,  it  was  not  hate,  but  it  was  the  look 
which  a  serpent  would  dart  upon  an  enemy,  tbat 
suddenly  barred  his  path  when  in  the  act  of  spring- 
ing on  his  prey. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


WDTTET  BOm — THB  GOOD  SHIP  "  OOLDSH  DAET  '  JDID  HEB  OVI 
PAflBBVGXR — BIS  LUOOAQB ;  BAGS  07  GOLD,  BACKS  07  GOLD,  BOXES 
07  GOLD  ! — THB  HBXIOAN  H0BSB-THIB7  APPBABS  IB  A  BBW  CHA- 

BAOTBB STBPHBB   BLACK  BB00MB8  DOB  BBTBUB   THB    MILUOB- 

HAIBH — ^LOBD  OHABBKBPX's  AOOOUHT  Of  THB  TABTABUS  OLVB  — 
VBW8  OB  SIB  VABTIB  BABBBBIOBD. 


[t  was  a  cold  wintry  day;  the  muddy  surface  of 
:he  Thames  was  caked  here  and  there  with  thin 
lakes  of  ice, — not  bright  glittering  ice,  but  brown 
pieces  of  congealed  dirt,  floating  up  and  down 
:rackling  among  the  shipping,  that  lay  stiff  and 
frozen  in  long  lines  up  and  down  the  river. 

The  craft  all  seemed  lifeless  and  deserted,  save 
bere  and  there  a  dark  figure,  so  muffled  up  that  all 
that  was  visible  was  the  raw  red  tip  of  a  frost-bitten 
Qose.  At  times  these  solitary  figures  stumped  up 
and  down  their  snow-covered  decks,  and  beat  their 
breasts  wildly  with  swaddled  hands,  to  prevent 
them  firom  becoming  of  the  consistency  of  Lap- 
land winter  beef,  and  pausing  in  their  fj^antic  exer- 
tions, would  look  over  the  vessel's  side,  and  eye 
curiously  the  congregating  flakes  of  cofiee-coloured 
ice  that  nestled  round  her  prow. 

But  the  swell  of  the  passing  steamer  soon  dis- 
persed them,  especially  when  it  was  a  snorting, 
C2 
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poffingy  hard-working,  determined  tng,  like  tbat 
which  laboured  away  so  furiously  in  hauling  along 
yonder  deeply-laden  vessel ;  her  flag  is  flying,  and 
on  it  is  written  in  yellow  letters.  The  Goldem  Dart 
She  glides  along  majestically  in  the  wake  of  the  Ktde 
steamer,  not  deigning  to  rise  upon  the  swell  that 
makes  all  the  cobbles  bob  up  and  down  like  corks. 
The  three  long  tapering  masts  of  the  noble  ship 
were  stiff  with  frost,  her  yards  were  muffled  np  in 
wrappers  of  clewed-up  sails,  as  if  to  guard  them 
from  the  biting  cold.  The  graceful  maze  of  inter- 
woven cordage  looked  like  metal  wire^work,  so 
rigid  had  it  become  in  their  passage  up  the  river. 

It  was  lucky  the  brave  little  tug  was  there  to 
conduct  proudly  the  tall  ship  confided  to  its  care; 
for  tall  as  it  was,  and  gallantly  as  she  could  stem 
the  ocean,  the  freezing  current  of  old  Father 
Thames  would  have  been  too  much  for  her  in 
spite  of  her  wide  yards,  her  broad  sails,  and  the 
skill  of  the  bold  and  hardy  crew,  who  had  proved  in 
many  a  storm  how  well  they  could  handle  her. 

But  there  was  no  need  of  the  crew  to  tack  from 
side  to  side  of  the  narrow  river,  nor  to  drop  the 
huge  anchor,  and  wait  the  pleasure-changing  tide ; 
the  little  tug  did  its  work  bravely.  Slowly  aod 
silently  the  tall  ship  glided  on.  She  looked  almost 
deserted.  Besides  the  man  at  the  wheel,  and  ooe 
or  two  sailors  on  the  forecastle,  only  one  person 
was  visible.  He  stood  leaning  over  the  aide,  en- 
veloped in  a  huge  foreign-looking  cloak,  and  wore 
a  fur  cap,  drawn  down  almost  over  his  eyes.  He 
was  the  only  passenger.     The  good  ship  had  come 
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well  freighted,  too,  but  all  the  others  had  gone 
ashore  at  the  first  port  she  made  in  the  channel , 
glad  to  ensconce  themselves  once  more  sDUgly  by 
the  bright  cheerful  fire  of  an  English  hearth.  But 
he  clung  to  the  ship,  and  began  to  pace  impatiently 
up  and  down  as  he  marked  her  slow  progress.  At 
last  she  came  to  a  standstill :  she  had  reached  her 
home.  Slowly  the  ponderous  gates  of  the  dock 
swung  back,  to  welcome  her  after  her  long  voyage. 
The  crew  bustled  smartly  then,  tumbling  up  in 
swarms  from  below*  There  were  cries  for  ropes, 
calls  from  the  heaving  sailors,  and  creaking  of  cap« 
stans.     But  at  last  she  was  safely  moored. 

The  solitary  passenger  had  vanished  amid  the 
bustle ;  he  dived  down  to  his  cabin.  He  soon  re- 
appeared. Aided  by  a  stout,  broad-shouldered 
negro,  he  bore  upon  deck  a  number  of  not  very 
large,  but  apparently  very  weighty  packages.  It 
was  all  the  luggage  be  owned,  and  it  was  to  keep 
watch  over  these  that  he  took  his  seat  upon  the 
largest  of  his  trunks ;  and  wrapping  his  cloak  still 
closer  round  him,  waited  the  return  of  the  negro, 
whom  he  had  despatched  ashore,  to  hasten  the 
delay  of  the  sluggish  Customs  ofiicials. 

The  passenger  in  the  cloak  had  a  method  of 
smoothing  the  difiiculties  thrown  in  the  way  of  his 
hurry ;  his  hand  dived  into  a  deep  fur  pouch,  and 
in  a  few  moments  his  cases  were  borne  off  before 
him,  but  not  for  an  instant  did  his  dark  deep-set 
eyes  lose  sight  of  one  of  them.  And  when  they 
were  submitted  to  the  examination  of  the  Customs 
officers,  only  one  at  a  time  would  he  sufier  to  be 
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opened,  and  his  own  hands,  trembling  with  coM, 
or  anxiety,  or  both,  unlocked  the  massy  padlo^ 
that  fastened  the  iron-clamped  boxes,  whose  weight 
afforded  the  curious  bystanders  subjects  (ot  oon* 
jecture. 

He  seemed  little  inclined  to  satisfy  their  curi* 
osity,  and  bade  them  stand  back,  in  quemloiis 
tones ;  he  threw  back  his  cloak,  and,  raising  his  cap, 
disclosed  the  dark  bronzed  features  of  a  man  pest 
the  prime  of  life,  though  his  frame  seemed  of  that 
tough  lean  build  on  which  years  make  but  little 
impression.  His  hair,  at  least  the  little  of  it  that 
escaped  from  beneath  his  cap,  was  of  a  griisiied 
grey,  as  were  his  still  bushy  whiskeft,  that  net 
under  his  chin.  His  eyes,  small  and  deeply  set, 
shot  quick  sharp  glances  around,  as  the  bystande<rs 
fell  back,  exclaiming,  "  He  is  a  Califomian,  be 
sure,  and  them's  his  boxes  of  gold." 

The  contents  of  the  first  box  were  soon  exposed* 
They  consisted  of  a  medley  collection  of  pouches 
and  bags.  Some  looked  new  and  were  shaped 
like  purses ;  they  were  of  canvass  bound  roond 
with  an  edge  of  gaudy  yellow,  and  fell  with  a  soft 
heavy  *^  thud  '*  upon  the  counter ;  others  were  long, 
thin,  and  sausage-shaped,  and  knobs  here  and  there 
caused  their  discoloured  leathern  sides  to  protrude, 
and  the  Custom-house  examiner  indulged  in  a 
witty  chuckle,  as  he  felt  at  the  hard  nuggets  and 
alluded  to  their  sausage-shape. 

But  the  Califomian  did  not  respond  to  the  joke; 
he  eyed  his  treasures  jealously,  and  more  than  onee 
his  hand  felt  in  his  breast  all  unconsdously  for 
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the  revolver  which  was  wont  to  be  ready  there. 
But  after  a  short  tune  he  seemed  to  remember 
where  he  was,  and  that  he  had  left  far  behind  him 
the  land  of  lawless  strife,  of  revolvers,  and  bowie- 
Imives.  He  suffered  his  wealth  to  be  felt  at,  with« 
out  further  notice  than  that  of  a  perpetual  watch, 
and  a  never-settled  roving  glance. 

The  contents  of  all  the  cases  were  alike.  Bags 
of  canvass,  pouches  of  leather,  with  here  and  there 
a  crushed  box  of  cigars,  a  bag  of  jingling  dollars, 
a  revolver,  a  coil  of  leathern  thongs,  a  knife,  a  huge 
straw  hat.  A  pair  of  shiny  brown  saddle-bags 
contained  all  the  linen  and  wearing  apparel  the 
traveller  could  boast  of,  and  looking  to  the  scanty 
supply,  it  was  no  wonder  that  the  cloak  on  being 
thrown  back  did  not  exhibit  a  superfluity  of  clean 
linen.  Upon  a  slip  of  white  leather  attached  to 
the  bags  was  written  the  name  of  the  owner,  Don 
Esteban  Negrillo. 

'^  I  thought  he  looked  furrin,"  whispered  one  of 
the  admiring  porters  to  his  neighbour. 

"  Aye,  you  could  ha*  told  that  by  his  talk,"  re- 
plied the  latter,  "  but  he  gets  better,  as  he  goes 
on.— >''  Hark!  if  that  wam't  a  reglar  downright 
£nglise '  damn,'  may  I  never  swear  another  myself." 

The  Califomian  heard  their  mutterings,  and  his 
broken  English  became  ten  times  more  broken 
than  ever ;  as  he  wrangled  and  jangled  about  the 
quick  delivery  of  his  boxes.  Not  for  a  moment 
did  he  trust  them  out  of  his  sight,  nor  did  he  cease 
for  an  instant  to  bustle  and  importune,  until  three 
or  four  stout  porters  preceded  him,  winking  to  the 
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bystanders  as  they  led  the  way  to  the  strongest 
coach  the  negro  had  been  able  to  procure,  and 
which  was  to  convey  them  to  the  railway;  those 
^Mong  walls"  that  connect  London  with  her  Pineus 
on  the  Isle  of  Dogs. 

The  clerks  in  the  office  stared  at  the  eccentric 
stranger^  who  took  the  whole  of  a  first-class 
carriage  for  himself  and  his  sable  attendant  There 
was  some  demur  at  placing  the  small  yet  cumbrous 
cases  upon  the  soft  cushions,  but  the  Califomian 
was  imperative ;  where  he  went  they  went,  and  no 
inquisitive  touch  should  approach  them* 

The  train  whirled  off,  but  the  stranger  and  his 
precious  packages  were  not  forgotten  by  those  whose 
eyes  had  feasted  on  the  sight  of  his  treasures.  And 
when  some  time  after  they  heard  of  some  great 
rich  foreign  Lord^  whose  wealth  and  profuse  ex- 
penditure had  even  in  London  excited  the  wonder 
of  the  outshone  nabobs  and  envious  millionnaixes, 
they  guessed  who  he  was,  and  whence  all  came. 
But  not  one  of  them  would  have  recognised  the 
Californian  stranger,  in  the  occupant  of  the  well- 
appointed  chariot  that  drove  away,  day  after  day, 
from  the  principal  entrance  of  that  great  West-end 
hotel,  where  princes  and  their  suites  are  lodged 
as  if  they  were  its  ordinary  visitors. 

Don  Esteban  was  changed  in  outward  appear- 
ance ;  he  lolled  back  haughtily  in  his  carriage,  re- 
garding with  a  supercilious  look  the  obsequious 
bows  of  the  maitre  d^hdtel  that  escorted  him  to 
the  door !  He  meant  it  for  proper  pride,  but  the 
honours  and  dignities  attached  to  his  wealth  sat 
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uneasily  upon  our  old  acquaintance  Don  Esteban 
the  Renegade !  the  horse-thief!  or  one  still  older — 
Stephen  Black.  They  seemed  to  add  nothing  to 
his  age ;  on  the  contrary^  his  hair  and  his  beard 
became  of  jetty  black;  and  the  Parisian  valet(recom- 
mended  byhisconsiderate  friend,  the  mattre  d'hotel, 
who  pocketed  Stephen's  low  insults  with  his  gold,) 
contrived  by  judicious  padding  here  and  there,  to 
hide  the  stoop  of  his  figure. 

But  the  cunning  Frenchman  soon  took  "  de  mea- 
sure of  sa  seigneurier  and  obtained  a  complete  in- 
fluence over  him.  Though  but  a  valet,  he  knew 
what  a  gentleman  was,  and  Don  Esteban  was  no 
hero  to  him.  The  master  felt  his  inferiority  to 
his  servant,  and  though  he  strove  to  hide  his 
gaucherie$  under  a  mask  of  foreign  ignorance, 
Fran9ois  detected  in  an  instant  that  sa  seigneurie 
looked  up  to  him  for  instruction  in  the  cofi' 
Tenancei  de  la  sociitS;  nor  did  he  fail  to  take  advan- 
tage of  his  position. 

The  black  matelot-fellow,  as  Francois  called 
him,  was  soon  sent  back  to  his  ship.  Don  Esteban's 
wardrobe  was  furnished  under  Fran9ois'  own  eye. 
He  and  the  maitre  d'hdtel  came  to  an  under- 
standing about  Milord's  equipages. 

*'  Not  a  vrai  Milord/*  Francois  said  with  a  grin, 
— *'  He  speak  Spanish — but  not  have  de  blood 
blue  I  t'ink.  He  speak  Anglishe  too — but  dam 
bad,  when  he  like." 

"  It  is  nothing  to  us,  Fran9oi8,  who  or  what  he 
is,**  replied  the  complacent  maitre  d'hotel ;  ''as  long 
as  he  goes  on  at  this  rate  we  are  feathering  our  nests 
C  3 
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pretty  well ;  and  he  can  stand  it,  for  his  nnggeti 
coin  fast  enough  into  soTereigns,  and  as  long  si 
he  pays  you  without  counting — why,  you  will  broih 
bis  new  coats,  without  looking  up  the  old  onefc" 

There  were  others  who  were  willing  to  overlook 
the  'disagreeable  deficiencies  in  Don  Estebsn's 
bearing,  and  these,  moreover,  were  once  men 
of  unquestioned  station  in  society.  Ill-fortane 
made  them  voracious  parasites.  They  took  roons 
in  the  same  hotel,  and  took  care  to  meet  the  rich 
Don,  as  he  chose  to  be  called,  on  the  stairs,  when 
preceded  by  his  bevy  of  waiters,  and  their  flaring 
waxen  tapers,  he  mounted  to  the  mag^ficent  dinner 
laid  out  for  him  every  day,  with  covers  to  spare. 

'•  Won  over,**  as  they  said,  "  by  the  hearty  hm- 
kommie  of  his  invitation  "  to  partake  of  the  feast 
that  glittered  through  the  wide-open  doors,  tbej 
consented  to  forego  their  previous  engagements, 
and  sit  down  at  his  table.  "  His  Mml^,'*  they  said, 
''  delighted  them/'  ''  His  broken  English  interested 
them,"  and  they  fawned  and  complimented  until 
Don  Esteban  really  began  to  belieye  he  was,  what 
they  seemed  to  think  him. 

He  never  troubled  himself  to  ask  who  they 
were ;  they  shouted,  and  laughed,  and  drank  hit 
wine,  and  won  his  money  too,  when  the  green 
baize  tables  were  set  out ;  but  Don  Esteban  did 
not  care  for  that.  He  seemed  ever  the  most 
welcome  to  his  table  who  could  devise  the  most 
expensive  and  unusual  enjoyments.  He  was  highest 
in  the  favour  of  the  Don,  who  helped  him  best  to 
fling  away  his  gold  by  handsful. 
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it  deserted,  and  tried  to  stifle  conscience  by  saying 
to  himself  that  had  he  found  his  deserted  compa- 
nion he  would  have  aided  him.  Bat  from  the 
moment  when  he  acquired  his  treasures,  a  per* 
petual  dread  and  fear  of  losing  them  seized  upon 
him  ;  this  he  could  not  drown.  Here,  in  the  heart 
of  the  mighty  city,  surely  they  were  safe.  He 
might  be  robbed  there  of  a  part,  but  not  of  the 
huge  whole  ;  he  could  spare  a  part,  and  laugh  too 
at  the  nibblers,  nay,  take  pleasure  in  seeing  otben 
prey  on  him,  as  he  had  preyed  upon  others.  Let  them 
rob,  he  did  not  care  for  their  nibblings ;  but  still  be 
was  afraid  of  something — still  the  canker  gnawed. 

His  gold,  lodged  in  the  nation's  Bank,  could 
not  be  taken  from  him,  but  he — could  he  not  be 
snatched  away  from  it  ?  aye,  before  he  had  lived 
to  enjoy  aU — aU  f  The  thought  was  horrible  to  him. 
It  was  his — he  was  alone,  without  kith  or  kiu ;  and 
the  possibility  that  the  gold  he  doated  on  with  the 
fondness  of  a  miser  should  go  to  others,  he  knew 
not  whom,  filled  him  with  horror ;  and  that  was  the 
canker  that  gnawed. 

He  did  love  his  gold. — ^No  hoary  miser  ever 
gloated  more  eagerly  upon  his  hoards — but  his 
love  was  not  manifested  like  the  miser's.  He 
wanted  to  taste  himself  the  golden  fruit,  to  pall  his 
palate  with  the  fruition  of  his  wealth,  to  fling  it 
from  him  in  the  wildest  luxury,  so  that  he  should 
not  leave  it  behind  him  for  others  to  enjoy. 

Life — life  was  all  he  asked ;  long  as  it  might 
last,  he  believed  his  wealth  would  last  as  long — at 
least  it  was  time  enough  to  save,  when  he  saw  his 
resources  dwindle,  but  not  yet. 
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Yes,  Don  Esteban  was  a  victim  to  his  fear  of 
death ;  to  the  dread  of  being  snatched  away  from 
the  bowl  of  abomination  before  he  had  drained  its 
dregs,  or  seen  them  drained  by  his  associates, 
drinking  from  his  hands.  That  even  was  so^le- 
thing ;  he  did  not  care  if  their  draughts  were  more 
frequent,  more  deep  than  his  own — he  gave  it — 
all  came  through  him;  he  flung  away  his  wealth 
with  the  fierce  profligacy  of  a  heartless  spend- 
thrift, but  then  he  handled  it  first.  And  so  he 
welcomed  all  the  parasites  that  fed  upon  him,  and 
while  they  clustered  round  him,  he  triumphed  in 
tbeir  abasement.  He  had  been  the  scorn  and  butt; 
now  his  turn  was  come  to  play  the  scorner. 
Surrounded  as  Don  Esteban  was  by  followers  of 
all  ages,  from  youth  old  in  dissipation,  to  old  age 
aflecting  youth  in  vice  and  folly,  he  carefully 
abstained  from  indulging  in  animal  excesses.  And 
why  ?  Because  they  made  the  canker  gnaw. 

Francois  would  frighten  him  at  times,  while 
engaged  on  the  morning  toilette,  by  pointing 
before  the  dye  was  applied,  to  the  whitened  and 
fast-falling  hairs,  and  hinting  that  the  furrowed 
wrinkles  were  becoming  plainer  to  view,  when  not 
hidden  by  well-brushed  whiskers,  or  skilfully 
adjusted  peruke. 

"  Sif  Frangois, — ^yes,  I  will  take  care — I  will  not 
drink — I  will  not — but  yes,  I  can  play  as  high  as 
I  like,  that  will  not  hurt  my  constitution,  and  I 
must  do  something — besides,  do  I  not  take  the 
Elixir  of  Life  every  night  ?  and  the  Pills  of  Im- 
mortality daily?     Do  I  not  see  Doctor  Glooze 
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eyery  morning,  and  take  my  drive  eTery  day, 
though  it  is  cold  enough  to  ^eeze  my  manow? 
thai  iBi  when  it  can  get  in  at  the  eanriage 
window8|  which  is  not  often.  Do  not  frighten 
me,  Francois." 

The  IVench  valet  eould  hardly  help  his  lip 
curling  at  the  piteous  expression  that  came  over 
the  usually  sullen  countenance  of  Don  Eatehafti 
and  he  thought  to  himself,  ''No,  I  mean  to 
squeeze  well  the  sponge  before  it  is  thrown  away,* 
and  then  added  aloud  words  of  flattering  comfort 
on  his  master's  appearance,  as  he  renovated  him  far 
the  day,  and  so  reconsoled  him. 

Franfois  had  his  doubts  at  limes  about  the  pro- 
priety of  letting  so  many  besides  himself  take  a 
squeeze  at  the  sponge,  and  consulted  the  maitre 
d'hStel  upon  the  subject,  but  they  both  agreed  that 
amidst  all  the  profusion   their  own  opportunities 
were  the  greater,  and  besides,  there  really  seemed 
plenty  for  alL     ''  And  if  he  be  once  fiightenod," 
observed  the  sagacious  valet,  '^  he  will  draw  back 
into  his  shell  like  de  snaiL      He  loaf  monies; 
I  hear  him   count  at  night;   I   see   him  make 
much  eyes  at  his  gold — oh,  go  on — he  loaf  monies, 
I  tell  you,  but  got  plenty,  and  dat  why  de  old 
lords  and  de  young  lords  come  buzzii^  up  like 
wasps  round  a  barrel  for  sugar — ^but  dey  sting  etch 
oder  too.'* 

The  most  powerful  of  genii  is  money — its  poe- 
session,  added  to  a  little  tact,  opens  almost  eveiy 
path,  and  every  passer<-by  will  make  his  bow  to 
boot.     It  will  produce  lamps  that  will  laugh  at 
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Aladdin's;  it  will  &bricate  carpets  that  would 
oyerahadow  Solomon's. 

Among  the  crowd  that  payed  their  court  to  the 
old  Spanish  nabob,  were  men  who  would  haTe 
scorned  what  they  called  a  mean  action,  whose 
honour  in  the  world's  estimation  had  never  been 
tarnished,  who  had  been  in  their  time  the  envied 
possessors  of  their  thousands,  and  tens  of  thousands, 
and  hundreds  of  thousands  per  annum,  which  they 
bad  squandered  and  dissipated,  until  the  once 
proud  fiibric  of  their  fortunes  had  melted  away  like 
a  palace  of  ice  on  the  banks  of  the  Neva,  when 
•*  the  bright  Bull  receives  the  sun."  Their  only 
refuge  was  credit ;  and  it  was  not  mean,  it  was  not 
dishonoiurable  to  evade  a  creditor ; — *^  They  were 
made  to  be  bilked,"  cried  young  Lord  Bacey; 
''They  are  used  to  it,  like  eels,etc8etera,"  echoed  old 
Mr.  Rouey.  Lord  Chasekepe  had  his  doubts 
thereupon,  though  he  ought  to  have  doubted  long 
before,  while  he  was  lord  of  the  splendid  heritage 
which  now  was  gone  for  ever.  But  perhaps«he  had 
expectancies*  The  Earl  of  Whistlove,  his  uncle, 
was  an  old  man,  and  his  nephew  was  heir  in  tail. 

The  winter  had  passed  away  ;  the  dirty  piles  of 
snow  and  ice  had  melted  in  the  gutters,  and 
the  long  interval  of  fierce  struggle  between 
howling  winds  and  storms  of  sleet  and  rain,  that 
precedes  the  advent  of  spring,  had  dragged  on  half 
its  dreary  length.  Don  Esteban  still  occupied  the 
most  splendid  of  the  splendid  suites  of  apartments 
of  which  the  Prince's  Hotel  could  boast,  and  was 
sitting  after  a  tdte  &  t6te  dinner,  with  the  young 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


64  B4KNEBF0BD;  QB, 

Lord  Chasekepe,  for  they  had  become  dow  in 
their  intimacy.  Don  Esteban  felt  more  at  hone 
with  him  because  he  was  able  to  conyerse  with 
him  in  that  language  which  had  become  most 
familiar  to  him.  There  was  a  great  contrast 
between  the  two  men  thus  thrown  together,  from 
the  two  extreme  verges  of  society's  many  shaded 
ranksy  and  sitting  side-by*side  in  intimacy. 

The  young  lord  was  a  short  thick-set  figure, 
inclining  to  corpulency;  his  face  had  once  been 
plump,  and  ruddy  health  once  had  blushed  in  his 
clear-skinned  cheeks,  but  they  were  now  flabby 
and  tallow-coloured.  His  well-shaped,  though 
rather  hooked  nose,  bad  a  tinge  of  irritadon  round 
its  nostrils,  and  his  large  blue  eyes  were  bloodshot 
His  fair  hair,  which  formerly  used  to  cluster  in 
thick  wavy  curls,  was  growing  thin  and  lank,  bat 
his  laugh  was  as  loud,  and  his  voice  as  bouterous 
as  ever,  as  he  lolled  back  in  his  chair,  with 
one  hand  thrust  into  his  pockets,  and  his  feet 
stretched  upon  the  fender  before  the  blazing  fire, 
while,  with  his  head  thrown  back,  he  examined 
the  colour  of  the  ruby  liquid  that  sparkled  in 
the  glass  he  held  to  the  light,  with  the  air  of  t 
connoisseur. 

''  You  don't  drink,  Don  Esteban,*'  said  Chase- 
kepe,  rolling  back  the  loaded  table  that  stood 
between  him  and  his  host,  with  such  haste  as  to 
threaten  the  equilibrium  of  the  decanters,  glasses, 
and  dishes  that  covered  it  in  glittering  profusion. 

*'  You  do  it  for  me.  Milord,  while  I  listen 
to  your  accounts  of  the  men  about  Town;  they 
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imuse  me,  too,  and  make  me  wish  I  were  young 
»gain.** 

"  Young  ? — you  look  younger  than  I,  begad." 

And  truly,  thanks  to  Fran9ois,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed that  some  years  did  appear  to  be  struck  off 
rom  the  score  which  old  Time  had  run  up  against 
Stephen  Black.  His  stoop  was  not  so  visible  as 
)e  sat,  his  black  eyes,  too,  sparkled  in  the  candle 
ight  with  pleasure  at  the  only  compliment  he 
Tared  to  hear. 

"  Begad  !  I  mean  to  pull  up  one  of  these  days. 
Ifou  must  lend  me  some  of  your  dust-bags,  Este- 
)an,  and  I'll  reform,  old  boy." 

''  I  never  lend,  Milord." 

*'  Ah !  I  forgot  that  confounded  maxim  of  yours. 
iTou  let  us  all  do  pretty  much  as  we  like,  and  are, 
[  must  say,  a  real  trump  in  all  but  this.  You 
von't  even  put  pen  to  paper  for  a  poor  devil, 
vhose  duns  give  him  screwing  gripes.  It  is  cursed 
kwkward  that  you  won't  help;  but  one  can't 
grumble." 

"  Lo  oreo !  I  should  think  not,"  retorted  Don 
Esteban,  with  a  grin  of  triumph  almost  insulting ; 
'  If  you  want  horses,  you  ride  mine ;  if  you  want 
linners,  you  eat  mine ;  if  you  want  a  box  at  the 
theatre,  you  take  the  key  of  mine.  My  mistresses 
u:company  you,  and  welcome.  What  more  do  you 
ivant?" 

The  patrician's  blood  mounted  to  the  roots  of 
bis  bair  and  the  tips  of  his  ears,  and  he  gulped  an 
instant  before  he  broke  out  into  his  loud  laugh ; 
but  he  got  it  down,  and  replied, — 
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''  Well,  it  is  true ;  once  I  saw  others  as  aukxii 
to  help  me  to  get  rid  of  my  superabundance;  btt 
I  lacked  your  prudence  in  one  respect  But  after 
ally  you  play  like  a  trump." 

**  Si,  miar,  at  mont£.* 

''  No,  hang  monte.  You  are  too  keen  a  bind 
for  us  all  there.  What  say  you  to  a  haod  it 
ecarte  ?— for  I  must  do  something,  or  I  shall  eoae 
to  the  dogs,  like  Bully  Bannerford." 

Don  Esteban  started  forward  at  the  name,  and 
asked  eagerly,  "Who  is  he?  Tell  me  of  liim; 
you  have  not  mentioned  his  name  in  your  cata* 
logue." 

"  His  time  has  gone  by,  but  he  did  it  glorioosl; 
once,  I  hear ;  and  they  say  he  has  crept  up  from 
some  sewer  or  other  again ;  at  least  so  the  Uack 
Major  says;  for  he  saw  him  at  the^  Tartarus  Club 
the  other  night.*' 

"  I  have  never  been  there,  Milord«  Can  joo 
introduce  me?"  asked  Don  Esteban,  manifesling 
much  more  interest  than  he  had  previously  ahovn. 

"  Of  course  I  can ;  I  believe  I  am  free  of  tbe 
Tartarus;  I  ought  to  be,  for  my  apprentioeahip 
was  long  enough.  Not  been  to  the  Tartarus,  Don 
Esteban  ?  The  defect  must  be  remedied.  I  can't 
be  your  cicerone,  though,  in  this  state  of  my 
pockets.*^ 

As  he  spoke,  he  withdre\^  the  hand  he  had  care- 
lessly thrust  into  his  trousers,  and  turning  bis 
empty  pocket  inside  out,  and  shrugging  his  ahool* 
ders,  he  burst  out  into  a  forced  laugh. 

'*  Let  us  try  6carte,"  said  Don  Esteban,  pointifig 
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to  the  pack  that  stood  ready  upon  a  table  near^ 
Etnd  smiling  at  the  readiness  with  which  his  com- 
panion jumped  up,  and  wheeled  it  between  their 
chairs. 

Sefior  Don  Esteban  had  not  made  the  grande 
tour  to  acquire  the  necessary  polish^  the  bright 
varnished  lustre  deemed  requisite  to  enable  holders 
of  plethoric  purses  to  empty  them  ^acefuUy  ;  but 
still  he  had  acquired  a  seIf-possession»  a  rude  con- 
fidence in  himself  during  his  "long  residence 
eibroady**  to  speak  politely^  that  stood  him  in  good 
stead.  Besides,  the  habits  of  his  companions,  low- 
sDd  depraved  as  they  were,  are  not  to  be  judged 
by  those  of  our  home  ruffians.  He  had  lived  with 
desperadoes  who  would  have  cut  purses  or  throats 
without  the  slightest  compunction,  but  who  would 
never  have  forgiven  themselves  had  they  been 
wanting  in  the  punctilios  of  courtesy,  in  which 
even  a  Spanish  beggar  is  perfect.  There  was,  then, 
not  such  a  very  great  difference  between  the  ruffian 
affecting  the  gentleman,  and  the  gentleman  affect- 
ing the  ruffian. 

They  soon  became  deeply  interested  in  the  issue 
of  their  pasteboard  encounter.  Don  Esteban 
played  a  losing  game ;  at  first  it  seemed  to  discon- 
cert him,  and  his  hand  nervously  fidgeted  about 
the  back  of  his  neck,  but  he  had  no  accomplices 
ready  to  supply  his  wants,  and  there  was  a  sharp 
merry  twinkle  in  his  adversary's  eyes,  as  he 
observed  the  motion,  which  told  that  he  too  knew 
the  use  of  a  coat-collar  and  a  good  backer  at  6cart£ 
to  slide  in  opportunely  a  master  card.     Don  Este* 
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ban  was  not,  upon  reflection,  dissatisfied  to  reple- 
nish his  opponent's  pockets,  and  so  enable  him  to 
pa;  his  visit  to  the  Tartarus  Club,  whose  mysteiies 
he  so  much  longed  to  become  acquainted  with, 
particularly  since  Chasekepe  had  let  drop  his  ohter- 
vation  about  Bannerford. 

"  Luck,  you  see,  is  on  your  side,  as  usual, 
Chasekepe,"  he  exclaimed,  pushing  back  the  table. 

His  companion  rose,  and  with  a  self-satisfied  air 
filled  up  a  bumper  of  wine,  and  then  replied,— 
*'  Even  so,  my  prince  of  golden  ingots;  but  I  am 
not  tired  out,  and  we  have  yet  an  hour  to  spare. 
I  promise  you,  they  don't  keep  very  early  hoora 
at  the  Tartarus.** 

Don  Esteban  rose  and  looked  at  the  peodule 
on  the  chimney-piece ;  it  was  eleven  o'clock. 

*^  These  late  hours  are  bad  for  me,  so  Doctor 
Glooze  tells  me,  Chasekepe ;  but  I  will  indulge  for 
this  once." 

**  Pooh ! — an  extra  dozen  of  Immortality  Pills 
will  make  all  right.  Come,  another  deal  or  two» 
and  then  we  will  be  off." 

*'  No,  Chasekepe,  let  me  rest  awhile ;  you  require 
all  eyes  and  attention  for  me  to  keep  pace  with 
you.  Stay,  you  shall  tell  me  something  of  the 
men  I  may  meet  to-night.  Fill  your  glass  once 
more." 

*'  As  you  like,**  rejoined  Chasekepe,  slapping  his 
pocket  contentedly,  and  following  his  companion's 
example  in  sinking  back  into  his  well-stuffed  chair. 
"  Let  me  see,  whom  shall  I  tell  you  about  first  ? 
the  Lucifer  of  our  Tartarus — Slimy  Judas  himself? 
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Aby  Senor,  I  am  not  afraid  of  many  people,  but 
vfithin  tbat  man's  reacb,  nay^  in  bin  sigbt,  I  feel 
myself  sbudder.*' 

*'  Hi^m !  I  am  not  afraid  of  bim,  nor  did  I  care 
to  hear  about  bim ;  it  was  some  one  else,  but  still 
go  on." 

"  Nay,  I  bave  not  mucb  to  tell ;  tbey  must  be 
sharper  than  I,  tbat  can  tell  mucb  about  bim. 
They  say  be  made  bis  d&mt  amongst  us  as  an  Italian 
image  boy  ;  then  be  was  beard  of  as  valet  to  Lord 
Harkaway.  The  Lord  was  found  dead  in  bis  bed 
one  fine  morning ;  the  valet  lamented  him,  put  on 
mourning,  but  somehow  he  was  the  better  off  for 
the  circumstance ;  he  became  a  gentleman,  attended 
horse  races,  for  which  perhaps  be  learned  to  have 
a  liking  during  his  service  with  bis  defunct  master. 
The  turf  treats  its  apprentices  scurvily ;  Marcoti — 
tbat  is  bis  real  name — was  sharply  bitten.  To 
save  himself  from  returning  to  beggary  from  which 
he  sprang,  he   married   the    old  postmistress   of 

W »•    Hem  !  they  say  the  letters  that  passed 

through  the  post-office  after  tbat  sometimes  lin- 
gered on  the  road,  and  some  did  not  pass  at  all. 

Round  W ,  you  know,  many  sportsmen  are  to 

be  found.  Marcoti  reappeared  again  within  the 
betting  ring.  The  old  postmistress  turned  him  out 
in  full  fig,  and  he  did  not  go  back  often  to  thank 
her.  Marcoti  laid  bis  bets  with  the  devil's  own 
lack,  but  the  best  bit  that  he  made  was  in  that 
afibir  of  Bully  Bannerford's  Comet ;  at  least,  ever 
after,  he  had  all  his  own  way,  it  seemed." 
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''  What  was  that  affair?"  asked  Don  Estebio, 
trying  in  vain  to  hide  the  interest  he  took. 

Chasekepe  looked  a  moment  at  his  £^6  in  in- 
quisitive sui^rise,  and  continued, —  , 

''  Oh,  only  a  drug^ng  affidr  to  settle  a  faToorite 
owned  by  Sir  Martin  Bannerford.  It  was  a  pI^ 
cious  coil  altogether;  somebody  knocked  somebodj 
on  the  head,  I  believe;  but,  however,  it  was 
Marcoti  came  out  well,  and,  for  some  reason  or 
other,  seemed  to  give  a  helping  hand  to  Banaer- 
ford,  when  his  worst  days  came  upon  him;  though, 
perhaps,  it  was  all  sham,  for  he  helped  to  ruin 
him  first" 

**  Then  it  was  true  that  Sir  Martin  was  not 
mur — ;  that  is,  that  he  recovered  from  the  so-called 
accident  ?*  asked  Don  Esteban,  with  an  interested 
sneer. 

**  Oh,  that  was  a  concern  of  the  devil's  own 
concocting,  I  have  been  told,  and  eld  Placet— I  beg 
the  sinner's  pardon— Lonsmore  of  Lon8m<»e,  I 
should  say,  was  his  special  agent  on  the  occasion. 
There  was  a  report  that  a  younger  brother  was 
still  living.  I  would  give  all  my  winnings  of  die 
Derby  this  year,  which  I  mean  to  be  my  grand 
stroke  of  recovery — ^By  the  bye,  I  will  make  you 
up  a  book  if  you  like." 

"  No^  go  on ;  you  shall  after^  perhaps.  Bat 
what  of  the  younger  brother?  " 

**  Oh,  I  loiow  nothing  of  him,  I  wish  I  did.  I 
would  back  him  agunst  Placet  for  long  odds,  if 
all  they  say  be  true." 
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^  And  the  elder  brother — ^the  young  Sir  Martin, 
as  he  was  called — ^has  he  really  retumedt " 

"  Eh  I  how  do  you  know  how  he  waa  called?  ** 

'*  Oh !  I  have  heard  a  few  scattered  words  about 
the  man  that  made  me  feel  interested  in  him." 

''Welly  they  say  he  has  turned  up;  but  we 
shall  see.  Slimy  Judas  will  get  bold  of  him,  I 
dare  aay,  especially  if  he  has  anything  to  sell, 
mortgage,  or  pawn*  Look  you,  Esteban,  your  note 
would  be  good  at  what  per  cent,  now  ?  " 

''  The  maitre  d'hdtel  would  cash  it  in  fuU,  I 
belieye,**  replied  the  Don,  drawing  himself  up. 

''Most  likely;  at  least,  he  would  give  ninety 
odd,  and  glad  to  take.  Well,  Marcoti  would  give 
fifty,  and  make  you  take  twenty-five  of  that  in 
beastly  old  laffitte,  or  hermitage,  or  some  damned 
rubbish,  and  perhaps  an  odd  five  or  two  in  opera 
tickets-— he  holds  shares ; — so  a  poor  devil  would 
have  a  score  coins,  perhaps,  to  jingle  out  of  his 
hundred,  and  that  at  two  months.  At  the  end  of 
that  time,  the  Lord  help  you,  for  the  screwings  of 
all  the  thumbikins  found  in  the  Armada,  to  tickle 
us  heretics  with,  would  be  nothing  to  the  gripings 
of  Judas.  He  would  have  put  Shylock  up  to  a 
dodge  to  get  his  pound  of  flesh,  had  he  been  by.'' 

"  But  why  would  Bannerford  go  to  him,  sup* 
posing  that  he  should  turn  up  ? '' 

"Why  does  a  moth  fly  to  a  candle?  Pooh! 
Where  could  the  buUy  go  to?  The  Tartarus  is 
his  oldest  haunt  The  Tartarus  men  were  his 
oldest  cronies;  and  if  old  Placet  had  not  set 
Marcoti  at  him,  they  say  he  would  not  have  left 
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the  country  at  all.  He  lent  him  money  to  try  the 
Tartarus  game  abroad;  and  between  Marcoti  and 
Placet  it  was  so  contrived  that  the  Bully  should 
get  into  some  confounded  scribe.  He  plonged 
and  kicked,  and  got  deeper  in  the  mire,  until  a 
cannon  ball  got  entangled  round  his  ankles,  and 
Placet  grinned,  as  he  thought  that  the  foreign 
]iulks  would  hold  the  Bully  for  eyer." 

"  Dare  he  show  himself  if  he  is  an  escaped 
format?" 

''  Oh,  Marcoti  dare  not  betray  him ;  besides,  he 
bas  quarrelled  with  Lonsmore  of  Lonsmore,  and 
would  protect  Bannerford  now  as  far  as  he  ooold, 
though,  of  course,  he  must  live  like  an  owl,  and 
only  fly  by  night." 

**  Then  you  think  it  possible  he  will  be  at  the 
dub?" 

"  If  he  is  in  London.  He  has  no  where  eke 
to  go." 

'*  Has  he  any  means  of  living?    Has  he  gold?" 

"  I  have  not  heard.  The  black  Major  said  they 
would  get  him  something  among  them." 

There  was  an  eager  ferocious  glitter  in  the  eyes 
of  Don  Esteban  as  he  asked  the  question,  and  a 
frown,  or  rather  scowl  of  disappointment  settled 
on  his  brow,  as  he  heard  the  reply.  He  rose  from 
his  chair. 

**  It  is  getting  late,  Chaaekepe,  and  if  we  are  to 
get  a  sight  of  your  Tartarus,  Vamos,  I  will  risg 
for  my  carriage." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

TBM  TAHfA&US  OAXIira-HIU.  —  BTBPHXH  BIAOK  FINDS  HIS  EinBMT 
Ain>  WAglEKB  on  mX  ~  OHASESEPB  DEVUS  THS  BAHKEH,  MAB- 
con— PLATB  HIS  DIBPUULTB  QAICB — ^WDia^  AMD  BBBAKS  THB  BAXK. 

Thb  well-appointed  carriage  that  carried  Don 
Gsteban  and  his  companion  rolled  swifUy  but 
easily  over  the  stones  of  Pall  Mall.  Suddenly 
Chasekepe  leaned  forward  and  pulled  the  check- 
string. 

"  We  must  stop  here  and  get  out.  They  would 
not  open  the  outer  wicket  at  the  Tartarus,  if  they 
heard  a  carriage  drive  up,  and  they  are  always  on 
the  watch." 

"  But  the  cold — the  night  air — Doctor  Glooze," 
murmured  Don  Esteban,  piteously. 

*'  You  have  your  fur*lined  cloak,  and  your 
respirator.  There,  mu£Be  up  lyell,  and  you  may 
laugh  even  at  a  London  fog." 

*'  Give  me  your  arm,  Chasekepe,  and  bid  the 
carriage  wait.'* 

''  No;  let  it  come  again  at  four." 

'*  So  late  ?— Doctor  Glooze ! " 

"  Pooh !  swallow  some  more  Immortality  gam- 
boge." 

With  a  repeated  murmuring,  Don  Esteban  suf- 

YOL.  m.  B 
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fered  himself  to  be  led  away.  Drawing  Ids  doak 
round  his  face,  until  scarcely  his  eyes  were  visibley 
he  walked  on  without  speaking,  leaning  the  while 
on  his  companion's  arm. 

They  passed  swifUy  along  a  square;  turned 
sharp  round  through  a  silent  dimly-lighted  street; 
again  turned  down  a  dark  alley,  at  the  end  of 
which  glhnmered  a  dull  flickering  lamp.  The 
feeble  rays  struggled  hard  to  penetrate  through  the 
dirty  panes  of  a  small  fan-light  over  a  low  door; 
before  which  ran  a  huge,  ponderous,  rusty  iron 
railing,  with  a  gate,  that  opened  in  front  of  the 
door. 

There  was  just  light  enough  to  enable  them  to 
see  the  soot-begrimed  walls  of  the  narrow  alley, 
and  the  massive  bars,  all  honeycombed  with  mst, 
that  formed  the  palisade.  Lord  Chasekepe  released 
himself  an  instant  from  his  companion's  hold,  and 
placing  his  foot  between  two  of  the  bars  seemed  to 
press  down  with  all  his  force,  while  he  took  hold 
of  the  spear-headed  tops  of  two  other  bars.  Don 
Esteban  watched  curiously,  and  in  spite  of  his 
thick  furs  i^  ingenioudy  contrived  respirator,  he 
diivered  as  he  stood  in  the  cold  murky  air  of  a 
London  midnight. 

The  clocks  from  the  churches  around  told  that 
half-an-hour  of  another  day  was  already  past,  and 
when  their  distant  echoes  died  away,  Don  Eatehan 
thought  he  heard  the  tinkling  of  a  small  bell 
inside  the  edifice  bdbre  whidi  they  stood,  while  a 
bolt  was  shot  back  in  the  gate  by  some  machinery. 

*'  All  right,**  said  Chasekepe^  pushing  open  the 
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heavy  gate»  which  immediately  swung  to,  behind 
tbem,  with  a  loud  clang. 

*'  Now  for  the  door.  You  see  the  way  to  our 
Hades  b  narrow,  and  well  guarded.  Look  out  for 
the  Cerberus.'*  As  he  spoke,  Chasekepe  felt  with 
his  hand  down  the  side-post  of  the  door,  and  pushed 
a  small  knob.  It  slid  away,  and  disclosed  the 
trumpet-shaped  mouth  of  a  speaking-tube.  He 
applied  his  mouth  to  the  opening,  and  muttered 
the  pass-word,  sliding  back  the  knob,  after  listening 
a  TT.oment  for  a  reply. 

The  low  door  opened,  and  turning  noiselessly  on 
its  hinges,  allowed  them  to  enter  a  long  passage, 
lighted  by  that  lamp  whose  rays  were  visible 
through  the  fan-light  from  without.  A  thick 
matting  covered  the  passage,  and  not  even  the 
sound  of  their  own  footfalls  broke  the  stillness  of 
the  edifice.  At  the  other  end  was  a  door,  larger 
and  more  ample  in  its  proportions  than  the  outer 
one.  It  seemed  of  oak,  and  was  thickly  studded 
with  vast  nails,  like  the  door  of  a  dungeon, 
and  its  edges  were  strengthened  by  thick  plates 
of  iron. 

The  challenge  of  Lord  Chasekepe  was  repeated 
in  the  same  way  as  at  the  first  door,  and  with 
similar  success.  The  heavy  door  rolled  back  upon 
its  hinges,  and  admitted  them  instantly.  Don 
Ssteban  was  not  reluctant  to  yield  up  his  cloak 
to  the  silent  and  respectful  attendants  that  stood 
on  each  side  of  the  door  to  receive  them.  The 
hall  in  which  they  found  themselves  was  heated  to 
a  warm  temperature,  and  its  high  vaulted  roof  was 
b2 
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lighted  by  the  rich  mellow  light  of  a  handsome 
chandelier  that  hung  from  the  fretted  ceiling.  A 
thick  soft  carpet  covered  the  floor,  and  the  tall 
forms  of  the  attendants  moved  noiselessly  before 
them  as  they  led  the  way  to  a  small  door  on  their 
right.  They  seemed  to  know  the  habits  of  thar 
visitor. 

**  No,  not  yet/*  whispered  Chasekepe,  in  a  low 
voice,  as  if  unwilling  to  break  the  silence  that 
seemed  to  reign  everywhere ;  "  we  will  try  the 
other  room  first." 

The  attendants,  who  were  men  of  almost  gigantic 
stature,  stepped  over  to  the  opposite  side  of  the 
hall,  and  each  throwing  open  a  wing  of  the  door, 
ushered  them  into  the  room. 

"  Those  seem  strong  fellows,"  muttered  Don 
Esteban,  as  they  passed  between  the  mute  janitorSi 

^'  Aye,  tall  fellows  enough  and  ugly  customers, 
as  they  can  show  when  there  is  need ;  but  what 
think  you  of  this  saloon?"  inquired  Chasekepe, 
looking  round  the  apartment 

It  was  of  stately  proportions,  splendidly  fur- 
nished, and  brilliantly  lighted  by  hundreds  of  wax 
lights,  which  glittered  among  the  silvered  branches 
of  the  chandeliers,  and  were  reflected  a  thousand- 
fold from  the  vast  mirrors  that  lined  the  walls. 
Heavy  curtains  of  dark  purple  velvet  hung  grace- 
fully from  the  carved  ceiling  of  cream-colaor 
relieved  with  gold,  between  fluted  pillars,  that 
separated  the  pier  glasses  from  each  other.  These 
draped  hangings  were  so  disposed  as  to  fall  upon 
the  projecting  bases  of  the  pillars,  and  thus  form 
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recesses  round  the  roomy  in  which  stood  tables, 
with  soft-cushioned  sofas,  and  divans,  or  well- 
stuffed  chairs.  Each  table  and  recess  was  sepa- 
rated by  a  space  from  its  neighbour ;  and  though 
the  hum  of  voices  filled  the  apartment,  the  groups 
of  loungers  that  were  gathered  round  each  table 
were,  if  they  chose  it,  able  to  remain  quite  apart, 
and  by  themselves. 

The  tables  seemed  all  occupied*  At  some,  sat 
a  silent  couple,  intent  upon  some  game  of  chance 
or  skill.  At  others,  leaned,  or  stood,  or  lolled,  a 
knot  of  noisy  young  men  discussing  the  refresh- 
ments, solid  and  liquid,  with  which  the  silent 
waiters  liberally  supplied  them  from  the  well-laden 
buffets  that  stood  at  intervals  round  the  room. 
Most  of  the  occupants  of  the  room  were  young 
men,  tliough  here  and  there  a  grizzled  or  grey 
head  was  to  be  seen;  the  latter,  however,  were 
generally  silent  and  thoughtful,  and  were  found 
by  twos,  or  incongruously  associated  with  beard* 
less  boyhood  in  a  silent  corner,  and  devotedly 
intent  upon  the  cards  that  were  held,  evidently  in 
well-practised  hands.  These  would  look  round  occa- 
sionally in  reproof  when  the  voices  of  some  neigh- 
bouring group  grew  too  loud.  There  was  some- 
thing about  all  in  the  room  that  showed  that  they 
were  men  of  a  high  rank  in  society ;  the  tones  of 
their  voice,  their  attitudes,  their  dress,  their  bear- 
ing, all  spoke  the  men  of  ton.  The  young  lion 
and  the  old  roui^  the  pleasure-seeker  and  the 
desperate  gamester,  were  all  there,  though  those 
of  the  latter  class  were  to  be  found  in  greater 
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numbers  in  the  innermost  penetralia^  as  will  be 
seen. 

Lord  Cha8eke{>e  seemed  to  be  known  to  most 
that  were  present  The  silent  pairs  of  combatants 
looked  up  from  their  cards,  and  gave  bim  a  nod 
as  he  passed;  and  more  noisy  knots  of  yoong 
revellera  invited  Harry  Chasekepe  to  join  thdr 
pools,  or  floor  their  lush^  or  pull  their  weeds; 
but  keeping  Don  Esteban's  arm  in  his,  be  shook 
his  head  in  refusal,  and  they  paced  together  slowly 
from  one  end  of  the  room  to  the  other. 

'^  This  is  our  room  for  little-goes,"  said  Chase- 
kepe, '*  and  they  are  of  divers  sorts,  as  you  see. 
Each  table  is  differently  occupied,  though  at  most 
the  same  game  is  being  carried  on. 

**  There,  at  that  table,  is  old  Genera)  Foxey — 
he  with  the  shining  bald  head,  and  long  grey  hmr 
hanging  over  his  ears — he  is  teaching  young  Muflfej 
ecart^.  The  youth  has  run  up  from  Orford,  and 
goes  down  by  an  early  train  to  be  in  time  for 
morning  chapel,  which  he  must  keep,  or  be  rusti- 
cated for  a  few  terms. 

**  At  the  other,  an  old  post-captain,  with  an  ex- 
M.P.  for  an  Irish  county,  and  a  briefless  barrister, 
are  initiating  a  comet  of  the  blues,  an  ensign  of 
the  guards,  and  a  joung  Somerset  House  empbg^, 
into  the  mysteries  of  rising  loo. 

*'  Yonder  are  four  old  cronies  deeply  cogitating^ 
on  short  whist.  Egad,  the  points  are  heavy.  They 
are  gamblers  in  the  day-time  on  a  far  larger  scale* 
and  after  being  on  Change  they  do  not  relish 
child's  play. 
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**  But  all  this  is  very  innocent  I  The  peelers 
might  pop  in  here  if  they  liked ;  Judas  takes  caie 
of  that,"  observed  Chasekepe,  stopping  before  a 
bufiet,  and  inviting  Don  Esteban  to  join  him  in 
attacking  a  full  decanter.  On  his  declining,  he 
filled  a  glass  for  himself,  and  continued — "  Yes, 
all  these  are  but  assorted  little-goes — vety  inno- 
cent.'' 

**  It  is  different  from  what  I  expected.  The 
parties  and  games  seem  all  distinct  and  private. 
There  is  no  public  table,**  observed  Don  Esteban. 

'^  Ah !  wait  a  bit ;  we  will  cross  over  to  the 
other  room — ^you  will  see  there.  None  of  this 
laughter — no  raising  of  the  voice  there.     No, 

d it,  they  are  too  much  in  earnest  there.    No 

private  skirmishes  amongst  each  other.  The  arch 
enemy — the  grand  prize  is  there.  The  bank !  the 
bank ! — G— d,  what  would  I  give  to  break  Slimy 
Judas'sbankr 

As  ha  spoke,  the  young  Lord's  eyes  were  lighted 
with  a  vengeful  thirsty  look;  and  he  clenched 
tightly  in  his  hand  the  gold  with  which  he  had 
aimed  himself  at  Don  Esteban's  expense.  He  felt 
like  a  gladiator  poising  his  blade,  and  trying  its 
edge  previous  to  the  encounter,  and  tossed  off 
another  goblet  of  fiery  wine,  just  as  the  gladiator 
would  give  an  extra  gird  to  his  belt. 

^  Now,  Don  Esteban,  to  the  bank — the  bank ! 
Stay,  promise  me  one  thing.'' 

*' What  IB  that  r 

**  Will  you  back  me  up — ^back  the  colour  I  do?'* 

**  Perhaps  I  shall  not  play." 
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"  You  must,  Esteban — ^you  must !  Tou  hare 
a  purse  that  knows  no  emptying — stop,  I  will  show 
you  a  certain  way  to  win.     Will  you  back  mer 

**  You  have  money  of  your  own  now,  risk  that; 
and  lose  or  win  as  you  may.  I  will  watch  joar 
game.** 

"  I  may  win — ^I  may  lose !  but  if  I  had  the 
means— oh,  if  I  had  but  enough !  Look !  I  back 
red|  and  lose ;  I  double,  and  lose  ;  treble  the  last, 
still  on  red,  and  lose  again,  if  you  will ;  I  must 
win  some  time — ^red  must  turn  up  some  time! 
While  I — ^I — ^Don  Esteban,  with  your  purse,  I 
would  go  on,  and  every  new  stake  should  be  in* 
creased  so  many  fold  as  to  cover  all  previous  losses 
lumped  together,  and  leave  a  handsome  margin 
too.  Oh,  Judas,  look  to  your  bank  the  day  I 
have  the  means  to  carry  out  my  plan  I  The  bank, 
Don  Esteban,  we  would  break  it,  by  G — d  !* 

*'  We  ?  I  tell  you  I  shall,  perhaps,  not  play 
— at  least,  not  your  game.  But  lead  on;  and, 
harkee,  point  out  Bannerford  to  me,  if  you  see 
him.** 

"Eh!  what?  two  doubled — four  doubled— 
eight,  eh  ? — ah,  sixteen !  while  two,  plu9  four,  pbu 
eight,  as  we  used  to  say  at  Cambridge,  only  equal 
fourteen  ;  margin  of  two — call  them  thousands — 
good  !  Eh,  Bannerford?  Oh,  yes ! — come  along. 
I  will  try  my  plan,  and  only  watch  me,  Dod 
Esteban — just  look  on,  and  see  if  I  must  not  infal- 
libly win  !  Eh  I  Bannerford?  Yes,  ask  the  Black 
Major — two — four — eight.  This  way,  across  the 
hall,  to  the  other  side.    If  you  will  back  my  colour, 
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we  will  ruin  him !  Yes,  at  last,  he  shall  pay  for 
all,  with  interest  too  !** 

There  was  a  wild  look  of  incipient  intoxication 
in  the  young  man's  inflamed  countenance,  as  he 
led  the  way  across  the  hall  to  the  small  door  on 
the  right.  The  door-keeper  gave  a  peculiar  knock 
as  they  approached,  and  the  door  was  opened  from 
within. 

"  You  see  this  is  a  different  place  to  the  other ; 
they  mean  business  here,^  whispered  Chasekepe, 
laying  a  trembling  hand  on  his  friend's  arm. 
'*  Look  round  well,  and  then  let  us  begin,  for 
something  tells  me  within  that  1  am  in  luck's  way 
this  night  at  least." 

**  So  you  have  thought  often  before,  I  dare  say,'' 
replied  Esteban^  with  a  mocking  sneer. 

'*  True,  by  the  L — d,  and  as  often  been  deceived, 
but  I  trust  to  you  to  give  me  luck.  Let  us  walk 
round,  and  then  keep  close  to  me — ^watch  my 
game,  and  see  if  it  is  not  certain.'' 

''  Point  out  first  some  of  your  friends.  Chase- 
kepe." 

"  Friends  ?  Oh,  Bannerford !  What  the  devil 
makes  you  so  interested  in  him?  Well,  never 
mind,  I  will  find  him,  if  he  is  here.  Yonder  is  the 
Black  Major ;  stay  here  a  minute  while  I  speak  a 
word  in  his  ear." 

Don  Esteban  leaned  carelessly  against  a  massive 
sideboard  of  dark  wood,  elaborately  carved,  that 
stood  close  to  the  wall  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
and  looked  curiously  round  him.  The  room  was 
mtich  smaller  than  the  gay  and  glittering  saloon 
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that  they  had  just  left,  and  its  furniture  wts  dark 
and  sombre  in  appearance.  The  walk  were  psinted 
of  a  dark  green,  whidi  was  also  the  colour  of  the 
ample  cloth  curtains  which  masked  what  appeared 
to  be  windows,  though,  had  they  been  pulled  aside, 
the  blank  wall  alone  would  have  been  Visible. 

Round  three  sides  of  the  room  ran  low  solas 
covered  also  with  cloth  of  dark  green,  matching  the 
soft-piled  carpet,  that  did  not  allow  the  soamd  of 
the  heaviest  foot-fall  to  be  heard. 

There  was  only  one  sideboard  in  this  room,  that 
against  which  Don  Esteban  was  leaning,  but  it  was 
well  covered  with  decanters  containing  the  richest 
wines  and  liqueurs,  and  hot  fiety  spirits,  that  dis- 
appeared faster  than  all  the  test.  There  wiere 
salvers  on  which  vrere  piled  the  cfaoiceat  fruits. 
Fair  sweet-smelling  flowers  too  were  there,  as  if 
to  mock  in  their  beauteous  innocence  the  looks  <^ 
despair  that  were  visible  on  the  pale  hi^gard  frees 
of  many  of  the  occupants  <^  that  fatal  chamber. 

Along  the  fourth  side  of  the  room,  that  furdiest 
from  the  door,  was  stretched  a  long  table,  near 
which  were  dtistered  groups  of  anxious  wtld-look- 
ing  gamesters.  The  sofas  were  nearly  all  deserted; 
all  the  occupants  of  the  room  were  gathered  at 
the  table,  gazing  with  starting  eyes  on  the  spotted 
pieces  of  pasteboard  that  dotted  its  dark  green 
surface. 

There  might  have  been  a  score  or  more  men 
gathered  round  the  spot  *^  destruction-deroted 
moths,  hovering  round  the  hell^lit  flame  that  was 
to  consume  them. 
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Separated  by  the  table  from  tbe  group  of  game- 
sters -were  the  officials  of  the  bank, — men  armed 
with  long  wooden  rakes,  with  which  they  swept 
into  dieir  fast-filling  coffers  the  winnings  that  the 
losers  seemed  to  see  pass  from  them  with  a  wrench 
of  agony*  But  their  faces  were  calm,  pladd,  and 
immoTable.  Some  even  wore  a  look  of  benevo*- 
lenGe  upon  their  composed  features.  It  was  said 
they  were  chosen  purposely  on  this  account  to  fill 
the  office,  as  if  it  was  hoped  that  their  countenances 
would  inspire  confidence  in  the  rash  victims  that 
trusted  to  their  mercy. 

Don  Esteban's  keen  eyes  roved  from  face  to  face, 
from  gamblers  to  bankers,  from  attendants  to  the 
few  idle  lookers-on. 

A  soft  mellow  light,  diffused  by  large  globular 
lamps  suspended  from  the  ceiling,  without  dazzling, 
rendered  every  comer  of  the  silent  room  distinctly 
visible ;  the  subdued  rays  fell  upon  many  a  wrinkled 
brow,  and  lighted  up  the  savage  lines  of  disappoint- 
ment round  many  a  compressed  mouth,  as  the  still- 
ness of  the  room  was  brokeji  by  the  croupier's  low 
cry,  announcing  the  winning  and  the  losing  colours. 
There  was  something  unnatural,  even  unearthly  in 
the  silence,  which  by  common  consent  all  seemed 
determined  to  maintain.  Men  seldom  assemble 
in  groups  of  such  numbers  vnthout  communion 
and  interchange  of  thought*  Here  all  was  solitude, 
in  the  midst  of  a  multitude.  Each  player  seemed 
an  isolated  individual,  wrapped  up,  shut  up  in 
himself,  shunning  conversation  and  almost  contact. 
Each  one  was  lost  in  the  intensity  of  his  own 
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punuiUy  giving  vent  seldons  to  a  chudde  of  self* 
congratulation  at  saccess,  often  to  a  snarl  of  rage 
at  ill  fortune* 

At  times  some  unfortunate  gambler,  irritated  at 
his  ill  luck»  would  dart  a  fierce  glance  of  hatred  at 
the  croupier  who  raked  away  his  losses  with  such 
calm  indifference ;  but  baffled  by  the  look  of  un- 
concern he  would  turn  away,  and  think  of  him, 
not  as  an  opponent,  but  as  much  a  part  of  the 
machine  as  the  rake  he  held.  From  time  to  time 
the  croupier's  heaped-up  bowl  of  winnings  was 
carried  to  the  large  iron  box  that  stood  at  the 
end  of  the  table,  where  the  tall^  dark^browed,  iroD- 
visaged  man  was  leaning  upon  it,  ever  regard- 
ing the  chances  of  the  players  and  the  fortune  of 
the  bank — hit  bank ;  when  its  lid  was  raised  and 
the  banker  deposited  in  its  deep  recess  the  con* 
tents  of  the  croupier's  bowl,  then  the  gambler*a 
look  of  despair  kindled  into  a  fire  of  malignant 
hatred,  as  it  was  met  by  the  dark  glance  of  mali- 
cious triumph  that  the  banker  threw  around. 

There  was  one  man,  however,  amongst  the  &w 
who  stood  behind  the  table,  that  offered  a  marked 
contrast  to  the  others.  He  remained  motionless 
in  the  corner  furthest  from  the  banker,  save  when, 
now  and  then,  with  a  handful  of  feathers  he  lightly 
swept  the  tables,  whenever  there  was  a  slight  pause 
in  the  game.  That  done,  he  slunk  back  to  hit 
comer,  and  half  bending  his  face,  glanoed  furtively 
around  from  beneath  his  shaggy  eye- brows. 

His  figure  looked  as  if  it  had  once  been  pordj, 
and  had  wasted  away,  leaving  the  unhealthy-looking 
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skin  to  hang  in  bags  round  his  sharp  angular  form, 
as  Ul^fitting  as  the  shining  threadbare  suit  of  rusty 
black,  that  hung  from,  rather  than  upon,  his  limbs. 
Deep  wrinkles  furrowed  his  hollow  cheeks,  and 
his  countenance  wore  a  look  of  cunning  and 
despair,  as  if  he  were  ever  trying  to  cheat  the 
misery  and  wretchedness  that  had  got  him  in  their 
dutches. 

His  eyes  were  large,  and  of  a  deep  blue,  and 
when  he  raised  his  head  and  looked  upwards, 
which  was  but  seldom,  there  shot  from  them  wild 
gleams  of  incipient  or  occasional  insanity. 

Don  Esteban*8  eyes  fastened  upon  this  figure ; 
there  was  something  about  the  face,  a  disfigured 
-wreck  of  a  better  past,  that  would  have  arrested 
his  notice  even  had  it  not  been  directed  to  the 
object  by  gestures  of  his  friend,  and  the  stranger  he 
had  called  the  Black  Major.  The  latter  was  a  short, 
thin,  spare  man,  with  huge  whiskers  of  busby  black, 
and  a  skin  tanned  almost  to  Ethiopian  darkness. 
He  held  Chasekepe  fast  by  his  button,  and  with- 
drawing him  from  the  table,  they  stood  apart  and 
conversed  in  low  earnest  whispers. 

Their  gestures,  as  has  been  stated,  directed  Don 
Ssteban'a  notice  to  the  probable  subject  of  their 
conversation.  The  man  himself,  too,  was  not  long 
in  guessing  that  he  was  the  object  of  comment,  and 
sullenly  turning  his  back  to  the  table  he  bent 
down  his  head  between  his  stooping  shoulders, 
raising  it  now  and  then  to  steal  a  glance  askant. 

Lord  Chasekepe  and  the  Black  Major  imme- 
diately looked  another  way,   but  Don  Esteban 
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cat^ht  a  full  glimpse  of  the  old  man'a  6tioiq;ly 
marked  and  sdll  handsome  profile. 

**  It  is  he — I  am  sure  of  it  now!  **  ht  muttaed 
*'  He  baulked  me  of  mj  revenge  after  all,  and  my 
triumph  has  been  only  in  hncy.  But  I  have  not 
forgotten — nor  have  I  forgiten — and  surely  it  is 
now  my  turn.  Trodden  in  the  dost  onoe — it  k 
for  me  to  trample  upon  him ;  and  her  wrongs  too! 
no,  DO,  I  have  not  forgotten/^ 

The  old  man,  satisfied  at  having  evaded,  as  he 
thought,  the  too  scrutinising  notice  of  Cfaasekeps 
and  the  Black  Major,  now  ventured  to  tarn  hslf 
round,  but  when  his  large  blue  eyes  auiprised  the 
stare  of  deadly  hatred  that  Don  Esteban  fixed  upon 
him,  he  started  as  if  a  wasp  had  stung  him,  sod 
once  more  his  head  was  fixed  downwards,  so  as  to 
hide  his  face. 

''  That  is  he,"  whispered  Chasekepe,  coming  up 
unobserved,  and  touching  Don  £steban*8  sleeve; 
'*  but  excuse  me  now,  the  Black  Major  is  impadent 
to  rejoin  the  game,  and  we  have  resolved  to  bsck 
the  same  colour.  Come,  Don  Estebaa,  join  as,  and 
our  success  is  sure. 

"Bueno,  wremos.  We  will  see,*^  replied  Esteban, 
giving  way  to  his  companion's  eager  impetaosi^, 
and  sufiering  himself  to  be  led  towards  the  table, 
after  having  been  formally  introduced  to  the  M^ob 
The  group  of  silent  gamblers  that  wer^  gathered 
round  made  way  for  them  to  approach,  for  there 
was  an  air  of  desperate  determination  on  Chase- 
kepe''s  countenance,  and  an  almost  confident  oer 
tainty  in  his  eye,  that  arrested  their  notice.    He 
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was  vety  pale^  but  hb  eyes  had  lost  the  wil^ness 
and  the  mouth  the  careless  bold  expreasion  that 
usoaliy  lingered  there. 

In  accordance  with,  the  etiquette  of  the  room^ 
Cbasekepe  stepped  oo  one  side  to  make  his  friend 
known  to  the  banker,  it  being  the  custom  so  to 
present  all  new  comers,  whenever  he  was  present, 
Aad  Judas  was  rarely  absent,  though  he  scarcely 
ever  moved  from  his  strong  box,  or  spoke  while 
standing  there ;  but  every  one  in  the  room  felt  that 
his  eye  was  upon  his  every  throw. 

The  manner  of  tbe  banker  was  cold  and  polite 
as  he  bowed  to  Don  Esteban,  and  returned  Chase^ 
kepe's  haughty  and  hostile  nod.  It  seined  to  say, 
"  I  know  you  mean  mischief,  but  I  can  foil  you ; 
go  and  do  your  worst."  He  did  not  move  from  his 
position,  but  as  CShasekepe  turned  on  his  heel,  he 
quietly  replaced  his  elbow  on  his  box,  and  sinking 
his  sharp  prominent  chin  into  his  hand,  kept  his 
eyes  fixed  vpon  them  as  they  passed  along  the  table 
to  the  further  end. 

Don  Esteban,  satisfied  at  the  discovery  he  had 
made  of  the  identity  of  the  shabby  old  man  in  the 
comer  with  his  old  oppressor,  resolved  for  the 
tnne  to  take  no  further  notice  of  him,  but  stiinding 
behind  Ohasekepe  he  leaned  his  elbow  upon  tbe 
tsUe,  and  watched  bis  proceedings  with  some 
cnrioBity* 

The  game  in  which  all  around  took  such  an 
absorbed  interest  was  excessively  simple.  No  skill 
was  required  to  understand  its  monotony,  and, 
apart  from  the  stakes  that  dependf^  upon  the 
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issue,  it  would  have  appeared,  to  a  looker-on, 
devoid  of  amusement  Upon  the  colour  of  a  card, 
simply  whether  it  were  nmge  or  notV,  all  dq»ended; 
but  when  it  is  remembered  that  upon  that  baztrd 
hung  the  ownership  of  the  heavy  rouleaux  of  goU, 
or  the  crispy  paper  whose  cyphers  stood  oat  in 
such  portentous  distinctness,  the  thrill  of  breathless 
expectation,  the  maddening  excitement,  with  wbidi 
the  result  was  watched  can  be  better  conceived. 

It  seemed  soon  to  be  understood,  almost  by  in- 
stinct, that  Chasekepe,  who  was  well  known  to  all 
present,  had  made  up  his  mind  for  a  desperate 
struggle  to  retrieve  his  falling  fortunes,  or  com(^ete 
iiis  ruin*  His  plan  of  operations  was  the  subject 
of  eager  scrutiny,  and  many  ceased  to  play  in  order 
to  form  into  a  half-ring,  of  which  the  table  against 
which  he  stood  formed  the  chord,  and  so  watch  the 
contest. 

Even  Marcoti,  to  give  him  his  right  name, 
condescended  to  raise  his  tall  spare  figure  to  its 
full  height,  in  order  to  have  a  better  view  of 
his  proceedings.  Chasekepe  gave  him  a  sbarp 
side^glance,  and  rather  hastily  moved  further 
o%  along  the  table,  Esteban,  who  was  behind 
him,  fell  back,  and  found  himself  almost  in 
contact  with  the  shabby  old  man,  who  had  nefer 
moved  from  his  comer.  Neither  turned  his  head, 
and  Esteban  continued  to  look  over  his  friend's 
shoulder,  while  the  little  Black  Major  peered  under 
his  arm. 

Chasekepe  at  first  tried  to  regain  his  usual  com- 
posed nonchalance,  and  threw  down  stakes  of  smatl 
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amount,  allowing  them  to  be  swept  away  by  the 
inexorable  rake,  or  taking  up  his  gains,  with  equal 
calmness.  As  usual,  his  losses  soon  began  to  tell, 
far  outnumbering  his  gains ;  as  he  wavered  in  the 
colour  he  supported,  now  winning  on  black,  now 
losing  on  red,  or  vice  vers(L 

"  I  am  playing  with  my  bait,"  he  whispered  to 
Don  Esteban,  in  whom  the  passion  in  which  he 
bad  long  indulged  was  beginning  to  quicken  the 
circulation  of  his  blood, 

Chasekepe  with  a  quick  glance  saw  his  advan- 
tage and  made  the  most  of  it. 

**  I  am  trying  which  colour  is  in  most  favour. 
What  say  you,  Esteban  ?  you  are  quicker  sighted 
than  I ;  which  shall  we  support  ?  " 

The  little  drop  of  flattery,  and  the  artfully  inter- 
posed "  we,"  came  just  at  the  nick  of  time.  Like 
every  looker-on,  Esteban  thought  that  had  he  been 
the  player,  he  would  have  done  this,  or  would  not 
have  done  that ;  in  fine,  that  he  would  have  won, 
had  he  had  the  chance.  Yielding  then  to  the 
impulse  of  his  awakened  interest,  the  old  gamester 
hastened  to  reply, — for  Don  Esteban  loved  play 
dearer  than  anything,  save  perhaps  his  newly- 
acquired  gold,  and,  atUe  cmniay  length  of  life  to 
use  or  abuse  it.  Don  Esteban  forgot  his  resolves 
not  to  interfere,  but  attend  to  the  game  he  meant 
himself  by-*nd-by  to  play. 

Ail  his  efforts  to  induce  the  old  man  in  the 
corner  to  turn  his  head  had  been  fruitless.  He 
dropped  his  handkerchief  on  the  table,  it  was 
promptly  swept  off  on  his  side  by  the  bunch  of 
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feathers,  but  the  head  had  not  for  an  instant  been 
raised ;  he  had  leaned  over  ao  as  slightly  to  piea 
against  the  stooping  shoulders^but  they  only  shrank, 
snail-like,  from  the  contact. 

The  chances  of  the  game  began  to  attract  h» 
attention,  and  wearied  by  his  failure,  he  forgot  for 
a  dine  the  old  man  in  the  comer. 

"Which— which.  Esteban,  shall  we  backT 
asked  Chasekepe  hastily. 

*'  Try  the  red,  Chasekepe ;  gold  is  red,  and  red 
to  red,  you  know.** 

"  Then  I  will  stick  to  it,  Esteban ;  and  nov 
watch  and  get  your  gold  ready." 

Satisfied  at  having  thus  secured  his  companion's 
partnership,  by  artfully  taking  advantage  of  the 
moment  when  he  saw,  by  the  nervous  advanciDg 
of  the  head,  and  the  sparkling  of  the  eye,  that 
Esteban  was  drawn  into  thefitscinating  vortex, 
Chasekepe  now  began  in  earnest.  A  moderate 
stake  was  risked  upon  the  rouge ;  it  was  lost ;  it  was 
doubled,  and  lost ;   it  was  quadrupled,  and  won. 

**  There!"  whispered  Chasekepe,  ''see^  my  system 
must  win ;  we  clear  the  original  stake'.** 

Esteban  began  to  be  less  incredulous. 

*^  Again,  Chasekepe — ^be  moderate, — but  let  us 
see  it  again." 

Once  more  he  recommenced.  And  now  aU 
around  had  ceased  to  play,  satisfied  widi  VMtsUpS 
the  single  combat  between  Chaaek6|is  Mi  jtl$ 
bank.  He  laid  dovm  a  note  for  a  ht; 
the  red.  He  lost  it.  He  laid  dow 
It  followed  the  other  to  the  oron^* 
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''  We  will  doubk  and  have  a  margm,"  whispered 
Chasekepe^  aft  his  friend  now  leaned  heavily  on  his 
i^hottlder.     '*  Have  you  a  five,  Esteban  ?" 

One  of  Don  Esteban's  most  ostentatious  indul- 
gences consisted  in  can7ing  about  with  him  an 
enormoos  stock  of  money :  unacc«»tomed  to  being 
the  master  of  any  sum  beyond  his  imaaediate  wants, 
the  possession  of  wealth  was  not  enough  for  him  ; 
he  must  indulge  in  seeing  it,  and  feeling  it,  daily, 
hourly. 

Franf  ois  the  valet  was  quite  right ;  he  did  love 
money,  and  one  of  his  amusements  in  which  he 
most  delighted,  was  to  cover  his  table  with  shining 
gold,  to  paper  the  coverlid  of  his  bed  with  bank 
notes,  which  he  would  carefully  gather  up,  and 
locking  them  in  his  pocket-case  with  a  curiously- 
contrived  key  of  gdd,  he  would  pillow  his  head 
upon  his  money,  and  sleep  restlessly  and  dream 
uneasily,  while  he  kept  guard  over  his  treasure. 

Chasekepe  knew  his  weakness,  and  felt  sure  that 
he  was  able,  but  had  qualms  about  his  willingness, 
to  do  what  he  had  never  been  known  to  do  before, 
— ^lend  his  hard  cash ;  but  Chasekepe  had  calcu- 
lated lightly — ^the  spirit  was  roused,  the  partnership 
be  had  sought  to  establish  was  recognised  uncon- 
sciously, and  Don  Esteban  was  almost  glad  of  the 
opportunity  of  showing  how  well  supplied  he  was 
with  the  ammunition  of  a  gambler's  warfare.  It 
took  a  minute  to  release  this  leathern  case  from 
the  capacious  breast-pocket  where  it  was  so  securely 
stowed,  and  apply  the  little  gold  key. 

Don  Esteban  stooped  down,  and  opened  the 
case  upon  the  table*    He  took  out  a  pile  of  notes^ 
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and  gave  one  to  Chasekepe;  the  othen  be  plaeed 
underneath  his  hand,  and  held  them  finnlyprencd 
upon  the  table.  The  five  hundred  was  staked; 
twice  successively  the  adverse  colour,  black,  had 
been  turned  up,  and  twice  the  player  had  lost,  b; 
backing  his  favourite  red.  Still  he  kept  to  the 
colour^  and  it  repaid  the  constancy*  At  last  he 
won ;  he  took  up  his  own  stakes  and  five  hundred 
besides,  while  his  losses  had  been  only  three 
hundred. 

"  We  cover  our  losses,  you  see,  Esteban ;  we 
have  a  margin  left,  too.  What  say  you,  shall  ve 
begin  with  five  this  time? — ^for  we  are  sure  of  our 
game  now,  and  the  sooner  it  is  done,  the  better. 
Look  at  Judas  yonder;  he  pretends  not  to  see, 
but  I  perceive  his  lip  writhe.  We  will  do  it;  yes, 
by  heaven,  I  will  ruin  him.  Shall  we  begin  with 
five,  Esteban?*' 

"As  you  like,  Chasekepe;  but  leave  me  sloue 
awhile." 

Don  Esteban  had  resumed  his  own  game. 

The  magnetic  pile  of  notes  had  attracted  the 
fascinated  glance  of  the  old  man  in  the  comer. 
He  had  turned  half  round,  and  bent  his  head  still 
lower,  and  emitted  a  snuf9ing  noise,  as  if  the 
scent  of  so  much  wealth  within  his  very  reach  mm 
grateful  to  him. 

A  long,  lean,  and  not  very  white  hand  was  plaeed 
upon  the  green  cloth  of  the  table,  and  the  fingers 
worked  uneasily  as  it  now  stole  nearer  to  the  pile, 
now  retreated  further  o£  Don  Esteban  carelessly 
displaced  the  pile  so  that  the  notes  lay  loosely 
upon  the  table.    He  turned  his  faoo  lesdntdy 
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towards  the  players,  and  like  every  one  else  in  the 
room,  seemed  all  intent  upon  the  issue  of  the  game. 

Chasekepe  lost  again,  and  the  red  seemed  deter- 
mined never  to  come  up*  Again  and  again  he  had 
recoarse  to  Don  Esteban's  pile,  but  the  owner  was 
only  half  aware  of  his  operations — he  was  distracted 
by  his  own  game. 

While  the  eyes  of  all  around  were  riveted  upon 
the  cards  as  they  turned  up,  those  of  the  old  man 
were  furtively  raised,  and  like  lightning  swept 
round  the  room;  not  a  face  escaped  him.  Don 
Esteban  did  not  see,  oblique  as  was  his  own  fixed 
stare ;  but  if  there  be  truth  in  animal  magnetism, 
be  felt  the  glance.  One  thing  he  saw — the  thin 
lean  hand  advanced  nearer  to  his  pile  of  notes. 
With  his  elbow  he^  apparently  without  knowing  it, 
displaced  more  temptingly  the  bait  The  hand 
halted  awhile. 

"  Noir  gains — ^red  loses ! "  cried  the  monotonous 
voice  of  the  croupier  at  the  very  instant 

Chasekepe  turned  paler,  and  pushed  his  hair 
wildly  from  his  forehead  ;  but  still  backed  up  by 
Esteban's  supply,  he  kept  on,  and  more  intent  grew 
the  gaze  of  all  around :  the  very  fall  of  the  cards 
seemed  to  break  the  stillness,  so  motionless  did  they 
all  stand.  Then  Don  Esteban  with  sidelong  glance 
saw  the  hand  move  forward :  there  seemed  a  quick 
cltttch:  without  discomposing  a  muscle,  without 
moving  a  limb,  his  eyes  fell  instantaneously  upon 
the  cloth  where  the  outermost  note  had  lain  a 
moment  before — it  was  one  of  twenty  pounds. 
It  had  disappeared. 

The  old  man  bad  resumed  his  posture.    His 
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head  was  buried  between  his  shoulders;  but  instead 
of  his  hands  being  folded  together  benei^th  bis  long 
oyerhanging  cu£«  as  they  had  been  be£are»  ivith 
a  bunch  of  feathers  protrucUng^  ready  to  sweep  the 
table»  one  hand  was  now  plunged  beneath  the 
tightly-buttoned  breast  of  his  coat. 

Don  Esteban  understood  all  in  a  moment.  He 
leaned  forward,  and  laying  his  hand  heavily  oo  the 
old  man's  shoulder,  he  hissed,  rather  than  whit^ 
pered  in  his  ear,  "  Martin  Bannerford,  I  know  tlM 
number  of  the  note !" 

The  old  man  seemed  to  shrink  up  and  coUapie 
with  a  shudder  beneath  his  graqp.  He  turned  up 
his  face,  in  which  terror  and  imbecility  struggled 
with  disappointed  avarice^  while  from  his  Uige 
staring  eyes  tears  started  forth  and  streamed  down 
his  cheeks,  as  he  whined  out  piteously,  *'  Take  it 
back! — oh,  forgive  me! — Take  it  back!  I  only 
meant  to  borrow  it,  and  give  you  the  wiooiagi* 
I  know  how  to  play !    I '* 

**  Hush,  or  you  will  be  heard.  No  one  sees  or 
hears  now.  No,  I  do  not  want  the  note  you  have 
stolen,"  he  continued,  pushiog  back  the  trembUog 
hand  that  offered  back  the  spoiL 

Quick  as  thoHght,  at  the  first  words  the  note 
was  replaced  in  the  buttoned  coat-breast ;  but  at 
the  last  word,  '^  stolen,'*  it  was  half  withdrawn ; 
and  agun  the  pallid,  deeply-furrowed  &ce  wis 
turned  up  beseechingly. 

"  Ob,  don't  tell  him  1"  he  whispered,  pointing  to 
Marcoti,  who,  strange  to  say,  all  observant  u  he 
was,  saw  nothing  of  this  by-pli^,  so  occupied  was 
he,  in  common  with  all,  by  the  game  being  plsyed 
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by  Chasekepe.  "  Don't  tell  him;  be  would  turn 
me  out,  or  give  me  up,  or  set  Placet  at  me !  Ob« 
don't  tell  him !  And  who  are  you,  that  know 
me  t  I  don*t  remember  you.  Have  mercy  on  an 
old  man ! " 

"  I  am  older  than  you,"  thought  Esteban  to 
himself,  "  and  little  was  the  mercy  you  showed  to 
me  or  mine ;  but  times  are  changed*  You  need 
not  fear,"  he  added  in  a  whisper,  so  as  only  to  be 
heard  by  the  old  man,  '^  I  will  not  give  you  up — 
at  least  not  yet,"  he  thought  to  himself. 

The  old  man  looked  up  once  more  with  an  expres- 
sion of  cunning  exultation  rather  than  gratitude. 

'*  I  will  teach  you  to  play  better  than  he;  see,  he 
loses  always.     I  shall  keep  this  and  win." 

'*  Keep  it,  but  remember  you  stole  it,  and  I 
have  the  number.  Come  to  me  to-morrow ;  take 
that  card ;  come  there  at  twelve.  Mind  and  obey 
— you  are  in  my  power." 

Don  Esteban  was  anxious  to  return  to  the  game 
to  which  the  old  man  had  again  directed  his  atten- 
tion, and  in  which  Chasekepe  appeared  to  be 
alarmingly  imsuccessful ;  but  as  he  turned  away, 
the  old  Qian  whispered, — 

**  Not  by  day — ^I  dare  not  go  out  by  day  ;  and 
by  night  he  wants  me — he  jronder ;  he  don't  see 
us  now,  but  be  always  has  his  eyes  upon  me,  and 
threatens  me  with  Placet ;  d him." 

"You  must  come ;  stay — ^to-morrow  night  at  ten." 

"  I  will  try  to  escape  him,  Sir." 

"  You  must  come,  or  I  will  claim  what  you  have 
stolen.     I  have  the  number,  mind." 
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«  I  Will  come.'* 

DoD  Esteban  turned  away.  All  this  had  paawd 
in  a  space  of  time  far  shorter  than  it  has  taken  to 
relate  it.  Short  as  it  was^  it  had  been  almost  btal 
to  Chasekepe's  boasted  system. 

"  There  is  a  cursed  run  against  the  red,"  he 
muttered  to  Don  Elsteban^  ''and,  curse  my  folly! 
once  I  was  tempted  to  change,  and  back  the  black 
— that  very  time  red  turned  up,  and  it  has  not 
turned  up  since ;  but  this  time  it  must  come — it 
shall,  or ^ 

"  Stop,  my  lord !"  exclaimed  a  deep  yoice. 

It  was  Marcoti,  who  this  time  had  advanced 
from  his  post,  and  was  standing  behind  the  croupier, 
with  his  £ice  of  bronze  flushed  more  than  it  had 
been  seen  to  be  before. 

''  Stop — ^you  are  going  to  double  the  last  stake; 
— that  would  be  higher  play  than  even  our  bank 
would  permit,  and  I  believe  it  is  liberal.  We  do 
not  allow  more  than  ten  thousand  to  lie  on  the 
table  at  one  time.  You  have  passed  that  limit, 
I  believe.  I  am  sorry  to  be  obliged  to  disconcert 
your  plans,  but  you  know  our  rules  better  or  as 
well  as  I  myself.** 

Chasekepe  glanced  at  him  a  moment,  and  in 
spite  of  Don  £steban*s  whispered  caution,  he 
placed  on  the  table  the  foil  limit  allowed. 

Don  Esteban  would  have  snatched  them  away, 
but  without  giving  him  time,  the  card  was  turned, 
and  red  had  won. 

Chasekepe  drew  a  long  breath.  **  A  glass  of 
brandy — brandy  T'  he  cried  in  a  voice  of  triumph. 
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"  No  —  water,"  w  hispered  Esteban ;  "  take 
water.'* 

"Right.  Give  me  water !  "  he  exclaimed  to  the 
ready  waiter. 

Glances  of  hatred  and  defiance  seemed  to  inter- 
change between  Cbasekepe  and  the  banker.  Again 
the  play  was  resumed,  and  now  it  became  a  hand- 
to-hand  contest  between  the  two  men,  for  Marcoti 
did  not  return  to  his  post,  save  when  the  losses^  of 
the  bank  required  to  be  made  good.  He  stood 
behind  the  croupier,  and  handed  himself  the  stakes 
to  be  placed  upon  the  table. 

Fortune  seemed  all  on  the  side  of  Cbasekepe. 
Fast  as  he  could  take  up  the  stakes,  he  won. 
Marcoti,  dark  as  night,  and  frowning  until  his 
black  eyebrows  seemed  to  meet,  stood  at  the  back 
of  the  croupier.  Murmurs  of  encouragement  ran 
round  the  spectators,  and  the  little  Black  Major 
could  scarce  keep  down  his  "  Bravo,  Cbasekepe  T 
At  length,  with  an  attempt  at  a  smile  that  turned 
to  a  horrible  grin,  the  banker  closed  the  lid  of  his 
box  with  a  crash,  and  exclaimed,  in  as  firm  a  voice 
as  he  was  able  to  command, — 

''  Gentlemen,  for  to-night  the  bank  is  closed." 
"By  G— d,  he  has  done  it!"  cried  the  Black 
Major. 

"  Yes,  Don  Esteban,  we  have  broken  the  bank," 
echoed  Cbasekepe. 

While  the  murmuring  crowd  repaired   to  the 
buffet^  Don  Esteban  lingered  behind,  and  lifting 
up  a  warning  finger,  whispered  to  the  old  man  in 
the  comer, — "  Remember  1" 
VOL.  m.  E 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


98  BINNZBIOBD;  OB, 


CHAPTER  IV. 

LOKSOX  AHB  ITS  SUBU&Bfl — THI  OOXTAOB  OV  THB  BAIU  OF  m 
TBAinS  —  LABT  BAmmiORD  K0XXBV8  HIE  AMMMt  8018,  AD 
BBLA»  TO  SDITH,  HBE  ^AVQWOM,  HOW  8H1  HAO  OEAICD  fO 
HISI  HBB  LOR  BTOBAaP — AA1>  OOKBIQOHMn  Of  tHI  XnDie 
^  BDITH  SFBAZS  WOBD0  Of  OOXfOBX,  BUT  THB  TOIOl  Of  OOVaiBOi 
WILL  BB  BXAXO. 

A  8TRANOEB  Set  dowD  in  the  heart  of  oar 
metropolis,  cannot  but  feel  wondennent  at  all 
around  him.  The  rushing  to  and  fro  of  the 
countless  throngs,  the  activity  and  bustle^  the 
concentration  of  life,  the  daily  throbbbgs  of 
England's  mighty  heart,  fill  a  reflecting  mind  with 
awe.  If,  glad  to  escape  from  the  din,  he  takes 
refuge  in  the  pleasant  roads,  that  far  away  coadoct 
once  more  to  green  fields  and  blossoming  hedge- 
rows, he  still  sees  evidences  of  the  insatiable 
necessities  of  the  huge  giant  of  cities,  for  oo  ail 
sides  she  is  extending  her  arms.  Here  she  lays  an 
aristocratic  grasp  on  some  opening  valley,  and 
clothes  its  sides  with  the  palaces  of  her  mercbant 
princes.  There  humbler  lines  of  cottages  steal  quietlj 
into  the  green  bosom  of  the  country,  and  nestle 
confidingly  among  the  sheltering  branches  of  its 
trees,  affording  homes  and  health  to  the  careworn 
drudges  of  the  city. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YALLET  OF  GOLD.  99 

In  Tain  kbgs  have  made  decrees  to  stop  the 
menacing  overgrowthi  in  vain  alarmists  have  pointed 
out  the  threatening  consequences  of  the  brick  and 
mortar  onslaught  which  the  metropolis  is  making 
upon  the  country.  London  still  grows  and  thrives; 
it  reckons  townships  as  its  parishes,  it  reckons 
counties  as  its  suburbs. 

Perhaps  the  greatest  sufferer  from  London^s 
vastness  in  size  and  necessities,  is  the  old  River  who 
has  done  so  much  for  the  queenly  city,  and  who 
has  been  repaid  by  outpourings  of  pollution.  The 
old  Father  is  indignant  sometimes,  '^  Vidimus  undis 
retortis^  and  when  he  swells  in  his  indignation  he 
shows  that  he  is  in  earnest. 

But  he  has  not  lost  his  picturesque  beauty 
altogether;  there  are  still  sweet  spots  where  his 
stream  loves  to  linger,  before  it  descends  to  sweep 
past  the  begrimed  wharves  and  reeking  sewers  of 
London. 

It  is  to  one  of  these  spots  that  our  narrative 
leads  us.  It  is  a  gentle  eminence  overlooking  one 
of  the  river's  greenest  windings :  on  its  south  and 
sheltered  side  stands  a  cluster  of  neat  cottage 
homes.  They  had  no  pretensions  to  architectural 
beauty,  were  small  in  their  proportions,  and  only 
a  few  square  feet  of  ground  were  allotted  to  each 
dwelling  for  shrubs  and  flowers.  Still  they  ex- 
hibited an  air  of  quiet  comfort,  and  when  the 
bright  sun  shone  on  them,  there  was  a  something 
that  brought  associations  of  peace  and  repose. 

The  air  was  pure,  the  smoke  rose  in  thin 
columns  of  blue,  and  was  carried  away  and  lost 
e2 
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among  the  clear  azure  of  heaven,  instead  of  betn;^ 
condensed  into  that  thick  yellow  canopy,  that  broods 
over  the  close  stifling  streets  of  town,  discharging 
a  perpetual  rain  of  8oo1;y  dirt  upon  all  below. 

It  was  night,  and  in  the  parlour  of  one  of  these 
cottages  sat  a  mother  and  her  daughter.  The  shut- 
ters of  the  window  were  closed ;  a  small  cheerful 
fire  burned  brightly!  in  the  grate,  and  a  solitary 
candle  flung  its  flickering  light  round  the  neat 
though  scantily  furnished  room. 

The  face  of  the  mother  was  hidden,  for  it  was 
buried  in  her  hands,  which  were  pressed  tightly 
upon  it,  and  through  the  fingers  now  and  then 
stole  altear,  and  trickled  upon,  the  table  upon 
which  she  leaned. 

On  a  low  stool  at  her  feet  sat  the  daughter  ; 
a  small  beautifully  shaped  hand  was  laid  upon  her 
mother's  knee,  her  fair  young  face  was  upturned, 
and  while  her  eyes  were  beaming  with  sorrowful 
sympathy  and  afiection,  her  lips  were  breathing 
words  of  comfort  and  support 

The  girl  was  exquisitely  beautiful,  her  features 
were  moulded  in  a  model  perfect  to  a  fault,  had 
not  the  expression  of  every  lineament  betokened 
purity  and  kindliness,  while  her  dark  blue  eyes 
poured  forth  floods  of  intellect  and  feeling. 

"  Oh !  Edith,  Edith,*"  exclaimed  the  mother  in 
reply  to  her  daughter's  attempt  at  consolation,  **  it 
is  very,  very  hard  for  us  to  bear.  I  speak  not  of 
bodily  hardships;  we  both,  thank  God,  can  rise 
above  them ;  but  think,  Edith,  of  a  wife  shuddering 
to  meet  her  husband  after  years  of  separatioo! 
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think,  Edith,  of  a  mother  shuddering  with  dread 
to  tell  her  only  daughter  that  her  long-lost  father 
is  found !  How  found  ?  Ob !  it  is  a  bitter,  bitter 
trial  for  us  both." 

^*  And  He  who  has  supported  us  hitherto  will 
support  us  under  this,  my  mother.  Who  knows  ? 
my  brothers  may  be  now  far  on  their  way  home  to 
us :  we  will  try  if  our  father  may  not  be  restored 
to — ^to  his  wife  and  children;  for  he  is  still  our 
father." 

'<  True,  Edith,  and  I  am  as  ready  as  ever  to  be 
to  him  a  wife — but  thank  heaven  you  were  spared 
the  sight  I  saw !  But  from  your  brothers — ^from  my 
dear,  dear  sons,  I  have  no  tidings — none,  none.** 

Again  the  mother  seemed  to  give  way  to  an 
uncontrollable  burst  of  grief,  but  it  spent  itself  out, 
and  at  length  she  grew  calmer,  and  was  able  to 
listen  to  the  consolations  her  daughter  so  gently 
whispered. 

*'  There,  Edith,  I  am  better  now,'*  she  exclaimed, 
and  kissed  the  fair  hand  which  her  daughter  had 
passed  round  her  neck.  '^  I  am  calmer,  and  I  will 
tell  you  all,  and  why  I  am  almost  heartbroken. 
You  knew  I  meant  to  make  inquiries  at  the  Post- 
office  about  the  mails,  and  learn,  if  possible,  whether 
there  might  not  be  lying  there  for  me  a  letter  from 
my  dear  boys.  If  but  a  page, — but  three  lines,  Edith, 
what  a  treasure  they  would  have  been  to  me — to 
us !  The  post-office  people  might  have  forgotten 
the  letter,  you  know,  or  not  have  been  able  to  read 
clearly  the  address;  I  could  have  recognised  it, 
had  the  sea-water  left  but  a  letter,  a  line,  a  dot ; 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


102  BAKinSKFOBD;  OB, 

or  they  might  hare  overlooked  it  among  the 
multitudes.  We  both  had  hope,  and  I  felt  almoit 
happy  in  the  thoughts  of'  the  pleasure  I  should 
give  my  Edith  in  bringing  news  of  our  brave 
Harold  and  gentle  Edgar.    • 

"  I  inquired  almost  with  confidence  if  there  was 
a  letter  for  me.  They  were  very  kind ;  and  when 
they  answered  '  No/  and  I  bade  them,  entreated 
them  to  look  well,  they  smiled;  and,  humouring  i 
fond  and  sorrowing  mother,  turned  and  searched 
once  more,  but  to  no  purpose.  In  an  agony  of  dia* 
appointment  I  repeated  my  name,  (my  real  name, 
Edith — my  boys  know  not  all  our  shame,)  I  thought 
perhaps  they  had  not  rightly  heard  it.  Thej 
shook  their  heads.  I  turned  away  with  a  heavj; 
heavy  heart,  and  was  pushed  back  violently  by  a 
man,  who  reeled  against  me,  and,  seizing  me  by  the 
neck,  demanded  what  name  I  had  pronounced. 

'*  I  started  and  trembled.  Despite  the  awfbl 
change,  there  was  something  in  the  tones  of  his 
voice,  in  the  wreck  of  his  features,  that  told  me 
my  husband  stood  before  me.  He  is  very  much 
altered,  Edith.  My  heart  was  wrung  to  see  him, 
and  I  would  have  welcomed  him  with  a  wife's 
attention  and  care ;  I  was  ready  to  open  my  arms  to 
receive  him — ^but  he — I  mean,it  was  not  so  ordained. 
The  name  I  uttered  caught  his  ear;  he  turned 
upon  me,  and  bade  me  repeat  it. 

"  I  was  frightened  at  his  manner,  and  faltered  it 
out  in  trembling  tones.  But  he  was  not  himself, 
Edith.  No,  I  do  not  blame  your  poor  father!  It 
was  the  cursed  madness  of  intoxication  that,  as  it 
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ever  did,  got  the  mastery  over  him,  and  made  him 
rush  so  furiously  upon  me.  Besides,  he  was 
angered  at  seeing  me  decently  clad,  while  he, 
£dith,  God  help  him  I  was  almost  in  rags.  I  did 
not  grudge  him  the  poor  shawl  he  tore  from  my 
shoulders;  but  pangs  of  fear  and  sorrow  shot 
through  me  when  he  shouted,  more  like  a  maniac 
than  a  man  in  his  senses,  that  he  would  turn  it  into 
^A,  and  drink  a  welcome  to  his  new-found  wife. 
Oh !  and  then  he  cursed  me,  as  if  I  had  done  anything 
to  bring  him  to  wretchedness, — I,  who  would  give 
my  blood  for  him.  Edith,  it  is  still  my  duty  to  do 
so. — I  tried  to  calm  him,  but  he  would  not  listen." 

A  fresh  burst  of  tears  choked  the  poor  mother's 
utterance,  and  she  drew  the  clean  white  handker- 
chief she  wore  higher  up  her  neck,  but  her 
daughter  could  not  help  seeing  the  black  bruises 
with  which  it  was  disfigured,  and  their  tears 
mingled  together  as  they  wept. 

"Oh!  why,  dearest  mother,  did  h^  not  come 
here  quietly  with  you  ?  We  would  have  cherished 
him,  calmed  him,  and  loved  him.  Why,  why 
would  he  not  come  ?  '* 

*^  I  know  not,  Edith,  he  was  not  alone.  His 
companion,  a  tall,  rough-looking  man,  awaited 
him,  in  a  hired  carriage;  he  took  him  away  almost 
by  force.  I  tried  to  follow,  but  he  himself  thrust 
me  back  from  the  door  of  the  vehicle;  then 
clutching  hold  of  me,  demanded  from  me,  with 
a  deep  curse,  where  I  lived,  and  why  I  taunted 
him  with  wearing  mourning  for  him,  as  if  I  were 
glad  that  he  were  dead. 
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.  **  I  bad  the  address  written  and  ready  in  my 
pocket  if  it  should  be  required  at  the  Post-office. 
I  gave  it  to  him,  and  he  drove  o%  shooting,  as  be 
closed  the  door  in  my  face,  that  he  would  come  to 
torment  me — to  be  revenged  upon  me, — ^What  have 
I  done  ?  Oh !  heaven  pardon  me  if  I  have  n^ 
lected  or.ldone  him  wrong.  You  know,  Edith, 
I  never  gave  entire  credence  to  the  accounts  we 
heard  of  his — ^his — I  mean,  that  he  was  not  alive. 
And  yet  it  would  have  been  wrong  not  to  have 
worn  outwardly  the  signs  of  mourning,  when 
inwardly  we  mourn  so  deeply.  It  seemed  to 
anger  him,  Edith ;  I  fear  that  he,  who  has  already 
wrought  us  too  much  injury,  has  poisoned  him 
against  me  yet  once  more.  Oh !  it  is  very,  veiy 
sad  to  bear,  and  with  it  all,  no  news,  no  tidings, 
not  a  word,  not  a  line,  from  my  poor  boys.  Where 
are  they  now  f  why  do  they  not  return  to  comfort 
and  support  their  unhappy  mother  ?  '^ 

**  They  will  return,  dearest  mother;  there  is 
something  within  me  that  whispers  hope.  God 
will  not  leave  us  thus  deserted,**  exclaimed  the 
young  girl,  trying  to  smile  through  her  tears,  as 
she  twined  her  arms  round  her  mother's  neck. 
''  And  we  are  not  deserted  either ;  are  we  not  left 
to  each  other  ?  through  every  trial  and  affiction 
we  have  not  been  separated." 

"  Separated,  Edith,  from   thee ! "   replied  the 

mother,  clasping  her  daughter  to  her  bosom  in 

agony  at  the  very  thought,  and  speaking  in  a  low 

.  hollow  tone.     ''  No,  that  were  death  itself,  nay 

worse,  far  worse  than  death.    No,  you  are  left, 
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and  I  will  strive  to  be  thankful — I  will  not  com- 
plain. I  will  pray  for  the  day  when  Crod  shall 
restore  my  boys  to  me,  and  openly,  and  in  our  own 
name,  we  will  return  him  thanks.  But,  Edith," 
continued  Lady  Bannerford  (to  give  her  her  own 
title),  '^  Edith,  we  must  prepare  ourselves  for 
a  new  trial.  Your  father  will  assuredly  come 
and  seek  us  here;  how,  or  when,  heaven  only 
knows." 

*'  Then  we  will  meet  him,  dearest  mother,  as 
a  daughter  and  a  wife  should  meet  a  long-lost 
father." 

A  look  of  holy  innocent  affection  beamed  from 
£dith's  eyes  as  she  spoke.  Her  mother  threw  a 
glance  upon  her  like  that  of  a  dove,  frightened  for 
her  threatened  young. 

*'  But,  Edith,  what  shall  we  do  if  he  comes 
blinded  and  gpaded  by  the  madness  of  intoxication? 
He  will  kill  ud,  my  child :  look,  even  in  the  open 
streets,  to  what  lengths  his  violence  carried  him." 

Edith  threw  herself  upon  her  mother's  shoulder, 
and  kissed  her  bruised  neck  with  passionate  ten- 
derness. 

**  We  will  bear  all,  dearest  mother,  and,  opposing 
love  to  madness,  God  will  give  us  strength  to 
endure  and  conquer ;  would  that  I  could  take  upon 
me  all  your  suffering ! " 

*^  My  child,  heaven  bless  you  for  your  words  of 
comfort ;  yes,  we  will  bear  all,  and  soothe  and  turn 
away  his  fury..  Oh !  often,  often  have  I  done  so 
in  times  past." 

"  And  you  were  alone  then,  dearest  mother. 
e3 
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I  was  not  old  efiough  to  share  in  yonr  sorrow,  or 
even  comprehend ;  but  we  will  bear  all  together 
now/* 

'<  Yes,  Edith,  we  wiU  bear  all.  Tis  hard  to 
look  forward  with  fear  to  his  return ;  ^tis  sad  to 
dread  violence  and  curses,  where  we  should  hope 
for  kindness,  and  protection,  and — and  love." 

Lady  Bannerford*s  voice  trembled,  and  she  felt 
almost  choked  at  the  last  word.     Conscience  toM 
her  that  she  could  not  expect  what  she  had  never 
been  able  to  offer.     Conscience  smote  her,  and 
doubts  arose  that  it  was  a  sin,  even  though  a  father^ 
safety  were  at  stake,  to  have  given  the  £atal  consent 
that  had  ruined  her  own  happiness,  and  brought  a 
blight  upon  the  blooming  youth  of  her  children. 
She  began  to  believe  that  the  fulfilm^it  of  db^ 
was  not  enough,  and  inward  reproaches  told  her  that 
even  in  spite  of  her  husband*s  brutal  violence,  had 
that  holy  mystery,  love,  been  the  watchward  of 
her  life,   all  might  have  been  changed.     Dot? 
was  not  enough.     God  gave  man  a  nature  that 
requires  more,  much  more,  as  bond  of  union  and 
happiness. 

**  I  have  done  wrong,*Editb,  wrong,  very  wrong. 
I  have  sinned,  and  heaven  has  punished  me.** 

*' Mother,  you  sinned!  what  is  it  you  say?* 
exclaimed  Edith,  opening  her  laige  swimmiQg 
eyes  with  sad  astonishment.  **  How  can  you,  so 
good,  so  kind,  so  uncomplaining  and  resigned,  how 
can  you  have  done  any  one  wrong?  Oh!  do  not 
talk  so  sadly,  dearest  mother.** 

**  Edith,  can  you  remember  your  &therf  * 
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**  I  think — I  am  not  sure — ^but  I  have  a  confused 
idea  of— no,  mother,  I  fear  I  cannot^' 

^'  I  can  well  believe  it  He  seldom  saw  you, 
and  more  seldom  still  did  he  notice  your  innocent 
prattle,  but,  still  you  love  him,  Edith." 

'^  Oh !  love  him,  dear  mother,  how  can  a  daughter 
help  loving  a  father,  even  though  she  has  not  seen 
him  ?  Oh !  he  should  find  me  affectionate,  indeed. 
I  would  watch  over  him,  and  when  he  was  angry, 
as  you  say  he  is  sometimes,  I  would  soothe  down 
his  passions.  Oh,  yes!  I  would  dearly,  fondly 
love  him,  just  as  you  have  told  me  you  loved  your 
father." 

"  Stay,  hold,  Edith,  you  may  go  too  far.  That 
was  the  rock  on  which  I  split.  You  must  not 
love  him  so,'*  replied  Lady  Bannerford  in  a  hollow 
vc»ce ;  **  it  might  bring  misery,  it  might  bring  sin. 
Liook  not  so  startied,  dearest,  you  cannot  understand 
this  now,  nor  can  I  explain  it  at  present.  But  you 
are  right  in  part :  yes,  we  will  make  ready  for  him, 
we  will  wait  for  him,  and  we  will — we  will  show 
that  we  love  him." 
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•      CHAPTER  V. 

XB.  PLldT  LOmiOBB's  IBKH  OOMBDrAdOIB— VHS  PUD  ( 

pouoi,  xoisDnm  oeuohx,  maxmb  oomanos  xrat  hi  is  BiiruD 

— ^KB.  LOnXOXl  18  lAGKE  TO  AID  HIM  DT  BB  FfPf?*^  AmSTHI 
■BQAPBD  FELOH  HS  HAS  OOXS  10  BBOAPTUBH— CHIT  TBS  m 
H0U8I   nr  KI0K*8  OOVBT,  AMD  UAMM    CHH    AOQVURAjai  OF  OS 

LAjn>iAB]>— MB.  Lonxou  comB  (o  AM  uauaazAmrc  vm  m 

CHSf — THK  LOOK  Off  BAIE  VBOH  fHB  PBBUXH— THB  aOL 

Thb  return  of  Sir  Martin  Bannerford,  and  his 
sudden  reappearance  in  his  old  haunts,  was  not 
long  in  being  notified  to  Mr*  Lonsmore.  The 
rumours  which  reached  him,  at  first  confusedly 
and  apparently  without  foundation,  were  at  last 
fully  confirmed.  He  hurried  up  to  town.  Manj 
a  sleepless  night  this  unlooked-for  condngencj 
cdused  the  uneasy  possessor  of  Lonsmore  aad 
Bannerford.  He  had  erred  in  believing  the  Bagne 
held  a  grasp  upon  those  committed  to  its  keepiog, 
not  inferior  to  the  grave  itself.  For  the  condemned 
format  was  at  large,  and  had  returned. 

It  was  not  the  man  that  he  feared  so  much;  him 
he  had  entangled  and  crippled  before,  and  he 
could  do  it  again ;  but  Lonsmore  knew  that  in  the 
hands  of  an  able  and  bold  opponent,  poor  Baan^- 
ford,  wreck  as  he  was  in  mind  and  body,  would  be 
a  dangerous  tool.  Placet  had  not  been  Lonsmore 
of  Lonsmore  long  enough  to  feel  his  seat  secure  : 
in  a  few  more  months  he  might  have  raised  the 
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barrier  of  the  law  between  him  and  pursuit ;  the 
statutes  themselves  would  have  barred  the  wronged 
from  being  righted* 

Could  he  stave  off  inquiry  even  for  that  time  ? 
what  was  the  kind  of  web  to  be  woven  ?  what  the 
bribes  to  be  offered  ?   who  was  to  be  bribed  ? 

These  were  the  reflections  that  crowded  thickly 
Mr.  Lonsmore's  brain,  as  he  stood  with  his  hands 
clasped  behind  him — ^it  was  a  favourite  attitude — 
looking  upon  the  fire,  in  the  room  he  called  his 
library.  The  room  was  small,  with  rows  of  book- 
shelves filled  partly  with  gaily-bound  volumes,  partly 
with  musty  smelling  tomes  of  huge  size,  partly 
with  rolls  of  papers  and  parchments. 

Its  window  looked  out  upon  the  leafless  shrubs 
of  St.  James^'s  Square,  but  there  was  an  air  of 
comfort  in  the  soft  carpets  and  well-cushioned  easy 
chairs,  that  stood  by  the  paper-littered  table^  that 
made  up  for  the  dismal  view  without  Mr.  Lonsmore 
pulled  out  his  watch  impatiently,  from  time  to 
time,  and  walked  from  the  fire  to  the  window,  and 
looked  out  upon  the  dreary  square,  and  then 
returned  to  his  old  position  upon  the  hearthrug. 

*•  He  is  long  in  coming,''  he  muttered  to  himself; 
*'  he  was  to  have  been  here  a  full  half-hour  ago. 
Well,  I  am  on  the  spot,  and  shall  be  able  myself  to 
direct  all:  they  will  not  deceive  me  now.  I  waited 
too  long  at  Lonsmore,  I  fear,  but  here  I  am  at  last. 
Hark!  was  that  a  rap  ?"  he  listened,  a  low  rap  was 
repeated ;  a  servant  handed  a  card  upon  a  massive 
silver  salver.  Mr.Lonsmore's  face  brightened  as  he 
read  upon  the  thin  glazed  cardboard,  in  characters 
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almost  microscopic,  the  name  of  his  visitor,  Bernard 
Cruche. 

"  Bid  him  come  here  immediately.** 

The  servant  bowed,  and  left  the  room,  retunung 
in  about  a  minute,  and  ushering  in  a  dapper  lide 
man,  with  a  white  neckcloth,  unstarched,  tied  rouod 
his  neck,  or  rather  chin,  for  that  usually  promineot 
feature  was  entirely  buried  between  the  rather 
extensive  shirt  collar  and  the  vast  cravat  The 
chin,  too,  did  not  look  out  of  place,  for  it  retreated 
comfortably  into  the  folds,  and  left  a  sharp-pointed 
nose,  a  large  mouth,  and  sharp  grey  eyes,  to  do  all 
the  business  of  the  face.  The  forehead,  too, 
seemed  to  decline  to  interfere,  for  it  retreated  so 
far  back  as  to  be  lost  among  a  crop  of  short 
curling  light-brown  stubble,  giving  to  the  whole 
countenance  a  decided  resemblance  to  a  very 
sharp-looking  cod-fish.  Indeed,  so  convinced  was 
Monsieur  Cruche,  (for  the  gentleman  was  a  son  of 
La  belle  France,  nay,  more,  of  Paris  itself,)  of  the 
acute  appearance  of  his  physiognomy,  that  he 
usually  wore  a  pair  of  light-blue  spectacles  pcmr 
nunquer  la  baUerie^  as  he  facetiously  observed. 

They  were,  however,  on  this  occasion,  laid  aside, 
and  the  eyes  beamed  in  all  the  brilliancy  of  their 
feline  grey  upon  Mr.  Lonsmore,  as  he  returned  his 
salute,  and  then  gracefully  allowed  his  little  body  to 
subside  into  a  huge  arm-chair,  in  which  his  host 
motioned  him  to  seat  himself. 

*'  Monsieur  est  trop  bcn^  murmured  the  little 
man,  as  he  felt  himself  settle  comfortably  down. 

''  I  hoped  to  have  seen  you  earlier,  Monsieor 
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Cruche,  but  I  trust  you  have  been  recompensed 
by  success  for  your  delay.'* 

*'  Momieur  eii  hien  ben*  But  I  may  say  that 
Bernard  Cmche  has  met  with — success  yes,  such  is 
his  usual  good  fortune/' 

**  Or  perhaps  the  result  of  his  good  arrange- 
ments." 

**  Monrimtr  me  fiaUe^^  observed  the  little  man, 
rising  to  make  his  bow. 

'^  Come  then.  Monsieur  Cruche,  let  us  hear  all 
that  you  have  discoyered.** 

''  Monsieur  wishes  me  to  tell  him  all  ?  **  replied 
the  Frenchman  with  a  keen  look,  that  said  as 
plainly  as  yellow-grey  eyes  could  say,  *'  Bernard 
Cruche  wishes  you  may  get  it." 

Bernard  Cruche  never  teUs  all  of  any  thing.  No, 
it  was  not  by  such  plain-speaking  that  he  earned 
the  proud  title  of  a  chef  among  his  brethren  of  the 
Paris  police :  it  would  not  do.  Mental  reservation 
was  an  accomplishment  that  Monsieur  Bernard 
was  as  much  an  adept  in  as  any  of  our  modern 
development  philosophers. 

'*  Well,  tell  me  as  much  as  you  have  discovered, 
Monsieur  Cruche.'* 

*'  I  have  discovered  a  great  deal,"  replied  the 
Frenchman,  who  could  speak  English  with  the 
greatest  fluency,  whenever  he  chose.  *'  What  is  it 
you  wish  to  know  ?  " 

''  I  want  to  know  all  you  have  to  tell,  Monsieur 
Cruche,**  replied  Mr.  Lonsmore,  in  sharp  hasty  tones. 
'^  Have  you  seen  him,  your  escaped  forqat  f  " 

"  No,"  replied  Monsieur   Cruche  curtly,  and 
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drawing  himself  up  with  an  air  of  offended  dignity. 
To  question  a  d^  so  unceremoniously  was  to  be 
forgetful  of  the  dignity  of  a  eluf^  and  Monsieur 
Cruche  never  allowed  the  dignity  of  a  dkrf  to  be 
forgotten  in  his  person^  without  a  protest. 

*'  Come,  Monsieur  Cruche,  I  put  you  Curly 
enough  upon  the  scent,"  said  Mr.  Lonsmore, 
coarsely ;  '*  tell  me  if  you  have  followed  it  up." 

<*  We  owe  Monsieur  beauooup  de  remerdmeaii 
for  his  valuable  information  on  this,  and  on  former 
occasions/'  replied  the  Frenchman  with  a  shrug,  io 
which  there  was  a  spice  of  disgust.  "  His  io- 
formation  was  perfectly  exact,  and  following  up 
the  piste^  as  he  is  pleased  to  observe,  1  traced 
fiotre  forgat,  whom  I  suppose  Monsieur  would 
facetiously  designate  natre  gibier ** 

"  To  his  hiding-place — to  his  very  hole  ?  Well 
done,  Monsieur  Cruche,  I  have  the  highest  opinion 
of  you.  It  was  well  and  promptly  done,  and  if 
my  recommendation  could  forward  your  views  in 
any  way,  you  may  count  upon  me.** 

The  little  man  was  on  his  feet  in  a  second,  his 
hand  was  placed  over  the  region  where  his  heart 
should  be,  and  he  bowed  gracefully  a  thousand 
remercHmenU* 

"  Of  course  you  will  carry  him  off  at  once?" 
exclaimed  Mr.  Lonsmore,  joyously.  **  Of  course 
he  is  by  this  time  on  his  way  to  his  old  quarters  at 
Toulon?  " 

The  little  man  looked  somewhat  disconcerted, and 
replied,  "  Pas  tout  d/ait,  not  exactly  so,  Monsieur." 

"  Eh !  What?  you  don't  mean  to  say— Why  not! 
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wby  lose  an  instant?     He  is  as  slippery  as  an  eel^ 
as  sly  as  a  fox." 

"  Monsieur  has  reason.  He  is  sly  camme  un 
renardJ' 

'*  Then  carry  him  offal  once.  Monsieur  Cruche — 
take  my  advice ;  clap  him  on  board,  and  never  let 
your  men  lose  sight  of  him  for  an  instant." 

*^  On  fifi  demande  pas  mieua,— that  is  all  we 
want,  Monsieur,  mau — ^  here  an  expressive  shrug, 
a  raising  of  the  brows,  a  sidelong  projection  of 
the  face,  and  an  expansive  display  of  the  inside  of 
his  hands,  supplied  further  explanation  on  Mon- 
sieur's part." 

"  Why,  you  don't  mean  to  say  you  have  let  him 
go  again  ?  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Lonsmore.  with  a  start 
of  consternation. 

'^  Oh  t  Monsieur fioyez  tranquil,  qa  ne  sefait  pas; 
only  let  him  be  once  caught, — only  let  Bernard 
Cruche  once  bottle  him,  and  you  may  rest  perfectly 
tranquil." 

The  little  man  grinned  facetiously  at  the  joke 
he  had  perpetrated  on  his  own  name,  but  Mr. 
Lonsmore  did  not  enter  into  the  spirit  of  the  jest ; 
on  the  contrary,  his  promenade  between  the 
window  and  the  fire-place  seemed  far  from  being 
one  of  affrAnsni^  as  Monsieur  Cruche  would 
observe. 

*'  Then  he  was  gone,  1  presume.  Monsieur 
Cruche?  Some  meddling  fool  had  warned  him, 
and  he  had  left  his  hiding-place." 

**  Si/ait, — just  so.  Monsieur." 

"  Where  was  it?     Did  he  leave  no  clue?     Did 
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no  one  appear  to  be  able  to  giwe  any  infor- 
mation f^ 

*'  Bim,  pemmne.     Nothing,  no  one. 

"  Not  a  scrap  of  writing,  an  envelope,  a  card!" 

**  Abtotumeni  rien/* 

**  What  now  do  you  propose  to  do  ?  ** 

**  Monsieur  has  given  already  so  much  Yalusble 
information,  that  I  had  reasonable  expectations  of 
further  favours,'*  replied  the  Frenchman,  wedging 
forward  his  face  with  his  politest  grin. 

*'  Hum ! — ^you  know  where  he  was :  had  he  left 
his  hiding-place  long? — was  it  yet  warmf  " 

*'  Perhaps  Monsieur  would  like  to  give  a  coif 
d^ml  round  the  place,  himself;  it  is  not  fiur  bom 
here,  and  my  cab  is  waiting  at  the  comer." 

''  Hum !  I  ought  to  do  something.  Stay,  Mon- 
sieur Cruche ;  pray  resume  your  seat  an  instant, 
and  excuse  me  a  moment  while  I  write  a  letter." 

"  Faiies,  MansieurJ' 

The  air  of  disappointment  which  had  overcast 
Mr.  Lonsmore's  features  at  the  discovery  of  Mod- 
sieur  Cruche's  failure,  was  now  replaced  by  one  of 
earnest  resolution.  His  pen  moved  rapidly  across 
the  paper  as  he  wrote. 

Presently  he  rose  and  rang  his  bell. 

'*  Let  these  three  letters  go  immediately  to  their 
destination,^  he  exclaimed  to  his  servant,  and  bring 
my  hat  and  gloves.  The  man  extended  his  salfer, 
received  the  letters,  and  retired  without  a  word. 

The  letters  were  addressed,  Lord  Chasekepei 
Major  Riggs,  and  Mrs.  Ford. 

**  Now,  Monsieur  Cruche,  I  am  ready ;  we  shall 
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see  if  something  cannot  be  made  yet  of  the  piste^ 
as  you  call  it,  which  this  villain — for  he  is  a  villain 
—has  left  behind.** 

^*  Certainly,  Monsieur,  notreforgiU  is  one  great 
fcffiratf  else  why  should  Monsieur  be  so  eager  to 
benefit  society  by  interesting  himself  so  much  in 
his  capture  ?  " 

Mr.  Lonsmore  did  not  hear,  or  did  not  care  for, 
the  undisguised  sneer  of  the  Frenchman,  who  was, 
perhaps,  a  little  offended  at  Mr.  Lonsmore  so 
unceremoniously  taking  the  pas  of  him  in  getting 
into  the  cab,  without  even  a  show  of  the  civility  in 
which  a  Frenchman  delighteth. 

But  Mr.  Lonsmore  smothered  his  resentment, 
and  Monsieur  Cruche  stifled  his  sneer,  and  they 
rolled,  cheek  by  jowl,  as  fast  as  their  horse  could 
Cake  them,  upon  the  flying  traces  of*  poor  Sir 
Martin  Bannerford* 

They  were  keen  of  scent,  were  those  couple  of 
staunch  sleuth-men,  and  their  quarry  had  need  of 
all  his  cunning  to  evade  their  hot  pursuit. 

The  cab  stopped  at  the  comer  of  a  small  dirty 
street,  leading  out  of  St.  Martin's  Lane. 

*•  Follow  me.  Monsieur,**  said  the  Frenchman, 
in  answer  to  Mr.  Lonsmore's  look  of  inquiry  as  to 
whither  they  should  proceed. 

•*  You  know  London  well.  Monsieur  Cruche?  " 

*'  Almost  as  well  as  Paris,  Monsieur." 

**  Your  business  brings  you  over  here  often, 
perhaps,**  suggested  Mr.  Lonsmore,  making  a 
vigorous  spring  over  a  heap  of  dirt  that  lay  right 
in  the  middle  of  the  narrow  alley  down  which  they 
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were  hurrying ;  and  nearly  placing  his  heel  in  the 
middle  of  a  child's  face,  the  said  child  being  at 
the  time  occupied  in  wallowing  in  the  mire  of  the 
aforesaid  heap. 

Monsieur  Cruche's  reply  of^  ''My  profesdos 
comprises  within  its  range  the  two  capitals,'  was 
almost  drowned  by  a  volley  of  sharp  abuse  showered 
upon  Mr.  Lonsmore's  eyes  and  stupid  feet,  by  a 
shoeless,  capless,  half-gownless,  dirt-bedaabed 
woman,  purporting  to  be  the  mother  of  the  child, 
though  there  was  no  prior  evidence  to  that  effect 
in  the  way  of  maternal  solicitude  and  watchful- 
ness ;  on  the  contrary,  the  in&nt  looked  as  if  it 
were  intended  to  grow  up  a  "Peter  the  wild  boy* 
of  sinks  and  gutters,  so  completely  was  it  left  to 
its  own  devices. 

"  This  is  the  door,"  exclaimed  Monsieur  Grudie, 
breaking  the  silence  into  which  they  had  both 
relapsed  after  the  incident  of  the  child,  perhaps  to 
indulge  in  reflection,  though  the  application  of 
handkerchiefs  to  nostrils,  in  order  to  avoid  the 
unsavoury  odours  that  steamed  around  them,  had, 
perhaps,  a  more  direct  influence  in  the  matter. 

The  door  before  which  they  stopped  was  a  tall 
narrow  door ;  guiltless  of  a  lock  or  bar,  it  hong 
loosely  upon  its  long  rusty  hinges,  and  flapped  to 
and  fro,  as  if  inviting  all  comers  to  enter  the  many- 
storied  hovel — ^if  the  tall  tumble-down  edifice,  dirt- 
honoured  by  time,  that  stood  at  the  end  of  the 
court,  may  be  called  a  hovel.  The  court  into 
which  they  had  penetrated  was  garnished  by  a 
pump  in  the  middle,  round  which  dabbled  a  group 
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of  dirty,  squalid,  half-naked  children.  At  the 
sight  of  the  two  strangers,  however,  they  scampered 
off  in  all  directions,  and  protruding  caps,  and  heads 
without  caps,  from  doors  and  windows  in  all  direc- 
tions, showed  that  the  colony  was  on  the  alert 

Dirty  looking  clothes  made  believe  to  be  washed, 
and  hung  upon  the  window-sills,  or  from  window 
to  window  in  graceful  festoons  across  the  court, 
were  hastily  pulled  aside,  that  a  pair  of  bleared 
eyes  might  gratify  their  curiosity  by  gazing  upon 
the  stranger  intruders'ln  Nick's  Court.  Questions 
too  were  asked,  and  remarks  made  from  door  to 
window,  and  window  to  door,  but  they  were  in 
some  harsh  unknown  dialect,  and  utterly  unintel- 
ligible to  polite  ears,  so  they  are  not  recorded. 

'*We  had  better  make  haste.  Monsieur,**  ob- 
served the  Frenchman,  holding  open  the  door  for 
hill  companion  to  enter,  '^'or  we  shall  have  all  the 
neighbourhood  at  our  heels.** 

They  entered  and  found  themselves  in  what 
appeared  once  to  have  been  a  hall,  and  which  led 
one  to  suppose  that  at  an  indefinitely  early  period, 
the  tall  house  of  the  court  might  have  been 
destined  for  another  and  better  fate.  That  must 
have  been  long  before  its  low  filthy  neighbours  had 
encroached  upon  it  with  such  humiliating  fami- 
Karity.  The  staircase  was  the  great  feature  of  this 
hall.  It  came  straight  down  boldly  into  the 
middle  of  the  floor,  with  its  ragged  balustrades, 
from  which  the  tops  had  been  long  broken  off, 
staring  you  in  the  face  with  all  the  jagged  audacity 
of  devaux  defrite. 
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Upon  the  lowest  step  of  the  stairs  sat  an  old 
man^  with  a  knobby  face  of  red  and  biuei  fringed 
round  with  strong  stubble  of  a  muddy  silYer 
colouri  and  surmounted  with  a  curiously  shaped 
cap  made  out  of  that  woollen  garment  called  a  com- 
forter. One  end  was  turned  inwards  like  an  inyerted 
stocking-foot,  and  so  formed  a  receptacle  for  his 
head,  the  other  end  drooped  elegantly  down  his  back, 
and  disappeared  among  the  folds  of  his  tattered  coat 

"What's  yourwull?"  exclaimed  the  old  man, 
gruffly,  and  pushing  back  his  elongated  cap  as  he 
looked  upwards. 

"  Will  you  have  the  goodness  to  inform  me—?" 
began  the  Frenchman. 

**  I  ain't  got  no  goodness — I  don't  keep  it  Speak 
out— is  it  nuts  or  taters  V 

As  if  in  explanation  of  his  interrogatories,  the 
old  man  raised  a  filthy  looking  sack,  which  had 
covered  his  legs,  and  pointed  to  a  small  iron  vessel 
which  stood  between  his  shrivelled  knees.  The 
vessel  contained  a  small,  very  small  fire  of  charcoa], 
over  which,  upon  a  perforated  pan,  were  baking  a 
heap  of  chestnuts  and  potatoes  jumbled  up  together 
— an  ingenious  contrivance,  by  which  the  old  man 
managed  to  warm  his  withered  shins,  and  made  a 
profit  thereby  at  the  same  time. 

"  Now,  what  say  you  ?  I  should  prefer  chest- 
nuts," remarked  Monsieur  Cruche,  nudging  Mr. 
Lonsmore  to  enter  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing. 

**  Yes,  chestnuts,  by  all  means.*' 

**  A  penn'orth,  I  suppose,  for  you  bes  gentles, 
and  common  folk  buys  ha'p'orths." 
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'*  Yes,  my  friendi  a  penn'orth  for  each  of  us." 

"  I  ain't  your  friend,  nor  nobody  else's  aither," 
grumbled  the  old  fellow  as  he  drew,  from  his  most 
unclean  pockets  a  most  unclean  iron  ladle  where- 
with to  measure  duly  the  required  penn'orths. 
'*  Now,  where  will  yer  put  'em  I  ain't  yer  got  no 
hankercher  ?  " 

In  a  moment.  Monsieur  Cruche  whipped  out  a 
great  red  cotton  a&ir,  such  as  our  neighbours 
over  the  channel  greatly  affect. 

'*  Now,  where  are  we  to  eat  them,  my  friend  ?" 
aaked  Monsieur. 

**  That  ain't  my  bus'ness, — I  sells  'em,  you  buys 
'em^  and  eats  *em  when  you  can,  where  you  can, 
—  and  I  ain't  no  friend." 

''We  might  do  very  well  in  that  little  back 
room  up  stairs;  there  is  no  one  there,  is  there?" 
insinuated  Monsieur  Cruche. 

"Eh !  how  do  you  know — ?  Oh,  I  sees — my  eyes 
isn't  so  clear  as  they  was — ^you*re  the  gent  as 
looked  at  the  room,  and  never  took  it  'cause  it 
wam't  big  enough." 

''  But  it  might,  perhaps,  suit  this  gentleman," 
replied  Cruche,  biting  his  lips  at  the  faux  paa  he 
had  made  in  finding  any  fault  with  a  landlord's 
accommodation. 

**  Oh,  he'm  a  gent,  eh  ?  Well,  there's  many  on 
'em  as  comes  here,  but  I  don't  like  strangers  ran- 
sacking about  for  no'tt  and  never  a  takin'  lodgin's ; 
and  my  lodgers  don't  like  strange  faces  a  pryin' 
about.  But  there,  you  may  walk  up,  and,  I  say — ^ 
here  the  old  man  pulled  down  Mr.  Lonsmore  by 
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his  coat*skirt,  as  he  made  way  for  him  to  pass  ap 
the  stairs,  and  whispered  in  his  ear,  pointing  at 
the  same  time  to  a  massive  gold  chain  which  he 
wore — "  if  you  come  here^  you*lI  want  to  spool 
that 'ere,  I  reckon^ — they  aPays  does  it.  Now  111 
give  a  better  price  nor  my  uncle." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  shook  his  head,  and  gently  re- 
leased the  skirts  of  his  coat  from  the  old  sinner's 
filthy  paws. 

''  Oh,  its  'saic,  eh  ?  and  you*m  a  swell — pass  on, 
'tain't  no  business  o'  mine,  on'y  make  your  mind  up 
sharp  about  that  ere  room,  there's  another  arter  it** 

Strange  coincidence! — ^never  were  there  sdj 
lodgings  to  let  yet,  that  had  not  another  party 
after  them; — ^it  would  have  been  just  the  same  had 
an  inquiry  been  made  in  St.  James's  Square,  and 
five  guineas  a-week  been  the  price,  instead  of 
the  fifty  pence  in  Nick's  Court 

''  This  is  the  room.  Monsieur,"  said  Cruche,  as 
Mr.  Lonsmore,  panting  from  the  efibrt  of  his  lofty 
ascent,  entered  a  dark  dingy  place  ten  feet  square, 
lighted  by  an  old-fashioned  casement,  which 
boasted  of  two  whole  panes  green  as  ditch-water, 
three  half  ditto,  and  the  rest  filled  with  rags,  and 
pasted  with  brown  paper,  which  cast  a  mellowed 
light,  that  made  the  filth  look  filthier  stilL 

But  this  was  one  of  the  old  potato-mongei^s  fur- 
nished apartments,  so  eightpence  a-week  was  added 
to  the  usual  three-and-six.  The  furniture  consisted 
of  a  wooden  bench,  on  which  lay  a  bundle  of 
straw ;  a  rush-bottomed  chair  on  three  legs,  with  a 
portentous  aperture  in  its  seat,   neatly  fringed 
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with  the  bristling  ends  of  broken  rushes;  a  tall 
three-legged  stool,  that  served  conveniently  for 
seat  or  table ;  and  a  rusty  iron  pot.  The  latter 
utensil  was  suspended  to  a  huge  nail  over  a  pile 
of  half  bricks,  ingeniously  combined  with  an  old 
gridiron  to  form  a  fire«place.  Ashes  were  left 
blowing  about  the  bricks,  and  whirling  up  the 
wide  chimney  under  the  influence  of  the  com- 
bined currents  introduced  by  the  open  door  and 
the  broken  window. 

"  Not  a  very  comfortable  dwelling,  Monsieur." 
Mr.  Jjonsmore  shivered  as  he  looked  round,  and 
could  not  help  muttering  to  himself, — **"  And  this 
was  the  home  of  Sir  Martin  Bannerford ! " 

**  Plati'tlf^  answered  the  quick-eared  French- 
man. 

**Oh!  nothing;  I  was  only  saying — I  just  re- 
marked that  it  was  very  cold.'' 

The  confusion  of  Mr.  Lonsmore  did  not  escape 
the  notice  of  the  cunning  4^ef.  He  had  at  last 
got  to  learn  what  he  had  expended  a  great  deal  of 
artifice  to  discover, — the  real  name  of  his  escaped 
/orfoL  Of  course  his  Paris  cognomen  had  been  a 
fictitious  one,  and  since  his  visit  to  Toulon,  he  had 
only  been  known  to  its  world  by  the  appellation 
of  numero  aoixante^neuf. 

Mr.  Lonsmore  was  very  ill  at  ease ;  the  usually 
placid  lines  of  his  face  were  much  discomposed, 
and  had  it  not  been  for  the  combined  grass-green 
and  brown-paper  shades  that  fell  upon  his  counte- 
nance, they  would  have  appeared  ghastly  pale. 
Was  it  the  twinging  of  his  conscience  at  the  evil 
VOL.  in.  F 
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he  bad  wrought  ?  was  it  remorse  for  the  destrae- 
tion  he  had  contrived,  that  worked  so  painfully  on 
his  seared  feelings,  as  be  stood  shivering  in  that 
wretched  room — that  desolate  place  of  refiige  from 
which  he  had  hunted  forth  his  ruined  victim,  as  if 
even  it$  misery  were  too  good  for  him  ?  If  con- 
science, if  remorse  did  speak,  it  was  soon  stifled;  it 
might  have  allayed  his  enmity,  his  personal  hatred 
to  the  unhappy  being  he  had  lured  into  infamy, 
but  it  did  not  allay  his  fear,  his  dread  for  his 
personal  safety. 

Perhaps,  had  the  offer  been  made  to  Mr.  Placet 
Lonsmore  at  that  time,  he  would  gladly  have  con- 
sented to  the  poor  wretch  being  placed  somewhere, 
where  he  might  rest  in  the  unknown  obscoiity  of 
peace,  in  undisturbed  ignoble  comfort;  but  it 
must  have  been  far  from  him — so  far  that  his  plans 
could  not  be  marred  just  as  they  were  arrived  at 
maturity;  so  that  the  key-stone  of  the  arch,  on 
which  Placet  had  reared  his  ambitious  edifice, 
should  not  be  knocked  away  just  as  the  cement 
was  setting.  That  must  not  be;*  terror  was  as 
sharp  a  spur  as  hatred,  fear  of  losing  as  keen  t 
goad  as  desire  of  getting;  and  so  Mr.Lonsmoie 
once  more  screwed  up  his  determination  to  rush 
unrelentingly  after  his  prey,  and  effe<^iially,  eter- 
nally, to  crush  him. 

*'  You  see.  Monsieur,  we  are  but  just  too  late; 
the  lair  of  our  quarry  was  warm  this  morning,' 
said  Monsieiu:  Cruche,  pointing  to  the  ashes  in  the 
grate. 

*'  We  will  question  the  old  man  on  the  staus; 
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we  may  worm,  perhaps,  some  information  out  of 
him." 

The  Frenchman  shrugged  his  shoulders ;  "  (Test 
poniiUi  mais  je  fCy  compte  pas ; — ^he  is  what  you 
call  an  old  screw,  more  like  to  worm  into  others, 
than  let  others  penetrate  into  him.*^ 

Mr.Lonsmore  interrupted  his  companion's  chuckle 
by  pointing  to  some  grey  hairs  that  strewed  the 
ground,  evidently  cut  from  a  human  head. 

**  Yes,  Monsieur,  I  have  noted  them.'*' 

**  What  then  ?'' 

**  Oxxtforqat  has  donned  a  peruke."* 

**  Ah!  he  has  disguised  himself!" 

**  I  do  not  think  so,  but  others  have  done  it  for 
him." 

"  That  complicates  our  difficulty." 

^  (fest  wa»-^but  I  have  still  an  idea." 

"  What  is  it.  Monsieur  Cruche  ? — Speak ;  for, 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  doubly  bent  upon 
securing  him,  since  I  have  come  hither;  all  this 
hiding,  this  disguising,  is  dangerous — ^very  dan- 
gerous." 

'*  True,  there  is  danger  that  our  for^  should 
escape, — is  that  what  Monsieur  wishes  to  say  ?" 

'*  Not  exactly,"  replied  Mr.  Lonsmore,  with  an 
uneasy  frown  ;  **  I  may  as  well  tell  you  the  truth. 
Monsieur  Crucbe ;  fur  I  believe  you  are  a  man  of 
honour,  and  may  be  relied  on  in  an  affair  that 
demands  courage  and  discretion." 

The  little  man  bowed,  and  scraped,  and  stroked 
Yam  breast,  and  turned  up  his  eyes,  during  this 
speech,  and  as  he  turned  them  down  again,  they 
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gave  a  keen  sweep  over  Mr.  Lonsmore's  counte- 
nance, as  if  to  say — **  I  understand ;  it  is  coraiog 
now, — I  expected  it  would,  some  time  or  other.* 

**  Monsieur  may  n>e  perfectly  assured  of  the 
honour,  the  discretion,  and  I  may  say  it  without 
boasting,  of  the  courage  of  Bernard  Cruche:  for 
to  those  very  qualities  he  owes  his  present  di^ 
nity  of  cheft  with  appointments  sufficiently  in- 
portant." 

"  To  be  plain,  then.  Monsieur  Cruche,  it  is 
a  matter  of  great  importance  to  me  that  this 
escaped  felon  should  be  captured  ;  it  is  the  duty  of 
every  honest  member  of  society  to  aid  in  such  a 
capture.**     Monsieur  Bernard  bowed  assent. 

**  But  beyond  this  motive,  I  have  a  personal  in- 
terest in  his  capture — ^he  is  a  villain,  and  may  do 
me  much  harm,  if  at  large.  He  is — ^he  was — ^in 
short,  if  you  will  exert  yourself  with  such  energy 
as  to  effect  his  recapture  within  forty-^ight  hours, 
I  will  give  you  a  hundred  pounds  to  pay  your 
passage  back.*' 

**  Ala  bonne  heure,^  reflected  Monsieur  Bernard 
Cruche,  **  nous  nous  expliquona  enfin — devx  mUb 
cinq  cent  et  quelques  francs^  c*ctt  genfU — $a  vami  hmi 
mois  (Pappointements.  Bigrc  ga  ms  vajdimmU^ 

*^  Do  you  consent.  Monsieur  Cruche  t**  demanded 
Mr.  Lonsmore ;  for  the  countenance  of  the  dk^ 
bore  no  traces  of  the  inward  chuckle  of  gratifica- 
tion that  tickled  his  heart  so  agreeably ;  on  the 
contrary,  he  appeared  lost  in  deep  thought. 

**  I  reflect.  Monsieur,  I  reflect,  and  I  consent,  car 
^ai  tr<mt4  des  mayena — le$  voidJ* 
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'   Monsieur  Cruche  drew  out   of  his  pocket  his 
portefsuitte^  and  extracted  a  small  paper  packet* 

**  FbiBt— we  have  him  now !" 

"  How?— what  is  it?" 
•    The  chef  deliberately  unfolded  the  packet;  it 
contained  a  lock  of  dark  hair. 

"  What  does  that  mean.  Monsieur  Cruche  ?  " 

''  I  picked  it  up  from  among  these  grey  locks ; 
wnfez^ouit  they  put  on  the  peruke,  and  in  snip- 
ping round  the  stragglers  they  snipped  off  a  lock 
from  the  peruke.     We  have  him,  sapristie!^ 

'*  We  knowi  probably^  the  colour  of  the  peruke, 
but  there  may  be  a  hundred  men  who  wear  black 
wigs ;  still,  you  are  right, — it  is  a  clue,  a  slender 
one,"* 

''  That  is  not  all,"  added  the  chef,  with  a  look 
of  conscious  and  triumphant  superiority.  ''  Voild 
encore.*' 

He  drew  from  another  compartment  of  his 
pocket-book  a  torn  piece  of  paper,  half  an  inch 
long,  and  half  that  in  breadth. 

Mr.  Lonsmore  took  the  scrap  from  the  chefs 
outstretched  hand,  turned  it  over,  examined  the 
edges;  they  were  frajed  as  if  the  scrap  had  been 
pasted  on  something,  and  then  torn  off.  He  moved 
from  the  brown  paper  shade  into  the  clearer  grass* 
green  of  the  window,  and  deciphered  the  charac- 
ters printed  on  it — "  Renault,  Fabricant,  Greek 
Street." 

''  Where  did  this  come  from.  Monsieur  Cruche  ?  ** 

*'  From  there,"  replied  the  little  man,  pointing 
to  the  dilapidated  grate.   **  I  found  it  while  feeling 
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how  many  degrees  of  heat  were  yet  left  in  the 
bricks,  expecting  thereby  to  calculate  the  tine 
that  bad  elapsed  since  the  departure  of  the^iifa^ 
The  idea  was  not  bad,  was  it? — ^but»  after  all,  Uiat 
is  nothing.**  He  strutted  nearer  to  Mr*  Lonsmore, 
gratified  by  the  look  of  admiration  with  whieh 
that  gentleman  thought  proper  to  favour  him,— 
**  That  is  nothing  compared  with  what  we  cut  do ; 
but  see  the  effect! — I  find  that  scrap  of  pi^tf* 
j9<m— ^ood.  I  read  it;  trii^ien.  Ifindittobe 
the  wig-maker*8  label,  and  address.  What,  tbea, 
has  Bernard  Cruche  discovered  ? 

*^  First,  from  the  degrees  of  heat  yet  remaining, 
that  the^r^  had  but  a  few  hours*  start.  Se- 
condly, that  he  had  been  disguised,  probably  by 
an  accomplice,  (since  these  locks  are  cut  off  from 
the  back  of  the  neck,  from  all  appearance,)  and 
wore  a  black  peruke  of  which  I  have  the  exsct 
shade.  CeHbeaticoup^parbUuJ  But  there  is  moie. 
Thirdly,  the  new  label  being  torn  off,  the  wig  wis 
a  new  one,  in  all  likelihood  bought  recently,  or 
else  the  label  would  be  worn  out  or  saturated 
with  pomade. 

''  More  than  all.  The  wig  was  made  by,  and 
doubtless  bought  from,  a  Monsieur  Renault,  who 
happens  to  be  a  countryman  of  my  own,  with  whom 
I  have  a  slight  acquaintance,  though  certainly  not 
to  his  advantage.  'Cre  moHn,  c*mt  mtperte.  It  is  ail 
one  wishes.^' 

**  Certainly,  Monsieur  Cruche,  it  is  an  ingenious 
discovery,  and  may  turn  out  a  very  lucky  on^ 
But  pray  tell  me,  what  was  the  reason  that  you  did 
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not  immediately  act  upon  this  discovery  ? ''  asked 
Mr.  Lonsmore,  hastily* 

The  tkrf  was  taken  aback  for  an  instant — a  single 
instant  only,  for  the  next  his  answer  was  ready. 

'*  I  found  Monsieur  impatient  even  at  a  slight 
delay ;  he  would  have  been  still  more  annoyed  had 
I  fiailed  in  keeping  my  appointment  altogether,  as 
I  must  have  done  had  I  immediately  taken  this 
afikir  in  hand.** 

*'  You  could  have  sent  some  one.'^ 

*'  One  does  not  like  for  a  third  party  to  interfere 
in  these  affairs;  besides,  I  had  much  to  confer  with 
Monsieur  about,  and  now  we  understand  each 
other  perfectly.* 

Mr.  Lonsmore's  look  of  doubt  changed  to  one 
of  confidence ;  he  felt  that  he  had  found  a  tool 
as  ready,  as  he  was  able,  to  second  his  views,  pro* 
vided  that  he  was  paid  for  the  same. 

'*  What,  then,  do  you  propose  to  do,  Monsieur 
Cruche?" 

*'  First,  you  will  pay  a  week's  rent  in  advance 
for  this  room.  Take  it — appease  the  old  ruffian  on 
the  stairs — get  him  on  our  side :  he  will  not  betray 
the  past,  I  have  tried  him;  besides,  he  knows 
nothing,  I  believe — ^but  if  the/br^^  returns  hither 
we  shall  surely  hear  of  him." 

"  Could  we  bribe  the  old  man  to  tell  us  whether 
he  went  alone  ?" 

"  We  can  try — ^but  we  go  straight  to  Renault's, 
and  there  get  out  of  him  who  bought  this  wig 
from  him,  and  when.** 

Bernard  Cruche  now  spoke  with  the  rapid  deci- 
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sion  of  a  man  of  action.  The  leash  was  fairlj 
slipped  ;  there  was  no  more  skipping  and  gam- 
bolling about  He  understood  Mr.  Lonsmore's 
motives,  and  had  registered  his  promise  in  his 
memory.  '*  En  avanif  Monneur  !  ^  he  exclaimed, 
and  began  rapidly  to  descend  the  stairs. 

They  had  mounted  up  three  flights,  and  at  every 
landing  there  were  several  dark  dingy  doors,  but  all 
were  closely  fastened,  and  there  was  nol  a  sound 
to  betoken  the  presence  of  any  inmates.  Bat 
after  having  passed  down  a  few  steps.  Monsieur 
Cruche  invariably  turned  his  head,  and  more  than 
once  surprised  a  villanous  •looking  face  softly 
protruding  from  the  half-opened  door,  and,  after 
eyeing  them  suspiciously,  make  a  quick  retreat. 

One  adventurous  urchin  ventured  to  issue 
forth,  and  crept  down  softly  behind  them  on 
the  stairs ;  perhaps  it  was  that  Mr.  Lonsmore's 
silk  handkerchief,  hanging  half  out  of  bis  coat 
pocket,  was  a  bait  irresistible.  The  enterprise 
of  the  youth,  however,  received  a  summary 
check,  for  a  man  half  dressed,  .wearing  a  dirty 
pink  shirt,  with  flaming  red  braces  dangling 
behind,  and  stockingless  feet  thrust  into  yellow 
slippers,  darted  out  after  him,  and  cuffing  him 
soundly,  carried  him  back  to  the  room  from  which 
he  had  crept  so  slily.  This  incident  attracted  Mr. 
Lonsmore*s  notice,  and  he  half  felt  inclined^to  fol- 
low the  youth,  and  question  cuffer  and  cuffee,  but 
the  door  was  slammed  in  his  face,  and  so  he  was 
forced  to  return. 

**  You  do  not  think  he  is  yet  hiding  in  some  of 
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the  other  corners  of  this  old  rat-hole.  Monsieur 
Crache  t"  he  asked  with  a  doubting  air. 

"  No,  he  has  gone  clean  away,  be  sure,  or  why 
thia  disguise  ?  Had  I  not  felt  sure  of  it,  I  would 
have  asked  the  aid  of  my  London  eonfrhres^  and 
have  searched  every  cranny  ;  but  they  are  too  im- 
petuous, ^ouAQxxrfVosLondreschefs^ — they  frighten 
away  their  game  by  making  too  great  a  show  of 
pursuit.  No;  I  never  call  in  their  aid  until  I 
have  *  tree*d  my  coon,*  as  a  friend  of  mine  from 
New  York  used  to  say.  But  here  is  our  friend 
with  the  pammes  de  terreP 

*'  My  friend  likes  the  room,  old  boy,  and  will 
take  it !"  exclaimed  the  Frenchman,  with  his  best 
cockney  accent. 

The  old  curmudgeon  held  out  his  dirty  hand. 

^'  My  lodgers  al'ays  pays  aforetime.  I  sits  on 
the  stairs  and  cotches  *em  when  they  comes  in,  and 
when  they  goes  out.^' 

**  Did  the  lodger  who  left  this  morning  — V* 

'*  £h,  what  ?'*  exclaimed  the  old  man,  rising  for 
the  first  time  to  his  feet,  and  eyeing  Mr.  Lonsmore 
from  head  to  foot,  as  he  took  the  money  for  the 
room^  and  pocketed  it  immediately.  "  What  do 
you  know  about  my  lodgers  ?  Who  told  you  any- 
thing? I  didn't, — What  are  you  goin'  to  ax? 
I  shaVt  tell.  Do  you  think  they  *ud  come  to 
me  if  I  blow'd  on  their  lays  ?  Don't  never  ax 
me  naffin,  says  I." 

"  No,  my  good  man.     I  — ." 

*'  I  ain't  a  good  man.     I's  a  werry  wicked  *un, 
an*  I   knows  it,**  said    the   old   fellow,  doggedly 
f3 
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thrus^ng  his  dirty  fist  into  his  jacket  pocket;  ''  I 
knows  it ;  but  it  ain't  got  nnfiBn  to  do  with  no- 
body. Now  go  your  ways — ax  me  no  questions  ;^ 
and,  be  sure,  I  ain't  goin'  to  answer  none  IxNit 
you,  or  any  other  gemman  as  comes  here." 

*'  It  is  of  no  use,"  whispered  CSruche, ''  I  tried 
him  before;  it  only  arouses  suspicions.  Let  ns 
proceed;  the  old  seQSrat  knows  his  m4iMr  d§ 
catwierge.  This  way.  Monsieur;  we  left  oui  taUisn 
at  yonder  comer,  and  we  will  make  next  for  Greek 
Street'* 

Mr.  Lonsmore  quickened  his  steps ;  the  Utde 
Frenchman  trotted  on  by  his  side,  and  entering 
the  cab,  they  drove  off  to  the  wig-maker's. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

A  ntEVOH  BKVUOn,  ▲  YKAl  D^OOBAT— DOH  WTBBAK'S  TALBZ  VBAV- 
COIS  YIBITS  HIS  BBOTHEB  AUOUSTB,  AHO  BBIV08  EIK  A  LODOBB — 
MORSISUB   OBUOBB  AHB    HIS  PATBOR  IHTBBBUPT   THB  FBATSBBAL 

TftiB-1-xftn— AUGuan's   tbbbob  at  his  abcibvt  fob  —  thb 


AuGUSTE  Renault,  wig-maker,  of  Greek  Street, 
coiffeur  de  damea,  was  a  tall,  lanky,  thin  flanked, 
wizened-faced  Frenchman,  who  always  spoke  with 
the  air  of  a  martyred  patriot  of  the  chire  patrie 
which  he  had  heen  compelled  to  ahandon,  through 
the  tyrannical  oppression  of  the  aristos.  He  would 
stretch  out  his  long  right  arm,  and  giving  his 
breast  vigorous  raps  with  his  left  fist,  would  make 
his  confession  of  faith  : — **  Jesuis  un  democ — soc; 
T^la  pour  quai  je  8ui$  exiU  de  la  bette,  la  bien-aimfy 
pairieJ* 

When  he  had  no  listeners  to  hear  his  tale  of 
oppression,  he  would  sit  alone  in  the  little  back- 
room that  was  separated  by  a  glass-door  with  a 
green  curtain  from  his  shop,  leaving  the  said  door 
half  open,  that  he  might  watch  the  few  tooth- 
brushes and  hair  ditto,  the  cakes  of  soap  and 
bottles  of  essences  and  oils,  the  wig-blocks  and 
wigs,  finished  and  unfinishfld,  that  garnished  his 
boutique — that  is,  begging  his  pardon,  his  moffosin. 
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On  these  occasions,  Auguste  would  pour  out  his 
lament  in  song,  and  boldly  avow  his  wiUingDeis 
to  die  for  his  country,  "  mourir  pour  la  palrieP 

Auguste  had  been  but  a  short  time  in  England, 
and  Monsieur  Bernard  could  have  made  awkward 
disclosures  connected  with  his  sudden  change  of 
residence,  that  would  have  knocked  all  his  pre- 
tensions to  political  martyrdom  on  the  bead  at 
once  :  but  these' are  matters  unconnected  with  this 
narrative ;  it  is  sufficient  to  say  that  Auguste 
Renault  had  thought  fit  to  emigrate  to  perfib 
Albion. 

He  found  Paris  no  longer  a  suitable  sphere  for 
him  to  move  in  ;  he  had  a  brother  who  he  believed 
was  able  to  put  him  in  the  way  of  doing  something 
at  **  Londres,  ou  on  fait  de  ii  excMentes  affairm^^ 

Auguste  Renault  came  to  London.  To  tell  the 
truth,  he  was  rather  disappointed  in  the  fraternal 
greeting  of  Fran9ois ;  ee  cherfrire  told  him  he  had 
better  have  stayed  where  he  was. 

Auguste  said  it  was  a  thing  impossible,  and  to 
prove  that  he  was  entirely  desolate,  turned  his 
pockets  inside  out,  and  seizing  his  bushy  whiskers 
with  both  hands, — (he  wore  them  wild  and  fero- 
cious, with  a  vast  beard  and  moustache  to  match, 
until  Fran9ois  had  prevailed  upon  him  to  curtail 
their  growth,) — he  stamped  and  griimed,  an* 
danced  about  like  a  wild  Indian,  protesting  his 
own  misery  and  probity,  and  attributing  all  his 
wrongs  to  the  vile  aristos.  > 

Fran9ois,  ce  eherfrkre^  relented,  and  gave  him  a 
helping  hand ;  he  located  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
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his  wide-pantalooned,  large-brimmed,  b&-whiskered, 
be*moustaclied  and  begrimed  compatriots^  of  Lei- 
cester Square  and  its  purlieus. 

Auguste  could  notspeak  Eng\ishyC*eiait  dommage; 
but  he  strove  to  ramas^er  une  petite  clientelle  among 
his  fellow-exiled.  Therefore  it  was  that  he  used  to 
sit  in  his  little  back-room,  and  sing  his  mourirpour 
la  patrie,  as  a  lure  to  attract  a  stray  customer, 
whose  unshorn  beard  and  matted  locks  required 
the  skill  of  the  artiste. 

But  Monsieur  Renaulfs  countrymen  paid  very 
badly,  and  he  found  that  it  was  not  so  easy  an 
affair  pagner  la  tie  ct  Londres.  There  was  nothing 
to  be  had  bonne  marchi  except  his  own  services. 
The  pratique  of  his  countrymen  was  not  profitable, 
so  Auguste  acted  upon  the  advice  of  Francois ;  he 
trimmed  the  hair  upon  his  face,  dispensed  with  a 
beard,  pomaded  and  curled  gloriously  his  own 
whiskers,  invented  an  instantaneous  hair-dye,  cul- 
tivated ringlets,  and  laid  himself  out  to  entrap  the 
natives. 

It  was  now  only  at  rarer  intervals  that  he  in- 
dulged in  invectives  against  the  aristos ;  when  he 
stood  leaning  against  his  counter,  and  crossing  his 
lean  length  of  leg,  he  devoured  a  stray  number  of 
Le  Peuple  which  a  fellow-exile  had  brought  him  to 
•read. 

Then  Auguste  would  fill  the  cavities  of  his  huge 
hooky  nose  with  borrowed  pinches,  and  stroke 
back  the  hair  from  his  narrow  forehead,  giving  a 
»ly  glance  at  the  same  time  at  his  foot-square 
mirror,    settle  his  sharp  chin  in   a  never-failing 
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black-satin  stock,  and  confess  that  he  was  still  at 
heart  a  dgmoc — 90c ;  and  that  as  soon  as  ever  the 
universal  pillage  of  the  bourgwuU  should  begin, 
he  meant  to  rush  back  to  France,  to  have  his  shire 
in  the  Socialist  millennium. 

Fran9ois  rebuked  all  this  tirade.  **  Can^tafm 
id,  mon  frire ;  your  socialism  and  democracy  do 
not  suit  the  English,  and  you  must  get  a  native 
diewkUe,  or  you  must  starve.  Placard  your  hair- 
dye,  curl  the  hair  of  all  the  servant-maids  and  ill 
the  footmen  that  you  come  near,  gratis;  get 
some  more  wig-blocks,  and  learn  a  few  score  £if- 
lish  phrases ;  dress  your  own  hair  magnificently, 
and  rush  every  now  and  then  to  the  shop-door 
with  a  comb  stuck  in  it,  and  your  curling-irons  in 
your  hand ;  look  up  and  down,  wave  the  irons  in 
the  air  to  cool,  and  rush  back  to  put  them  onoe 
more  in  the  fire,  unless  you  really  have  a  head  of 
hair  to  curl,  then  improve  the  occasion, — otherwise 
it  is  a  famous  annonee*"  Auguste  acted  upon  his 
brother's  advice,  and  began  to  thrive  a  bit  betttf. 
He  began  to  furnish  his  little  back-room,  which 
was  at  once  bed-room,  parlour  and  kitchen.  Hii 
batterie  de  cuisine  began  to  look  superb,  and  the 
queer  compound  of  sour  vegetable  odours  that 
exhaled  thence,  would  have  called  to  the  mind  of 
a  stray  visitor  the  purlieus  of  the  Palais  Royak, 
and  its  thousand  and  one  cook-shops. 

It  was  in  this  little  back-room,  on  the  momiog 
of  Monsieur  Cruche's  visit  to  Nick*s  Court,  that 
the  brothers  Renault  were  sitting  in  dose  sod 
earnest  conversation. 
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A  corner  of  the  green  curtain  that  veiled  its 
mysteries  from  the  prying  eyes  of  a  customer  was 
drawn  aside,  and  while  listening  to  Fran9ois, 
Auguste  stole  a  glance  every  now  and  then  to  see 
that  all  was  right  in  his  maga$in.  The  brothers 
sat  one  on  each  side  of  the  solitary  table  of  which 
the  room  boasted;  their  backs  were  turned  to  the 
small  square  window,  from  which  there  was  a 
most  charming  view  of  black  blank  wall  and  red 
cbimney-pots.  Under  the  window  stood  a  small 
low  truckle-bed,  on  which  lay  the  figure  of  a  man 
apparently  fast  asleep.  They  spoke  in  low  whis- 
pers, and  Fran9ois  glanced  at  the  sleeper  at  times, 
to  be  sure  that  his  thick  heavy  breathing  was 
not  feigned. 

"  He  is  asleep, — the  brigand!*'  exclaimed  Fran- 
9ois.  '^  He  has  not  rested  on  so  soft  a  bed  as 
yours,  Auguste,  for  many  a  day.  The  cells  at 
Toulon  do  not  boast  of  feather-beds,  corbleu !  ^ 

**  I  do  not  know,  mon/rire,*^  replied  Auguste, 
*'  and  I  do  not  wish  to  make  the  essay.'* 

•*  I  can  believe  it,"  replied  Fran9ois,  with  an 
unbrotherly  sneer,  **  but  we  must  do  something 
with  him,  Auguste;  he  must  stay  here.  You 
must —  " 

*'  Peste,  Fran9ois,  do  you  think  this  apartment 
too  large  for  your  elder  brother,  that  you  wish 
him  to  share  it  w^th  this  English  pig?  Do  you 
think  he  has  so  many  beds  that  he  can  resign  a 
whole  one  to  this  animal  anglaU  f  *' 

"  ffein,  he  is  an  animal.  When  he  is  sober  he 
is  an  idiot,  when  he  is  half  drunk  he  is  as  cunning 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


136  BANNEKFOBD;  OB, 

and  treacherous  as  a  wolf,  and  when  he  is  quite 
prisS,  he  is  a  9c(Urat — a  brigaod— a  beast.  ^On 
matin — if  you  had  seen  him  attack  a  poor  woman, 
a  few  dajs  ago  I — the  cannibal,  I  thought  he  would 
have  devoured  her ; — ^he  called  her  his  wife  too !  * 

**  And  was  she  his  wife,  Fran9ois?  * 

*'  I  don't  know,  he  has  not  spoken  of  her  since, 
drunk  or  sober.  MUord^  who  has  taken  such  a 
strange  interest  in  him,  has  tried}  all  ways  to  find 
out  that ;  but  I  tell  you  he  is  either  an  idiot  when 
sober,  or  a  fox  and  a  wolf  when  drunki  But  we 
shall  see.  MUard  has  commissioned  me  to  hide 
him  for  some  purpose,  but  to  let  him  have  his 
liberty  at  night,  and  watch  him ;  never  to  lose 
sight  of  him  for  an  instant.  Now,  mon  /r^e,  I 
confide  him  to  your  charge — he  shall  stay  with 
you." 

*'  Tiena — commewma  Hes  bon^  monfr^re;  how  can 
I  watch  him  and  attend  to  my  moffasin  f  how  can 
be  stay  here  when  I  have  only  one  bed  ?  " 

"  You  are  very  thin,  brother ;  you  do  not 
occupy  much  space, — he  is  not  groi^ — your  bed  is 
midioore  in  size." 

''  ^Mereit  brother,  I  require  an  entire  bed.** 

"  Put  one  in  your  shop." 

'^  Mon  mapasin  est  trop  plein  deji,  Dieu  msrdJ* 

*'  Brother,  he  must  stay  here ; — cambien  f  How 
much  shall  I  give  you  ?  that  is  the  short  way  id 
en  Anpleterre.'' 

"  Allans  done,  entre/rires  nous  nous  arramgerwMt 
— ►we  will  put  all  right.     Is  Milord  rich  ?  *• 

"  Very." 
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^^  Bon!  then  we  will  share,  brother;  you  shall 
tell  him  the  highest  price  you  think  he  will  pay, 
and  give  me  trois  quarts^ — ^you  see,  I  have  all  the 
trouble.'* 

"  DrSle  I  *'  thought  Franyois  to  himself,  "  you 
must  be  content,  nion  eherfriret  with  one  quarter, 
while  your  brother  takes  his  fair  share  for  bring- 
ing you  the  job."  These  were  Francois*  thoughts, 
his  answer  aloud  might  have  been  somewhat  diffe- 
rent; but  before  he  had  time  to  utter  it  aloud, 
his  brother  leaned  forward  to  get  a  better  view  of 
the  interior  of  the  shop,  and  turned  still  more 
sallow  as  he  exclaimed, — **  Saeristie/  there  is 
Cniche ;  what  does  he  want  here,  ce  faquin  f  " 

"  And  who  is  Cruche,  man  frhre  f  ^  demanded 
Fran9ois,  who  was  ignorant  of  the  cause  for  fear 
that  had  so  suddenly  shaken  his  brother's  nerves. 

'*  A  chef  de  police  from  Paris.  What  can  he 
want  ?  •• 

•*  ffein,  tnon  frhre !  what  can  you  have  been 
doing?" 

**  Here  ?  nothing,  Franjois.'^ 

"  Then  you  need  not  fear,  my  brother ;  but 
stay,  mille  tonnerres,  is  he  on  the  traces  of  this 
brigand,  think  you  ?" 

"  Par  Dieu^  je  Pespere^ — I  hope  so,  provided 
that  he  leaves  me  alone. ^^ 

A  loud  knocking  on  the  counter  was  heard. 

"  Quick,  Auguste,  you  must  go  to  him,  or  he 
will  come  to  you.  See,  he  is  standing  on  tip-toe, 
and  trying  to  look  over  the  curtain  ;  the  tall  man 
with  him  is  coming  to  the  door.     Quick,  brother. 
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you  must  go,  bat  not  a  word  about  yoor  new 
looataireJ' 

But  Auguste  held  back,  and  it  was  abnost  by  force 
tbat  Fran9oi8  pushed  him  forward,  through  the  half- 
opened  door,  which  he  immediately  closed  to  coi 
off  the  retreat  which  Auguste  seemed  to  meditate. 

The  first  words  however  of  the  little  ek^  re- 
assured Auguste  that  his  intentions  were  not 
hostile  to  him,  which  was  all  he  cared  for. 

'*  Bon  Jour,  Monsieur  Renault !  I  see  you  are 
nicely  settled,  ga  mareh$t — ^you  get  on  well,  I  hope." 

^'  'Mereif  Monsieur  Cruche,  fa  mareke  ptumed" 
replied  Auguste,  whose  native  assurance  soon  came 
to  his  aid  when  he  found  out,  with  quick  pene- 
tration, that  Cruche  wished  to  be  friendly  for  some 
purpose  of  his  own. 

That  functionary  had  indeed  put  on  with  his 
grey  spectacles  his  blandest  countenance,  and  he 
smiled  benignly,  and  wedged  his  face  backwards 
and  forwards  in  his  own  peculiar  way,  undl  Mon- 
sieur Renault  felt  quite  at  home  with  him,  in  spite 
of  past  reminiscences  that  were  not  very  agreeable. 

He  put  on  his  professional  smirk,  and  with  as 
much  innocence  of  manner  as  if  he,  Auguste  Renault, 
had  always  lived  a  life  of  the  most  rustic  probi^, 
and  felt  no  more  ff$ni  in  the  presence  of  a  Aefde 
police  than  a  child  toying  with  a  spotted  reptile,  — 
''  What  can  I  do  for  Messieurs  ? ''  he  asked  after  a 
pause. 

The  little  ekef  turned  to  Mr.  Lonsmore,  who 
accompanied  him,  and  stood  a  little  in  the  rear. 

"  Why,  man  ami,  this  gentleman,  an  old  fiiend 
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**  The  truth  is,"  began  Monsieur  Cruche, "  that 
an  acquaintance  of  his  has  lately  obtained  a  peruke 
of  most  excellent  design  and  colour,  bat  he  is 
proud  of  his  acquisition,  and  beyond  confessing  to 
my  friend  Mr.  Smith  that  it  was  made  by  a  French 
artiste,  he  refuses  to  give  any  information*  Now 
my  friend  Mr.  Smith  wishes  even  to  surpass  that 
peruke;  and  I  recommend  you,  Monsieur  Renault, 
as  an  artiste  likely  to  be  able  to  carry  out  his 
views." 

During  this  colloquy,  which  was  carried  on  m 
French,  Mr.  Lonsmore  stood  a  silent  spectator  of 
all  that  passed.  He  leaned  his  tall  portly  figure 
against  the  wall,  waiting  until  the  little  man 
should  think  fit  for  him  to  take  a  part  in  the  inter- 
view. He  merely  bowed  in  return  to  the  coifFear*s 
low  salute,  who  first  stretched  his  long  body  over 
the  counter,  then  bent  down  towards  the  little 
chefi  and  replied : — 

"  I  will  do  all  I  can,  Monsieur  Cruche,  be  sure. 
First,  what  kind  of  a  peruke  does  Monsieur  re- 
quire ?  what  colour  ?  I  see  his  hair  is  grey." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  bore  the  professional  scrutiny  widi 
unmoved  gravity,  even  removing  his  hat  foramoment, 
that  a  better  view  of  his  head  might  be  obtained. 

''  A  fine  headi  ^onsieur  has  a  very  moffnifiqfte 
head ;  we  shall  find  him  a  peruke.  Sir,  d  merveSh: 
now  what  colour.  Monsieur  ?  and  what  style!'* 

Auguste  rubbed  his  hands,  and  in  his  artistic  de- 
light and  professional  glee  at  the  chance  of  a  "com- 
mand," almost  forgot  the  suspicions  that  he  bad 
•  felt  just  before ;  and  he  bustled  to  his  window  and 
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fetched  bis  blocks  and  bis  models,  and  placed  them 
in  a  row  upon  the  counter,  and  surveyed  them  with 
evident  pride  and  satisfaction. 

Monsieur  Cruche  turned  to  Mr.  Lonsmore,  and 
affected  to  choose  among  the  models  one  as  similar 
as  possible  in  colour  to  the  lock  of  hair  he  had 
found  in  the  grate  in  Nick's  Court. 

'*  We  must  trust  to  chance  for  the  shape,"  he 
reflected. 

Mr.  Lonsmore  acquiesced  in  his  friend's  choice. 

**  We   must  have   the  exact  colour^  Monsieur 
•  Renault,  that  is  the  most  important  point ;  I  see 
you  have  invented  an  instantaneous  hair-dje — no 
doubt  it  is  excellent — ^^I  will  take  a  bottle." 

The  coiffewr  hastened  to  wrap  one  up. 

**  But  this  colour,  we  must  be  very  exact.  Mon- 
sieur Renault." 

**  Show  me  what  colour  you  require,  and  I  will 
match  it  to  a  shade." 

'*  Ah  !  bite  that  I  am  I  of  course  my  friend  has 
an  echantiUon  that  he  snipped  from  the  peruke  he 
o   much  admired." 

The  little  ohrf  tiu*ned  to  Mr.  Lonsmore. 

**  Is  it  not  true,  Mr.  Smith,  you  have  a  small 
piece  ?    Ah !  I  forgot." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  pulled  a  paper  from  his  waistcoat 
pocket. 

"  La  vaiH  notre  affaire,**  exclaimed  Cruche, 
exhibiting  the  lock  of  hair,  and  venturing  to  hint, 
*'  PardieUf  Monsieur  Renault,  that  shade  has  a 
striking  resemblance  to  that  of  some  of  your 
perukes." 
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The  coiffeur  eyed  him  askance,  and  his  suspi- 
cions again  began  to  be  on  the  move,  but  he  dis- 
sembled. 

'Mt  is  possible,  Monsieur ;  I  sell  so  manj  pe- 
rukes." 

The  rascal,  he  had  only  sold  one  within  the  last 
month  ;  but  of  that,  more  anon. 

**  Ah  Hens!  It  would  be  droll  if  you  really  had 
made  and  sold  the  very  peruke  my  fHend  envies  so 
much.  If  so,  you  must  outdo  your  own  handL 
work." 

The  litde  man  intended  the  last  observation, 
thrown  in  off*hand,  for  a  master  stroke — ^it  showed 
how  indifferent  they  were  to  all  points,  except  sur- 
passing the  other  wig.  He  took  refuge  behind  the 
shelter  of  his  grey  spectacles,  and  waited  the 
success  of  his  shot.  But  Auguste  was  on  his  guard, 
and  fenced  excellently.  He  now  assuredly  smelt 
something  suspicious,  and  was  ready  to  parry; 
he  answered  therefore  quietly, — 

"  Certainly,  Monsieur,  if  such  were  the  case, 
I  would  try  to  surpass  myself." 

**  Come  now,  reflect  if  you  have  sold  a  peruke 
of  that  colour.  My  friend  is  curious  to  know  if 
you  are  really  the  same  person  who  made  the  other 
peruke.  Reflect — perhaps  yesterday,  or  the  day 
before,  or  this  week,  you  made  one  of  that  sbade 
and  colour.  My  friend  will  be  rejoiced  to  find 
that  such  is  the  case,  for  he  who  does  well  can  do 
better,  and  of  course  a  much  higher  price  will  be 
given  than  you  received  (if  you  made  it)  for  the 
former  one.     Is  it  not  so,  Mr.  Smith  ?** 
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Mr.  Lonsmore  bowed  ready  acquiescence.  He 
understood  French,  but  did  not  venture  upon 
speaking  that  language^  and  therefore  confined 
himself  to  a  nod. 

Cruche  took  the  opportunity  of  poking  his  face 
forward,  and  whisperings  *'  You  will  not  forget  my 
commission.  Monsieur  Renault ;"  and  he  positively 
shook  in  his  chuckle  at  the  immense  cloud  of  dust, 
that  he  flattered  himself  he  had  blown  into  the 
eyes  of  the  poor  perruquier  by  his  observation. 

But  he  was  not  aware  that  while  he  was  feeling 
for  the  point  of  the  blade,  Auguste  held  it  by  the 
handle,  and  therefore  it  was  no  wonder  that  he  was 
foUed ;  indeed,  he  almost  lost  his  presence  of  mind, 
and  was  thrown  off  his  guard  by  the  sudden  reply 
which  Auguste  made  in  a  low  whisper. 

**  I  did  make  the  peruke  from  which  that  lock 
was  cut ;  I  know  the  tint  of  the  dye.  You  want 
to  know  to  whom  I  sold  it;  how  much  will  you 
give  me  to  tell?" 

**  Plaits  t  Monsieur,  je  fiy  comprends  rim, 
I  don't  know  what  you  mean/*  replied  the  ekef, 
wishing  to  gain  a  moment  for  reflection. 

**  AUom  iancj  combwnt — how  .much,  in  two 
words  ?•• 

The  perruquier  raised  his  voice  as  he  spoke,  and 
there  was  a  slight  grating  at  the  handle  of  the 
inner  door,  and  the  teeth  of  ce  eher  Frawjm  were 
grinding  in  most  unbrotherly  rage,  while  the  ex- 
clamations,/St^^Kircil/  Ingratl  Coquin!  fell  hissing 
from  his  lips.  It  was  fortunate  that  the  door  in- 
tervened between  the  brothers,  and  circumstances 
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made  it  indiscreet  in  Fran9oi8  to  open  it,  or  else  a 
scene  might  have  occurred  that  would  h&Te  quite 
shocked  the  author  of  those  pathetic  lines,  wherein 
the  delight  of  dogs  in  barking  and  biting  is  so 
forcibly  expressed,  had  that  person  chanced  to  have 
been  present.  But  the  door  was  there,  and  Frui- 
cois  was  safely  caged,  so  Auguste  had  it  all  his  own 
way*  The  little  eief,  though  thrown  on  his  back 
at  first,  soon  recovered  his  aplomb^  and  sidled  down 
the  counter  on  one  side,  as  Auguste  sidled  down 
on  the  other. 

This  operation  took  them  further  from  Mr. 
Lonsmore,  who,  confident  in  the  discretion  of 
Cruche,  remained  near  the  street  door,  and  looked 
out  at  the  passengers ;  but  it  brought  the  whisperers 
nearer  to  the  glass  door,  behind  which  Fran^NS 
lay  ensconced.  His  rage  and  fury,  and  the  unchris- 
tian-like accidents  he  hoped  would  be&l  his 
brother  during  the  following  dialogue,  may  be 
better  conceiyed  than  expressed. 

"  Well,  quick,  how  much  will  you  give.  Mon- 
sieur Cruche?" 

"  For  how  much  will  you  tell  ?** 

**  For  twenty  pounds, — cinq  cmttJrane$J* 

**  DiaUel  grand  coquifh  cinq  eenU  soui — ^five 
hundred  halfpence,  more  likely .** 

**  I  should  have  got  a  larger  benefice  by  holding 
my  tongue,  and  making  the  peruke." 

"  Coquin,  I  would  not  have  given  the  command 
without  the  information.  jiUons  d<mc,  I  will  give 
you  five  pounds." 

"  Pom  assez !    It  won't  do/' 
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''  FaquinI  do  you  hot  know  what  I  have  down 
against  you  on  our  sheet  at  Paris?" 

*<  Do  you  not  know  that  this  is  London  ?  Can 
you  touch  me  here?" 

"  SdUrat !  If  you  ever  put  foot  in  Paris  again — ^" 

*'  I  never  will,  soyez  tnmquil.  AUons,  cinq  cent 
JrancSy — twenty  pounds/' 

"  Volewr — Je  vaus  dannerai  dix.  I  offer  ten. 
^Cre,  coquin.^^' 

**  J^accepte^  count  them  out." 

The  baffled  chef  fumbled  for  a  bank-note. 

"  Non^  pas  de  billets,  no  notes, — ^you  take  the 
numbers  ;  give  it  me  in  gold." 

"  ^CrCy  fripan  /  val  There,  take  them ;  now,  the 
truth,  or  else,  tu  me  lepayeras  cher, — ^you  will  re- 
pent bitterly." 

The  names  which  Fran9ois  applied  to  his  brother 
when  he  heard  the  jingling  of  the  coin  were  some- 
thing awful,  but  his  denunciations  were  cut  short 
by  hearing  his  description  of  the  supposed  pur- 
chaser of  his  peruke. 

"  It  was  a  young  man,  short  and  stout,  with  fair 
hair,  and  blue  eyes,"  asserted  Auguste,  with  a  bold 
confidence  that  could  not  be  gainsaid* 

Mr.  Lonsmore  had  taken  out  pencil  and  paper, 
and  started  at  the  description. 

•*  You  are  quite  sure.  Monsieur  Renault,"  en- 
quired the  little  ch^,  becoming  once  more  polite 
when  the  bargain  was  struck,  *'  that  your  descrip- 
tion is  exact  ?  " 

By  way  of  reply,  Auguste  repeated  the  **8ignale- 
ments,"  word  for  word. 

VOL.  m.  G 
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**  Ce  cher  Auguste,  that  dear  brother  of  mine,* 
murmured  Fran9oi8,  behind  the  door;  ^ short, 
stout,  with  fair  hair  and  blue  ejes!  while  I  am 
tall  and  rather  maigre;  my  eyes  assuredly  are  not 
blue,  nor  is  my  hair  fair ;  and  though  not  old, 
I  am  not  young, — ce  eker  firh^^  what  a  fine  fellow 
he  isl  comme  il  est  brave  ffaittard,  eomme  il  ed  ben 
garden  r*  and  the  gnashing  of  teeth  ceased  behind 
the  glass-door. 

**  Do  you  recognise  him  ?**  asked  Monsiear 
Cruche,  as  he  and  Mr.  Lonsmore  conferred  to- 
gether in  low  tones  at  the  street-door;  while 
Auguste,  with  his  hand  deeply  buried  in  his  satin 
stock,  surveyed  them  with  complacency. 

''  Yes,  I  know  him,  it  must  be  he.** 

"Whoishe?'' 

**  One  whom  I  half  suspected.^' 

"  Of  what?" 

**  Of  knowing  where  this  felon  was  hiding." 

"Shall  we  go  to  him?" 

"  Not  yet,  he  is  an  acquaintance  of  mine,— 
a  friend — in  fact,  he  dines  with  me  to  day— bosh! 
it  must  be — ^Lord  Chasekepe,  I  mean.** 

'^Ha!  I  know  him, — a  great  gambler;  well> 
I  suppose  Monsieur  has  no  further  need  of  Bernard 
Cruche  for  the  moment,  if  Lord  Chasekepe  be  the 
man.** 

''  Yes,  come  with  me  home,  I  have  mncfa  to 

Itrrange." 

^      '*  Ahn^    bon   jaur^  Moneieur  SmiamU.     Mm 

qu^esi  ce  que  cW  fa  f — ^what  is  that  cry  t — fid  you 

hear  a  half-stifled  cry!**  asked  Cruche,  presnof 
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Mr.  Lonsmore's  arm  as  they  were  passing  through 
the  street-duor ;  **  it  seemed  to  come  from  that 
inner  room." 

''  N09  I  heard  nothing/'  replied  Mr.  Lonsmore, 
''  and  we  have  no  time  to  spare  to  attend  to  that 
gibbering  Frenchman's  noises/' 

Whatever  might  have  been  the  cry  which  the 
fine  and  attentive  ears  of  the  keen  little  ehrf  had 
heard,  it  was  quite  drowned  in  the  string  of  oaths 
and  exclamations  poured  ont  by  Auguste,  as  with 
a  clatter  he  allowed  a  whole  armful  of  wig-blocks 
that  he  was  going  to  remove  from  the  counter  to 
fall  upon  a  glass  case.  ''  His  perukes !  his  model 
perukes !  his  soap !" 

**  Oh,  come,  let  us  escape  this  infernal  clatter," 
exclaimed  Mr.  Lonsmore,  half  dragging  away 
Monsieur  Cniche,  who  eyed  the  green  glass-door 
with  suspicious  curiosity,  and  suffered  himself  to 
be  led  away  from  the  shop  with  the  most  evident 
reluctance,  muttering, — 

"I  heard  something,  cependanti  and  I  should 
have  liked  to  look  on  the  otiier  side  of  that 
door." 

It  was  well  for  the  schemes  of  the  brothers^  that 
he  did  not  carry  his  half-formed  intention  into 
execution,  for  the  inner  room  was  at  that  instant 
the  scene  of  a  violent  personal  struggle.  The 
sight  that  would  have  met  his  eyes,  would  have 
been  a  tall,  dark-skinned  and  rather  good-looking 
man,  of  middle  age,  with  strongly  marked  features, 
answering  to  the  name  of  Franfois  Renault,  valet 
to  Milor  Seigneur  Don  Esteban  Negrillo,  (as  he 
g2 
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styled  hU  master,)  exerting  all  his  strength  to 
master  the  strugglings  and  stifle  the  Toioe  of  some 
one  whose  legs  alone  where  visible,  energetically 
kicking  op  the  scanty  bed-clothes,  while  Francois 
hid  the  upper  part  of  his  person  by  a  pillow  that 
he  was  pressing  down  upon  him,  apparently  with 
the  most  determined  and  Othello-like  designs. 
The  valet  gave  a  final  and  determined  dig  as 
he  heard  the  glass-door  open  behind,  and  then 
turned  to  confront  the  worst,  whatever  it  might 
chance  to  be*  It  was,  however^  only  the  meagre 
figure  of  Auguste  which  protruded  into  the  room, 
with  his  weazen  face  all  radiant  with  chuckles. 

••  ffein  !  here  is  a  business !  You  don't  wish  to 
murder  the  poor  devil,  surely,  Francois?" 

Francois  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
panting  from  his  exertion,  while  from  the  tumbled 
bed-clothes  rose  what  appeared  to  be  an  old  man ; 
his  head  was  bald,  and  his  &ce,  purple  with  suflb- 
catlon,  was  thin  and  pinched  up.  He  was  a  ruefol 
figure,  and  gazed  alternately  at  the  brothers  with 
an  air  of  stupid  terror  and  vengeful  rage  that  was 
almost  comical. 

"What  did  he  do,  this  drgU,  Francois?  I  heard 
a  cry,  and  that  cunning  renard  of  a  Cruche  beard 
it  too ;  and  had  I  not  dashed  down  a  block  or  two, 
and  smashed  a  case,  he  would  have  been  in  here. 
Of  course,  Francois,  voire  Mihr  will  pay  for  the 
damage  done  in  his  service,  for  nothing  else  would 
have  kept  Bernard  Cruche  from  finding  out  all,  if 
he  had  entered.'* 

"Fear  nothing,  mm  firire — ^your  services  iliall 
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— heigh !  be  repaid/'  gasped  out  Franfois.  "  You 
— did — heigh — very  well.  This  son  of  a  braying 
ass  awoke  from  a  dream,  I  suppose,  a  drunken 
night-mare,  or  something  of  the  kind,  and  began 
to  call  out/' 

''  Ouit  man/riref  that  was  what  I  beard ;  it  was 
a  cry  of  terror,  and  sounded  like  Edite!  Edite!'^ 

**It  is  an  English  name  for  a  woman,  Edith, 
monfrhre^  and  I  suppose  the  wretch  was  dreaming 
of  the  poor  woman  he  used  so  brutally*  Look  at 
him,  the  drunken  idiot ;  he  has  fallen  back  asleep, 
once  more;  but  this  Cruche,  this  devil  of  the 
police,  how  did  he  find  out  anything  about  this 
imbecile?" 

'^The  devil  must  have  helped  him  to  find  a 
piece  of  hair,  which  looks  like  that  of  the  peruke 
I  sold  to  you,  for  the  snoring  beast ;  but,  teneic — 
where  is  the  peruke?*^ 

Auguste  darted  to  the  bed  on  which  lay  the 
old  man,  bare-headed,  half  hanging  over  the  bed- 
side, half  leaning  against  the  wall,  and  breathing 
heavily  and  irregularly.  Auguste  turned  over 
the  clothes,  and  bunches  of  hay,  called  pillows, 
ejaculating  — ''  My  &'#,  my  bed  is  ruined,  quite 
dSchirS,  all  torn ;  but  Milor  is  rich,  eh,  brother  ? 
Milor  is  generous,  fie$t-^  poM  f  Ah,  here  it  is,  this 
good  peruke !  and  look,  brother,  here  is  the  place 
where  a  lock  of  hair  was  actually  cut  ofi*.'* 

Frani^is  gazed  upon  the  wig  in  wonder. 

"  Ceit  trai, — ^it  is  true,  a  piece  has  been  cut 
off;  but,  ou  f  par  qui  f  where  ?  who  has  done  it  ?  ^ 

"  And  still  more  wonderful,  how  did  that  diable 
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of  a  Cruche  find  it,  and  trace  out  the  ¥^17  pkee 
where  the  wig  came  from?  Ah,  manjirire,  I  did 
wisely  to  lea?e  Paris,  where  there  are  many 
CrucheSy  believe  me/' 

*'  Welly  Aoguste,  thanks  to  your  ingenuitf,  we 
have  quite  baffled  him,  and  thrown  kim  off, 
as  yet," 

'*It  b  well  said,  brother, — I  was  very  inge- 
nious ;  but  Milor  is  very  rich,  nVsf-cii  pa$t  and 
very  generous.  Ah  I  Auguste  Renault  will  make 
many  sacrifices  for  him.  His  bed,  and  his  chawibr$ 
i  eaucher,  his  cuisine,  and  his  iolam  are  all  occupied 
in  the  service  of  Milor." 

Auguste  said  this  with  an  air  of  saciificiiig 
devotion  that  appeared  quite  to  charm  his  brother, 
and  they  shook  hands  and  pledged  themselves  to 
stand  faithfully  by  one  another,  and  mock  at  all  the 
Bernard  Cruches  of  London  and  Paris  tc^ether* 

**  But  it  was  wonderful,  Francois,  how  be  dis- 
covered so  much.  Ah  !  Paris,  Paris — first,  first  in 
everything." 

**  Yes,  Auguste,  but  he  has  two  brave  gaiUards 
from  Paris,  to  match  him,  and  we  will  do  it  yet. 
It  was  very  atroce^  though,  of  you,  brother,  to  try 
my  fraternal  nerves  by  pretending  to  betray  our 
schemes." 

''  Ha !  ha !  that  was  what  I  call  the  true  diplo- 
macy ;  the  coquin  refused  to  give  me  my  price,  eh  ? 
6o» — I  practised  a  ruse." 

"  In  fact,  Auguste,  you  took  his  money  and 
threw  him  off  our  scent  at  the  same  time.  It  was 
a  bit  o[Jriponnerie,  but  still  an  excellent  a&ir.** 
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**  You  approve  then,  brother  ?" 

**  JParbku !  I  regret  that  I  cannot  stay  longer, 
Auguste,  to  express  mj  approbation  in  full|  but 
there  is  a  grand  fSte  de  wtovre^  at  which  Milor 
intends  to  assist,  this  morning,  and  I  must  dress 
my  groe  poupet,  or  he  will  not  be  fit  to  be  seen.*' 

"  Yes ;  but  voire  ffras  poupei  is  rich,  Franfois.*' 

"  Fassabkment.'' 

*'  I  have  not  seen  if  his  silver  is  white  ?" 

'^  No ;  but  you  shall  judge  if  his  gold  is  yellow, 
brother." 

"When?  as  matin — this  morning,  brother?  I 
ought  to  know  what  recompense  1  am  to  receive 
for  my  monstrous  sacrifices.'^ 

*^  Ah !  I  will  not  fail  to  tell  Milor  how  you  have 
surrendered  to  his  service  your  cuisine,  your  saUm, 
your  talle  i  fnanger,  and  your  chambre  h  coucher. 
Oh,  it  will  sound  very  well,  Auguste  Renault,  and 
great  will  be  your  reward ;  but  I  leave  him  there 
in  your  hands,  Auguste ;  whenever  you  have  occa- 
sion to  leave  this  room,  turn  the  key  upon  him." 

''  And  if  Monsieur,  the  snorer,  turns  vicious  and 
uproarious?" 

"  Harkee,  brother  mine»  leave  him  the  brandy 
bottle,  the  eau  de  mart  pour  luu^ 

'*  AdieUs  monfrhre;  adieu.  Au  revoir.  I  go  to 
assist  at  the  fUe  de  fdctoire ;  it  will  be  superb — 
Aurevoirl^ 

"  Mais  quand,  tnonfrire  ?" 

"  Mais  dame  ;  ce  soir, — to-night ;  vers  la  brune, — 
at  dusk.'* 
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"  Adieu,  Fran5ois — take  care.  Ha!  here  comet 
one  of  my  best  pratiques,  Monsieur  de  Lascelles.* 

''  Mind  the  key,  theoi  and  do  not  leave  the  door 
open,**  whispered  Francois,  and  taming  to  leave 
the  nu^arin  of  his  brother^  he  politely  stepped  on 
one  side,  to  allow  a  well-dressed  and  most  gende- 
manly  looking  man  to  pass. 

The  gentleman,  who  had  the^air  of  a  profes- 
sional man,  and  one  well  to  do  in  the  world,  led  a 
little  boy  by  the  hand;  it  was  the  same  urchin 
whose  prying  curiosity  had  been  so  summarily 
chastised  on  the  staircase  in  Nick's  Court,  bat 
Mr.  Lonsmore  would  not  have  recognised  him,  had 
he  seen  him  enter  the  door  of  Monsieur  Auguste's 
shop. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

LOXB  0H1BBKBPB*8  r^X  DB  YIOTOIBB— THB  GAXBTIR's  BXfOUfATIOH 
— THB  DUBL — MB.  LAS0XLLB8  BXBIICT8B8  HIS  UOHT-VIKOBBB])  FBO- 
FBBSIOH — ^DOH  BBTBBAB'b  POCKXT-BOOK. 

Lord  Chasekepe  flattered  himself  that  he  had  hit 
upon  a  novel  and  a  proper  way  of  celebrating  the 
success  which  had  attended  him  in  his  vigor- 
ousj  pertinacious,  and  at  last  victorious  assaults 
upon  the  bank  of  the  Tartarus  Club. 

Night  after  night  a  wonderful  run  of  good  for- 
tune as  some  said,  a  well-considered  and  success- 
fully carried  out  system  as  he  himself  asserted, 
had  enabled  him  to  despoil  Marcoti's  strong  box  of 
its  treasures. 

Night  after  night  did  Marcoti  replenish,  at  first 
in  indignant  surprise,  then  with  vengeful  rage,  and 
at  last  in  downright  fear ;  but  Chasekepe  held  on, 
and,  as  we  have  said,  fortune  or  his  own  skill 
fiivoured  him,  and  the  bank  was  broken,  thoroughly, 
irretrievably  broken,  and  Marcoti  was  compelled  to 
close  the  gates  of  Tartarus. 

It  was  then  to  celebrate  the  success  of  this  well- 
fought  campaign,  that  Lord  Chasekepe  resolved  to 
assemble  round  the  longest  table  in  the  longest 
salon  of  the  Prince's  Hotel,  all  the  habitues  of  the 
g3 
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Tartarus  that  were  of  his  set,  (which  comprised 
the  great  majority^)  and  had  witnessed  his  on- 
slaughts and  victories. 

Some  imagined  that  a  midnight  revel  would 
probably  celebrate  the  midnight  triumphs^  as  being 
the  natural  pendant,  and  consonant  with  Tartarus* 
habits  and  tastes ;  but  Chasekepe  determined  on  a 
raatutiaal  feast.  He  had  had  enough  of  night  and 
darkness;  he  meant  to  reform,  and  he  would b^n 
by  daylight.  The  laurels  he  had  achieved  were 
well  gilded,  and  his  adieux  to  many  of  his  former 
associates  were  to  be  made  on  the  morning  of  his 
new,  and,  he  resolved  it  should  prove,  reformed 
career. 

Lord  Chasekepe  was  a  man  thoroughly  Uat^; 
his  appetite  for  the  indulgences  and  sensualities  of 
a  town  life  was  palled  to  nausea.  He  did  not 
mean  to  turn  ascetic,  he  did  not  desire  to  assume 
the  character  of  the  reformed  rake,  and  rush  to 
the  other  extreme.  He  neither  meant  to  devote 
the  accumulated  gains  he  had  carried  off  night 
after  night,  to  found  a  monastery,  build  a  churchi 
or  endow  an  hospital.  He  &ithfully  balanced  his 
accounts ;  the  surplus  of  his  winnings  over  his 
previous  losses  was  not  very  great,  but  still  some- 
thing handsome.  Many  an  impoverished  victim  to 
the  allurements  of  the  gay  saloons  of  the  Tartanis 
felt  his  heart  gladdened  by  the  receipt  of  a  blank 
envelope,  containing  a  bank  note  or  notes. 

Chasekepe  knew  them  all,  or  his  friend  the  Black 
Major  did,  which  came  to  the  same  thing.  The 
creditors  of  his  Lordship  were  agreeably  surprised 
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by  receiving  the  amount  of  their  long  standing 
accounts  in  full* 

Marcoti  heard  of  all  these  doings  with  disap- 
pointed vexation,  and  when  he  received  a  letter 
from  Lord  Chasekepe  couched  in  manly  terms, 
expressive  of  the  writer's  hope  that  he  bore  no 
malice,  and  inviting  him  with  the  rest  to  the 
breakfast  at  the  Hotel  des  Princes,  his  lip  writhed 
with  a  diabolical  sneer,  and  he  tore  the  letter  into 
a  thousand  fragments.     He  did  not  go. 

Others  went  in  crowds,  with  light  hearts,  and 
not  empty  pockets,  thanks  to  the  blank  envelopes. 
The  cuisine  of  the  Hotel  des  Princes  had  exhausted 
all  its  resources,  it  had  outdone  itself.  The  banquet 
vras  superb,  and  the  delighted  chef  de  cuisine  vowed 
that  it  left  nothing  to  be  desired.  And  the  guests 
thought  so  too:  never  did  the  creaming  champagne, 
the  sparkling  hockheimer,  the  ruby  lafitte,  or 
golden  amontillado  warm  lighter  hearts  than  were 
assembled  round  Lord  Chasekepe's  farewell  break- 
fast. He  meant  to  make  but  a  short  stay  in 
Cngland.  An  old  college  chum,  whose  serious 
temperament  and  different  views  of  things  in 
general,  had  led  him  to  adopt  a  very  different  way  of 
life  to  that  in  which  Chasekepe  had  indulged,  had 
crossed  his  path  by  accident.  Their  acquaintance 
was  renewed.  Sir  Lionel  Beaufort  was  fond  of 
eastern  travel,  and  in  a  few  weeks  was  going  to 
ruminate  among  the  ruins  of  Kouyunjik,  and 
sketch  the  wonderful  fragments  of  the  temples  of 
Nimroud.  He  invited  Chasekepe  to  accompany 
him,  and  the  offer  had  been  accepted. 
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Sir  Lionel  was  not  present  at  the  break£ist; 
his  friend  knew  that  it  would  not  be  to  his  taste 
exactly,  and  yet  beyond  noisy  hilarity  and  jokes 
and  gibes,  sometimes  sharp  enough  bat  good- 
humouredly  taken,  all  was  conducted  with  order 
and  decorum  at  the  fH»  de  ticUnre  H  dTadimi  as 
Fran9ois  styled  it* 

Lord  Chasekepe,  as  may  be  expected,  sat  at  the 
head  of  the  long  table,  that  stretched  through  ibe 
entire  length  of  the  handsome  dining-room;  both 
sides  were  filled  with  guests.  At  the  opposite  end 
the  little  Black  Major  did  the  hpnours:  at  the 
right  of  the  host  in  the  place  of  honour  sat  Don 
Esteban  Negrillo,  and  next  to  him  a  tall  raw- 
boned  Highland  laird,  whose  heathery  acres  had 
somehow  or  other  slid  over  the  green  table-cloth 
of  the  Tartarus  with  an  ease  and  a  rapidity  per- 
fectly marvellous,  considering  the  weight  of  rocks 
and  njountains  they  carried. 

The  laird  rejoiced  in  the  name  of  Donald  Mac 
Quanick.  His  temperament  was  singularly  iras- 
cible, and  his  explosions  at  the  Club,  when  losses 
more  than  he  deemed  his  fair  portion  ftll  to  his 
share,  were  positively  Vesuvian.  More  than  a 
score  times  he  had  challenged  Slimy  Judas  and  all 
his  crew  to  single  combat ;  and  once  he  even  went 
the  length  of  breaking  the  very  prominent  nose  of 
that  gentleman,  asserting  upon  the  honour  of  a 
Gael  that  he  saw  him  smile  at  his,  Donald  Mac 
Quanick's,  evil  fortune. 

"  The  chiel !  he  ma  rob  a  man,  but  laugh  at  the 
laird  of  Quanick — na,  na ! " 
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It  may  easily  be  conceiyed  that  the  laird  often 
laid  himself  open  to  the  jocular  attacks  of  his  com- 
panionsi  and  he  had  been  placed  under  the  eye  of 
the  host  himself  in  order  that  any  little  oantretemps 
might  be  smoothed  over.  It  was  with  the  same 
object,  that  a  rollicking,  mirth-loying  Irishman, 
whose  bogs  had  shared  no  better  fate  than  the 
Highlander's  moors,  was  placed  on  the  other  side, 
almost  opposite  to  Mac  Quanick. 

•*  They  will  be  a  motley  crew,  Riggs,**  observed 
Chasekepe  to  his  friend  the  Major ;  *^  and  had  we 
chosen  a  dinner  or  a  supper  I  would  not  have 
answered  for  their  good  behaviour;  but  with  Pat 
and  Sawney  under  my  own  nose,  I  think  we  may 
reckon  upon  all  going  off  well." 

And  so  it  would  have  proved  had  Chasekepe 
been  able  to  keep  up  the  supervision,  which  he 
exercised  with  such  tact  and  good  feeling,  that 
mirth  and  good-humoured  hilarity  reigned  in  every 
breast.  The  entrance  of  a  waiter  bearing  two 
notes  on  a  salver  drew  off  his  attention  for  awhile ; 
one  bore  his  own  name,  and  a  message  was  given 
that  the  bearer  had  received  orders  to  find  him 
wherever  he  should  happen  to  be,  and,  if  possible, 
take  back  his  reply.  The  other  note  was  addressed 
to  Major  Riggs. 

''  Since  the  writer  seems  so  pressed,  I^  ask  your 
permission,  gentlemen,"  said  Chasekepe,  preparing 
to  break  the  seaL 

''  Ye  ha'  it,  mon,"  exclaimed  the  Highlander  in 
a  sonorous  voice,  while  the  others  around  him  con- 
tented themselves  with  a  bow.     Chasekepe  had 
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evidently  expected'  that  the  note  bad  some  le&r- 
enee  to  his  own  affiiin,  and  for  reasons  which  will 
appear  presently  he  was  particularly  anxious  to 
pay  immediate  attention  to  all  demands  that  ooqU 
be  made  upon  him  ;  its  contents,  therefore,  sor* 
prised  him,  and  his  face  became  clouded  a  moment 
with  thought  as  he  read : — 

"  I  have  information  of  importance  to  give  yoo. 
Marcoti  is  moving  heaven  and  earth  to  do  yoo 
mischief — ^he  swears  he  will  be  revenged  on  you 
and  your  friends.  The  snake  is  hardly  scotched,  his 
fangs  remain.  Be  warned !  Can  you  come  to  me 
at  seven!  I  will  explain  more  then.  Perhaps 
Major  Riggs  will  accompany  you. 

"  Yours,  P.  LoNSMOEfi." 

"  Pooh !  he  can  do  me  no  harm.  Yet  stay,  he 
might  do  poor  Riggs  some  injury,"  rejBected  Chase* 
kepe,  and  for  a  time  he  forgot  his  guests,  and  all 
but  his  own  thoughts.  *'  Those  confounded  bills! 
I  wish  I  had  kept  better  count.  Riggs  assures  me 
they  are  all  called  in,  and  the  broker  Levi  Amos 
has  made  every  inquiry  among  his  brethren  to  find 
out  who  holds  my  paper — surely  I  am  safe!  It 
would  be  cursedly  awkward  to  be  baulked  at  last 
I  will  just  speak  a  word  to  Riggs.*' 

Making  an  apology  to  his  friends,  wbidi  Mac 
Quanick  promptly  accepted,  he  rose  and  beckoaed 
to  the  Major,  who  came  to  meet  him  with  an  open 
note  in  his  hand;  they  walked  up  to  the  great 
fire-place  that  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  to 
converse  undisturbed.     There  was  one  of  Chs 
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kepe*s  guests  that  watched  his  moyements  keenly, 
and  that  was  his  friend  on  the  right,  Don  Esteban 
Negrillo.  His  dark  ejes  had  been  fastened  on  the 
note  all  the  time  that  Cbasekepe  was  reading  it, 
and  his  head  bad  been  bent  forward  that  his  quick 
ears  might  catch  a  word  or  two,  as  his  host  thought 
half  aloud.  He  had  succeeded  in  catching  the 
words  **  confounded  billsi^  and  his  hand  stole  to 
his  side-pocket  where  he  kept  his  portefeuille. 
Don  Esteban  Negrillo  had  a  motive  in  wishing  to 
retain  a  hold  upon  Cbasekepe,  aud  he  was  not 
a  person  to  be  over  scrupulous  in  the  means  he 
employed. 

Meanwhile  the  conversation  which  Lord  Cbase- 
kepe held  with  the  Major  by  the  fire-place,  quite 
reassured  him  as  to  Marcoti's  power  to  annoy 
him.  Major  Riggs  had  made  every  inquiry  after 
the  bills  which  Cbasekepe  had  been  so  lavish  in 
showering  around.  They  had  been  a  drug  in  the 
market.  But  no  sooner  had  Levi  Amos  heard 
that  they  were  all  to  be  paid  in  full,  than  he  hunted 
them  up  as  keenly  as  the  Stag's  Alley  people  were 
wont  to  hunt  up  certain  railway  scrip,  when  it  was 
unexpectedly  patronised  by  the  iron  Autocrat. 

'^Levi  Amos  has  a  keen  nose  for  good  paper, 
and  his  Mosaic  and  Gentile  brethren  are  not  much 
behind  him,  so  depend  on  it  not  a  stamped  scrap^ 
scratched  or  unscratched,  is  remaining  abroad. 
No,  Mr.  Lonsmore  has  other  topics  more  personal 
to  favour  us  with  over  our  walnuts ;  depend  on  it, 
it  is  his  own,  not  your  interest  he  is  looking  to.*' 

*«  Wdl,  shall  we  go.  Major?" 
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"  I  have  no  objection,  but  depend  on  it,  it  is  not 
jour  safety  which  he  has  so  much  at  heart  Aod 
as  for  these  bills — ^they  are  all  right.** 

Don  Esteban  knew  better,  and  watched  them 
as  they  talked  together,  as  if  he  would  read  their 
thoughts,  quite  regardless  of  the  sudden  uproar 
that  sprang  up  around  him,  and  which  immediately 
recalled  Chasekepe  to  his  chair.  The  source  of 
the  tumult  was  this.  The  appearance  of  the  note 
which  had  caused  the  temporary  absence  of  their 
host,  had  turned  the  conversation  upon  the  blank 
envelopes  of  whose  welcome  contents  so  many 
present  had  been  the  recipients.  The  Irishman, 
Patrick  0*Roon,  with  his  blunt  and  open  frankness, 
had  cried  out, — 

"  By  the  harp  of  ould  Ireland,  I  hope  Chasekepe 
has  got  as  good  a  letter  as  I  got  meself  this  blessed 
marninV 

''What  might  have  caused  its  blessedness, 
Mister  O'Roon,  if  ye  have  no  objection  to  enlighten 
us  thereupon  f** 

''None  in  life,  Misther  Mac  Quanick,  though 
it's  yerself  as  knows  all  about  the  letters,  that  were 
no  letters  at  all  at  all— on*y  the  writin*  was  most 
beautiful,  and  the  figures  prettier  than  pictures. 
Mine  were ;  now  what  colour  were  yours,  Misther 
Quanick?" 

Mac  Quanick  was  proud  as  Lucifer.  His  swarthy 
high  cheek-bones  had  reddened  at  first,  on  the 
receipt  of  his  own  blank  envelope,  but  on  reflection 
he  had  muttered, — 

"  He  is  a  good  chiel — a  varra  good  chicl — though 
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had  he  sent  his  deeriction  a  Mac  Quanick  would 
ha**  been  Vunde  in  honour  to  ha'  returned  it.  But 
as  the  case  stands  it  canna  be  dune,  an'  sa  I'll  e'en 
pit  the  wee  bit  paper  in  my  sporran." 

To  be  reminded  then  thus  openly  of  the  circum- 
stance which  Mac  Quanick  had  thought  only 
known  to  himself,  (for  he  had  no  suspicion  that 
others  had  been  similarly  favoured,)  nettled  the 
laird,  and  fired  his  highland  blood.  He  had  fancied 
that  his  own  special  merits  had  in  some  way  been 
thus  secretly  rewarded ;  and  though  he  was  shrewd 
enough  to  guess  the  hand  from  which  the  letter 
camei  his  vanity  led  him  to  suppose  that  he  was  the 
particular  object  of  consideration  and  esteem,  and 
that  he  wholly  merited  the  same. 

The  Irishman  at  once  took  it  for  granted  that 
others  had  shared  in  the  golden  or  paper  shower, 
and  his  ideas  of  the  raining  Jove  were  not  very 
clear  and  distinct — indeed  he  took  little  trouble 
about  the  matter  beyond  rejoicing  at  the  windfall. 
He  soon  found  out  that  he  was  not  the  only 
favoured  one — but  it  was  his  love  of  fun  and 
teasing  alone  that  prompted  him  to  remark,  on 
perceiving  Mac  Quanick's  heightened  colour,  and 
kindling  wrath, — 

"  It's  yerself,  Mr.  Mac  Quanick,  also,  that  must 
feel  grateful  to  Misther  Marcoti  for  the  prisint 
he  has  made  ye,  and  it's  the  best  of  frinds  ye'll  be 
hinceforth  in  sceculd^  sceculorumJ* 

**  I  have  just  a  remark  to  mak'  to  ye,  Mister 
O^Roon,  and  that  is,  that  a  Mac  Quanick  would 
receive  the  alms  of  na  livin'  man.    Ye  may  rejoice 
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at  gettin*  far  more  than  ye  desarve,  but  a  gintlemaii 
would  na  mak*  a  boast  o*  his  beggary.** 

Misther  0*Roon  now  fired  up  in  turn. 

"  I  tell  ye,  Misther  Mac  Quanick,  that  if  yesaj 
I  am  a  be^ar,  ye  lie  now." 

The  Highlander  was  on  his  feet  in  an  instsnt, 
and  a  wine-glass  half  full  was  ready  raised  to  be 
discharged  in  the  Irishman's  ^ce,  when  Chasekepe 
sprang  forward  and  arrested  his  arm* 

Mac  Quanick  stopped,  looked  ashamed,  and  sat 
down,  darting  looks  of  fury  at  the  man  who  he 
conceived  had  ofiered  him  a  mortal  insult,  whidi 
imperatively  demanded  satisfaction. 

Lord  Chasekepe  saw  at  a  glance  that  both  men 
were  very  sorry  that  the  fracoi  had  occurred,  but 
he  was  also  quite  sure,  aftet  hearing  a  whispeied 
account  of  the  whole  from  one  of  the  guests  sittioff 
near,  that  an  affair  that  had  proceeded  to  the 
extremity  of  giving  the  lie,  would  not  end  there, 
unless  he  contrived  to  stop  all  further  proceedings. 
He  therefore  addressed  himself  first  to  the  open* 
hearted  Irishman, — 

'*WeIl,  Mr.  0*Roon,  I  suppose  you  will  be 
quite  ready  to  give  satbfaction  for  the  unfortunate 
word  which  you  let  slip  between  your  teeth  ?" 

There  was  a  mock  solemnity  in  Chasekepe's 
manner  that  puzzled  the  obtuse  Hibernian. 

**  Och,  sure,  and  with  all  the  pleasure  in  Efei 
but—" 

"  Oh  I  you  will  want  a  friend,  O'Roon,  will  jou 
have  me  now?** 

**  Divil  a  betther,  Chasekepe." 
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"  Good*  Now  what  do  you  say,  Mac  Quanick. 
You  are  going,  I  presume,  to  demand  the  satis- 
faction O'Boon  is  ready  to  give.'' 

**  That  was  the  course  I  colkilated  upon  taking," 
replied  the  Scotchman,  bowing  stiffly. 

''  I  expected  so.  Now,  would  you  ha?e  me  for 
your  friend  on  the  occasion  ?  " 

**  Were  na  ye  preengaged,  Chasekepe,  it  would 
give  me  verra  great  sateesfaction.** 

''Well  but,  man,  what  say  you  to  my  being  a 
friend  to  you  both  ?  " 

Mac  Quanick  shook  his  head.  **  Vm  just  in 
aimest,  Chasekepe,  an'  so  I  tell  ye  frankly." 

''  And  so  am  I,  begad,  and  to  prove  it,  look  here, 
this  is  what  I  propose.  If  you  will  both  accept  me 
as  a  friend,  I  will  name  time — present;  place — 
here,  in  this  very  room  ;  and  if  you  do  not  want  to 
back  out,  you  will  both  accept  my  proposition." 

The  last  words  brought  both  men  to  their  feet, 
while  all  at  the  table  looked  aghast,  as  Chasekepe 
added,— 

"  You  accept,  then  ?  Good.  I  will  go  and  fetch 
the  weapons,  for  I  suppose  I  must  name  them  too.*' 

Chasekepe  spoke  in  such  a  serious,  determined 
tone,  that  neither  felt  inclined  to  refuse  consent. 
Havmg  obtained  this,  Chasekepe  appeared  satisfied. 

''You  place  your  honour  in  my  hands,  then, 
gentlemen?" 

Both  bowed. 

**  Then  let  all  resume  their  seats,  and  we  will 
settle  this  matter  on  the  spot ;  and  by  its  issue, 
gentlemen,  you  both  pledge  yourselves  to  abide  ?  " 
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Again  the  antagonists  bowed  assent,  and  with  as 
much  solemnity  as  if  they  bad  stood  in  Battenea 
Fields.  Chasekepe  placed  them  at  a  messared 
distance,  and  saying,  *'  Wait,  I  will  fetch  the 
weapons  in  two  seconds,**  he  hurried  oat  of  the 
room,  having  first  motioned  to  all  the  gaping 
waiters  to  precede  him. 

He  soon  returned,  bearing  under  his  arm  what 
appeared  to  be  a  rather  large  case,  covered  with  a 
green  cloth.  Not  a  word  was  heard,  and  every 
murmur  was  hushed;  not  a  Cork  rattled,  not  a 
wine-glass  clinked,  as  Chasekepe  exclaimed  in 
a  loud  voice,  after  carefully  locking  all  the 
doors, — 

''Gentlemen,  I  trust  to  your  honour  not  to 
mention  out  of  these  walls  the  result  of  this  anibr> 
tunate  Jraeas,  and  I  call  you  all  to  witness  that 
both  these  gentlemen  pledge  themselves  fiitty  to 
abide  by  the  contest  which  I  propose  for  them.'* 

"  We  do — we  do !"  murmured  many  voices,  and 
the  combatants,  with  compressed  lips  and  frowning 
brow,  nodded  grim  assent. 

Chasekepe  set  down  his  burden  upon  a  side- 
table,  and  withdrawing  the  covering,  displayed  a 
box  of  the  most  satisfactory  mahogany,  though  its 
dimensions  were  rather  greater  than  those  of  the 
cases  usually  produced  on  such  occasions. 

"Now,  Major  Riggs,  if  the  O'Roon  has  no 
objection,  you  shall  stand  proxy  for  me  as  far  ss 
he  is  concerned,  and  see  that  there  is  no  disadvsn* 
tage  in  light  and  position  for  your  man.** 

The  little  Black  Major,  with  wondering  surprise 
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at  all  the  proceeding,  took  up  his  post  hehind  the 
O'Roon. 

"  Now  for  it !  **  cried  Chasekepe,  when  the  oppo- 
nents took  their  distance,  opening  at  the  same 
time  the  big  case. 

A  roar  of  unrepressed  merriment  made  the 
room  reecho,  and  the  glasses  jingle  again  upon  the 
tables,  as  Chasekepe  took  from  the  case  two  large 
champagne  bottles  handsomely  silvered,  and  grayely 
began  to  unfasten  the  wires.  He  held  the  pliers 
a  moment  raised,  and  looked  round  in  affected  sur- 
prise, that  caused  the  laughter  to  be  redoubled. 

The  0*Roon  from  the  first  joined  heart  and 
soul  in  the  fun,  but  the  Laird  looked  grave,  and  his 
high  cheek-bones  burned  *a  deeper  red,  until 
Chasekepe  turned  round  and  said, — 

*'  Remember  your  pledge,  Mac  Quanick — ^your 
honour  is  in  my  hands,  and,  faith,  I  vrill  keep  it 
there!  Now,  what  do  you  think  of  that  for  a 
weapon  ? " 

There  was  something  so  irresistibly  ludicrous  in 
Chasekepe's  serio-comic  air  as  he  levelled  his 
bottle  and  took  aim,  while  he  held  a  small  keen 
knife  ready  to  divide  the  string,  that  even  the 
grave  Scotchman  could  not  resist  yielding  to  the 
cacbinnatory  contagion.  This  was  the  result 
which  Chasekepe  had  desired  to  effect. 

**  Now,  Riggs,"  he  cried,  giving  a  similar  bottle 
and  knife  to  his  proxy,  **  see  that  your  man^s 
weapon  is  properly  primed.  And,  Mac  Quanick, 
I  am  glad  that,  like  a  true  Highlander,  you  have 
not  flinched  from  any  weapon  offered  to  you." 
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"  I  can  hit  with  a  champagne  cork,  I  colldlate," 
replied  the  Laird,  composing  his  harsh  features  and 
taking  the  bottle,  while  the  Irishman,  entning 
with  zest  into  the  spirit  of  the  thing,  and  forgetting 
all  his  resentment  in  the  fun,  brought  the  neck  of 
his  bottle  to  bear  full  on  the  Scotchman's  nose. 

**  Now,  gentlemen,  silence  all,*'  exclaimed  Chase- 
kepe,  trying  to  subdue  the  peals  of  laughter, 
'*  while  I  give  the  word.  I  shall  count  one,  two, 
three ;  and  at  the  word  three,  fire  away. 

"  Are  you  ready,  Riggs  ? 

*'  Then,  one — two— three." 

Two  very  smart  reports  and  two  vigorous  jets  of 
foaming  liquor  followed  the  last  word :  for  Cbase- 
kepe  had  previously  held  the  bottles  for  a  minute 
to  a  roaring  fire.  The  result  at  first  sight  aeemed 
quite  diaastrous,  but  still  shouts  of  laughter  fidrlj 
shook  the  house. 

The  Highlander  had,  as  he  said,  colkilated  bii 
aim,  and  true  to  the  mark  the  cork  flew  and 
rebounded  with  a  smart  rap  firom  his  adversary's 
oijroniis.  Amidst  the  crash  of  broken  glass,  the 
0*Roon  started  back  from  the  sharp  ooncustton, 
and  feU  heels  over  head  over  the  diminutive  form 
of  the  little  Major,  who  was  trying  to  back  him  up 
from  behind.  His  own  cork  had  flown  capri- 
ciously, as  champagne  corks  often  do,  wide  of  its 
mark,  and  popped  through  a  window-pane. 

Leaving  the  Laird  an  instant  to  contemplate  the 
serious  discomfiture  of  his  foe,  Chasekepe  msbed 
to  the  broken  window,  just  in  time  to  witness  the 
rapid  descent  of  the  cork  into  the  street    There  it 
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had  the  misfortune  to  encounter,  and  apparently 
inconvenience  somewhat  seriously,  the  eye  of  a 
gentleman  dressed  in  most  respectable  black,  who 
was  at  the  very  juncture  looking  upwards,  attracted 
probably  by  the  noisy  uproar  from  within. 

**  Poor  man,"  exclaimed  Chasekepej  while  tears, 
if  not  of  compassion,  of  merriment,  stole  down  his 
cheeks^ — **  Poor  man»  we  will  ask  him  up,  to 
console  him  for  the  affront." 

And  in  an  instant  he  threw  up  the  window,  and 
dropped  his  card,  on  which  he  had  pencilled, — 
*'  Lord  Gbasekepe  requests  the  pleasure  of  apolo- 
gising personally  for  the  uniiUentional  affront." 

Meanwhile,  the  first  thing  the  0*Roon  did  was 
to  pick  up  the  Major,  whom  he  had  half  crushed 
in  his  fall ;  the  second  was  to  rub  smartly  a  very 
red  spot  on  his  forehead ;  the  third  was  to  rush  up 
to  his  adversary,  and  offer  him  his  right  hand, 
which,  with  a  grin  of  condescending  triumph,  the 
Laird  immediately  took. 

Concord,  but  scarcely  order,  being  thus  restored, 
Chasekepe  was  in  the  act  of  bidding  bis  guests 
resume  their  seats,  after  having  first  unlocked  the 
doors,  when  a  waiter,  followed  by  the  gentleman 
in  black  whose  vision  had  been  so  unexpectedly 
damaged,  entered  the  room,  and  offered  the  host  a 
card,  on  which  was  written,  **  Mr.  Lascelles." 
Lord  Chasekepe  received  his  visitor,  whose  bearing 
and  appearance  were  quite  prepossessing,  with 
frank  hospitality.  He  was  a  handsome  man,  well 
dressed,  and  had  the  air  of  a  member  of  some 
learned  profession,  but  whether  law,  physic,  or  the 
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arts  predominated  in  his  outward  man,  it  was  hard 
to  saj. 

He  was  quiet  and  gentlemanly  in  his  beanDpr, 
and,  excepting  his  well-curled  hair  and  whiskers, 
which  did  full  credit  to  Monsieur  Renault's  artistic 
skill,  there  was  an  air  of  simplicity  about  him 
which  made  out  for  an  awkwardness  which,  in  some 
respects,  was  manifest. 

He  was  soon  at  home  with  the  company  in  whidi 
he  found  himself.  Chasekepe  placed  him  between 
Don  Esteban  and  the  Laird. 

He  listened  to  the  Laird's  account  of  his  correct 
aim  with  the  champagne  cork  with  amused  interest, 
and  drew  him  out  neatly  on  the  subject  of  pedigree 
and  highland  stots.  He  also  admired  excessively 
a  huge  horn  mull,  mounted  in  heavy  gold,  in  which 
was  set  a  cairngorm  of  matchless  purity  and  size — 
so  the  Laird  said,  as  he  gave  a  long  history  of  the 
said  mull,  while  he  snuffed  up,  with  great  gusto, 
the  high-dried  which  it  contained. 

Don  Esteban's  forte  lay  rather  in  listening  than 
speaking,  and  Mr.  Lascelles  contrived  to  amuse 
him  vastly  with  accounts  and  imitations  of  town 
characters,  chiefly,  it  must  be  confessed,  taken 
from  low  life.  He  hit  off  the  impudent  cabby  to 
the  life.  He  gave  inimitable  representadoni  nf 
the  importunate  mendicants  with  whom  Ix)Ddon 
aLiJunds;  and  told  a  few  tales,  more  racy  than 
delicate.  But  Don  Esteban  was  amused,  and,  in 
the  end,  invited  his  new  acquaintance  to  visit  him 
in  his  own  apartments. 

All  this  time  the  guests  were  enjoying  thenisclte« 
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to  the  fuUj  and  their  host,  well  pleased  with  the 
general  issue,  sat  at  the  head  of  the  tahle,  and  had 
a  word  and  a  laugh  for  every  obe. 

Mr.  Lascelles  would,  in  all  probability,  have 
waited  to  the  end  of  the  entertainment,  as  he  pro* 
fessed  his  intention  of  doing,  especially  when  the 
Laird  told  him  that  they  expected  their  host  to 
wind  up  with  a  speech  that  would  contain  some 
interesting  disclosures.  He  was  not,  however, 
destined  to  sit  undisturbed ;  for  the  waiter  brought 
up  word  that  a  little  boy  was  waiting  to  deliver 
him  a  message  from  a  client.  This  decided  Mr. 
Lascelles'  profession  in  the  eyes  of  his  companions* 
He  rose,  and  begged  the  Laird  to  reserve  his  seat, 
as  he  was  anxious  to  hear  the  end  of  a  most  inte- 
resting account  of  the  Mac  Quanick  family  banshee, 
with  which  that  gentleman  was  favouring  him. 

He  also  left  his  hat  upon  the  chair  for  a  further 
security  that  no  one  should  usurp  his  place  at 
Mac  Quanick'tf  side. 

**  Yon  *s  a  varra  decent  gentleman,  considerin' 
that  he  is  a  limb  of  the  law,''  observed  Mac  Quanick 
to  Don  Esteban,  as  he  leaned  across  the  vacant 
chair.  *'  He  can  be  varra  amusin',  and  also  likes 
to  hear  a  gude  story  amazin'ly.  I  was  just  saying 
to  him " 

Here  the  worthy  Laird  inflicted  upon  Don 
Esteban  the  fearful  story  of  the  Mac  Quanick 
banshee  in  all  its  length  and  breadth.  But  narrator 
and  listener  were  somewhat  surprised  that  the  story 
dragged  on  its  weary  length  without  the  lawyer 
(as  they  supposed  him  to  be)  reappearing.     The 

YOL.  m.  H 
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Laird  doubtless  hoped  to  increase  the  number  of 
his  audience ;  Don  Esteban  longed  to  transfer  tbe 
onerous  office  to  another  person.  But  Mr.Lsscelks 
did  not  reappear. 

Innumerable  toasts  were  drunk,  and  innumerable 
speeches  made  gaps  in  Mac  Quanick's  banshee 
tale ;  but  he  always  went  on  again.  He  even  got 
up,  and  made  a  rambling  speech  himself;  bat 
when  he  sat  down  again,  he  once  more  com- 
menced with,  **  Well,  I  was  just  saying — "  It 
was  brought  to  a  summary  conclusion,  however,  at 
length,  by  a  general  bustle,  and  then  a  lull  of  coo- 
▼ersation,  and  finally  a  hush,  and  all  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  their  host,  who  rose  to  his  feet,  and,  mid  a 
general  silence,  said : — 

'*  Gentlemen,  I  have  called  you  all  here  to  be 
witnesses  to  the  ending  of  a  very  foolish  and  mad 
career,  I  began  it  among  you,  I  carried  it  on 
among  you,  and  I  mean  to  end  it  in  your  presence, 
trusting  that  the  follies  of  a  very  foolish  man  will 
be  beacons  to  warn  you  from  the  shoals  on  which 
he  struck,  through  his  own  senseless,  nay,  mminal 
infatuation. 

'*  This,  then,  my  old  comrades — (I  must  speak 
out,  and  I  trust  none  will  be  offended,  when  I  say, 
my  old  comrades  in  vicious  folly)— this  is  the 
closing  scene  of  this  act  of  my  life.  I  shall  be 
proud  to  greet  you  all  as  companions  in  a  futme 
and  a  changed  career;  and  so  I  shall  not  uj 
Adieu.  If  we  meet  again, — and  meet,  I  trust,  «e 
shall, — ^time,  circumstances,  and  places  will  aD  be 
changed.    One  thing  alone  remains  for  me  to  da* 
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Lord  Chasekepe  here  took  a  bill  of  portentous 
length  from  the  obsequious  maitre  d'hdtel^  whom 
he  had  summoned. 

"  It  is,  as  I  promised,  my  lord,  within  the  esti- 
mate,**  observed  the  maitre  d*h6tely  as  Lord  Chase- 
kepe's  eye  rested  only  on  the  sum  total.  His 
lordship  nodded,  and  pulling  out  his  purse,  emptied 
it  of  all  but  a  solitary  half-crown. 

His  guests  gazed  upon  the  singular  scene  with 
wondering  curiosity.  Chasekepe  had  always  been 
eccentric,  but  it  seemed  very  odd  to  call  for  and 
discharge  a  bill  for  the  entertainment  of  guests, 
before  the  very  faces  of  those  guests  themselves; 
and  therefore  Chasekepe  continued  : — 

**  It  may  be  necessary  to  offer  an  excuse  for  the 
singularity  of  my  proceeding,  gentlemen  ;  but  you 
are  here  in  the  double  capacity  of  guests  and  wit- 
nesses. I  believe  that  I  now  stand  befor  you  a 
free  man;  and  you  all  know  that  a  man  with 
creditors  lurking  round  his  doors,  with  a  threaten- 
ing mass  of  bills  coming  due — due,  and  overdue^ 
worse  than  the  stone  of  Sisyphus,  more  gnawing  to 
his  collapsing  purse  than  the  vulture  of  Prome* 
theus, — with  writs  flying  about  his  ears  more  inex- 
orable and  persecuting  than  Alecto  or  her  weird 
sisters, — cannot  be  called  a  free  man.  But  I  can 
now  stand  and  say  that  creditors  are  paid,  that  bills 
are  all  taken  up,  that  writs  are  all  cancelled,  and 
I  am,  and  hope  to  remain,  a  free  man.  I  will 
confess  that  neither  negro  nor  captive  ever  rejoiced 
at  the  falling  off  of  his  fetters  more  than  I  exult 
in  getting  quit  of  mine. 
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"  I  am  poor — very  poor — ^nay,  poorer  than  jou 
may  believe.**  Here  the  speaker  paused,  and  gomg 
to  the  veindow,  he  threw  it  up ;  and  taking  the 
solitary  half-crown  left  in  his  purse  after  paying 
the  maitre  d'h6tel,  he  tossed  it  to  a  tattered  woman, 
who  at  that  minute  was  soliciting  the  passers-by 
to  purchase  her  squalid  wares.  The  silver  fell  with 
a  ring  upon  the  pavement,  and  with  a  scream  of 
delight  a  sharp-eyed  gaunt  little  girl  pounced  upon 
the  shining  piece  and  handed  it  to  her  mother. 

Tears  fell  fast  down  the  poor  woman's  cheeks, 
as  she  invoked  every  blessing  on  the  head  of  the 
generous  donor.  The  prayers  of  the  fatherless  and 
the  widow  were  a  peace-offering  to  atone  for  the 
vices  of  the  profligate,  and  it  is  hoped  that  their 
tears  of  gratitude  washed  out  the  record  of  his 
sins. 

"  I  told  you  that  I  was  poor,*'  continued  Cbase- 
kepe,  turning  round  from  the  window ;  '*  and  it  is 
true,  for  I  do  not  possess  a  sixpence ! — but  I  do 
not  owe  one !" 

Don  Esteban  looked  up  with  a  doubting  air, 
but  immediately  cast  down  his  glance. 

**  I  may,  perhaps,  be  blamed  for  making  this  use,* 
Chasekepe  went  on  to  observe,''  of  what  I  lately  won 
at  the  Tartarus,  by  some  who  are  over*scrupulous. 
It  was  fairly  won,  you  can  all  bear  me  testimony ; 
but  I  cannot  hide  from  myself  that,  after  all,  it 
was  ill  gotten,  and  so  I  rejoice  that  I  have  not  kept 
a  penny  of  it 

*'  There  is  one  man,  by  whom  perhaps  many  of 
you  have  been  hardly  used,  as  I  have  been  myselC 
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I  bear  him  no  malice ;  I  wish  he  could  have  been 
here,  though  I  hardly  expected  it. 

**  I  have  finished,  and  I  epd  as  I  have  begun^  bj 
hoping  that,  before  it  is  too  late,  the  follies  of  your 
old  companion  in  folly  may  serve  as  warnings  to 
keep  you  from  the  ruin  that  threatened,  and  all 
but  overwhelmed  him.*^ 

The  guests  rose,  and  crowded  round  their  host 
to  give  him  a  parting  grasp  of  the  hand  before  they 
separated.  The  laird  of  M'Quanick's  voice,  as 
usual,  was  heard  above  the  rest.  **  Hoot,  mon — 
I  ha*  left — I  dinna  see  my  mull ! — ^Don  Caliban 
or,  I  ask  pardon,  if  I  didna'  gie  ye  the  recht  appel- 
lative— pVaps  ye'll  just  feel  in  your  pouch,  an  ye 
ba'  belikes  mislaid  my  mull,  wi'  the  muckle  stane 
set  in  gowd.  Te  know  I  had  it  whiles,  here.*^ 
.  Don  Esteban's  look  of  indignation  at  the  Laird's 
question  turned  to  one  of  consternation  as  he  felt 
in  his  own  pockets.  His  pocket-book,  with  the 
curious  lock,  had  vanished.  "  I,  too,  have  lost" — 
he  began,  and  then  stopped.  His  glance  fell  on 
Mr.  Lascelles'  hat,  which  still  lay  on  the  chair. 

Don  Esteban — Stephen  Black — ^knew  at  once 
that  they  had  both  been  victimised. 

**  Ech,  mon !  An'  ye  lost  aught  ? — that  chiel 
that  wadna  bide  to  hear  aboot  the  banshee! 
Waiter,  just  fatch  the  gentleman  that  owns  this 
bonnet." 

But  research  of  waiters,  inquiry  from  porters, 
all  were  vain.  The  gentletnan  could  nowhere  be 
found.  One  porter  asserted  that  he  had  seen  a 
gentleman  in  black  go  out,  holding  a  little  boy  by 
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the  hand,  but  he  declared  positively  that  neither 
was  hatleas.  A  gibus,  that  not  onlj  collapses, 
but  folds  into  a  coat  pocket,  is  wonderfully  conTe- 
nient  at  times.  The  Laird  was  furious  at  his  loss, 
and  Don  Esteban  bit  his  lips  with  vexation ;  but 
the  former  was  too  welUbred  not  to  accept  the 
condolence  of  their  good-natured  host,  and  the 
latter  had  his  own  reasons  for  not  wishing  Chase- 
kepe  to  suspect  what  his  pocket-book  contained. 

They  remained  the  last  of  the  guests,  but  were 
fain  to  put  up  with  their  loss  in  the  end* 

Mac  Quanick  revenged  himself  by  carrying  off 
Mr.  Lascelles'  glossy  new  hat,  swearing  at  the  same 
time  at  the  maker  or  vendor  for  not  having  duly 
inserted  his  name  therein,  which  would  ha?e  been 
some  clue  to  enable  him  to  "  stalk''  the  late  pos- 
sessor thereof. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

XB.  LomcoBS  vtnatiAsta  n  his  AVAxnasra  nr  kick's  oovbt— hi 

TAKB8  HIS  OLD  LAVDLOBD  IBTO  HIS  OOHBDIATIOm,  IH  WHICH  DOV 
■BTBBAV'8  L08T  POOUn-BOOK  ViaiTBaB  FBOHDmriT. 

Mb.  Lonsmors  was  satisfied  that,  until  he  had  had 
an  interview  with  Lord  Chasekepe,  he  could  not 
satisfactorily  gather  up  the  threads  of  the  clue 
which  Auguste's  false  information  led  him  vainly 
to  suppose  that  he  had  gained. 

He  resolved,  however,  to  follow  the  advice  of 
the  French  chef  de  police^  and  remain  for  at  least 
an  hour  or  two  in  the  strange  apartment  which  he 
had  taken  in  Nick's  Court.  Accordingly,  imme- 
diately on  the  receipt  of  answers  in  the  affirmative, 
to  the  notes  which  he  had  despatched  to  the  Hotel 
des  Princes,  he  resolved  to  return  to  Nick's  Court, 
and  try  if  he  could  not,  by  some  chance  or  other, 
pick  up  further  information,  that  would  give  him 
some  hold  over  Chasekepe.  He  could  not  rightly 
account  for  that  person's  motive  in  thus  interfering 
in  Bannerford's  behalf;  perhaps  he  should  be 
able  to  fathom  it  by  some  chance  rencontre  with 
the  inmates  of  Nick's  Court,  or  worm  it  out  of  the 
surly  old  landlord  himself. 

Monsieur  Cruche   had    not   given   him  much 
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encouragement  to  make  this  latter  attempt,  bat  Mr. 
Placet  Lonsmore  was  a  man  of  much  discernment 
and  artifice,  and  had  a  vast  confidence  in  hispoven 
of  worming  out  matters.  Therefore,  after  a  ihort 
repose  from  his  morning's  fatigue,  he  dressed  him- 
self in  his  oldest  garments,  and  started  alone,  on 
foot.  He  soon  found  himself  at  the  door  of  his 
new  abode,  or  at  least  what  he  wished  the  landlord 
to  think  would  prove  his  abode. 

He  found  that  worthy  sitting  in  his  old  place  on 
the  stairs.  He  made  no  reply  to  Mr.  Lonsmore's 
salute  of  **  Good  morning,*^  beyond  a  crusty  growl, 
and  a  slight  movement  of  his  tattered  coat-skirts. 

"  It  is  very  cold,"  began  Mr.  Lonsmore. 

"  *Tain't  my  bus'ness  to  keep  you  warm." 

**  No,  but  could  you  light  me  a  fire  ?  " 

'^  Fires  is  dear ;  can  you  pay  ?"  asked  the  old  man, 
eyeing  his  lodger  from  head  to  foot.  The  change 
of  dress  did  not  escape  his  notice ;  Mn  Lonsmore 
had  taken  the  precaution  to  equip  himself  in  a  suit 
of  as  brown  and  seedy  a  black  as  could  be  found  in 
a  Court  of  Chancery.  He  had  left  behind,  also, 
his  thick  chain  of  gold,  and  his  rings.  His  htt, 
too,  was  of  a  rusty  colour,  that  harmonised  with 
the  rest  of  his  faded  attire.  The  bleared  eyes  of 
the  old  man  saw  all  this  through  their  film. 

''  Eh  ?  I  see  you  ha'  spouted  the  flash  rigs ;  and 
the  'saic !  has  that  gone  too  ?  You  might  ha*  gi'a 
me  a  bid." 

*^  I  will  next  time,  but  I  was  in  a  hurry  now, 
and  being  flush  of  shiners,  I  should  like  a  fire,** 
replied  Mr.  Lonsmore,  suiting  completely,  as  he 
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flattered  himself^  his  reply  to  the  landlord's  way  of 
putting  his  questions. 

**  I  charges  a  bob  for  lightin*  the  first  fire — 
'cause  I  has  to  carry  up  the  things  a  long  way ;  an* 
a  tanner  a  fire  arter*ards,  and  that  ain't  too  much, 
considerin'  as  I  sweeps  up  the  ashes,  and  I  has  the 
rheumatiz',  and  the  stairs  is  steep,  and  — ^ 

The  old  rascal  was  going  on  with  a  long  string 
of  excuses  for  his  extortion,  eyeing  Mr.  Lonsmore 
all  the  while  to  see  the  effect  his  words  produced, 
when  he  was  stopped  by  that  gentleman,  who 
afiTected  a  proper  amount  of  surprise,  ending  with, 
**  You  shall  have  your  price,  but  I  can't  stand  it 
long ;  here  is  a  half-crown,  for  the  first  few  days, 
and  now  be  quick,  and  follow  me  up." 

*'  Here,  Tyke,  mind  *em,  boy  ! " 

**  There,  now ! "  said  the  old  man,  chaining  a 
irillanous«looking  bandy-lege^ed  cur  to  the  foot  of 
the  stairs, — **  I'se  warrant  none  go  up,  and  none 
come  down,  without  Tyke's  calling  out  for  me,  and 
so  as  I  can  hear  him  too." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  had  waited  a  minute  on  the  stairs, 

while  his  landlord  pushed  aside  his  potato  and 

chestnut  apparatus,  and   fastened   his    dog;   the 

.  old  man,  however,  was  not  much  satisfied  at  being 

watched,  for  he  called  out  in  querulous  tones  : 

**  I'm  comin'  I  you  needn^'t  wait.  What  do  you 
want  to  know  where  I  keeps  my  coals  for?  You'll 
be  helpin'  yourself,  or  wantin'to — ^for  Tyke  wouldn't 
let  you  do  it,  I  reckon.  Go  up — go  up — I  gives 
good  measure,  though  they's  very  dear  just  now, 
h3 
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and  the  stairs  is  steep;    and — ^but,  go  up— I's 
comin'/* 

Mr.  Lonsmore  did  Dot  wait  any  loiiger>  bat, 
feeling  in  his  coat-pocket  instinctively,  (for  he  had 
not  ventured  into  that  den  unarmed,)  he  hastened 
up^stairs. 

He  could  not  help  stealing  along  the  landings  on 
tip-toe,  and  just  listening  an  instant  at  the  daik 
closely-<6but  doors  as  he  passed  them.  At  one 
of  them  he  paused  some  time;  it  had  attracted 
his  notice  as  belonging  to  the  room  into  which 
the  man  and  the  boy  had  retreated  in  the  mom* 
ing ;  but  he  had  an  additional  motive  for  Etten* 
ing  now,  for  he  heard  voices  within  talking  in 
a  low  tone,  but  loud  enough  for  Mr.  Lonsmore's 
acute  ears  to  catch  the  subject  of  their  conver- 
sation. 

"  I  tell  you,  Meg,  it*s  the  best  haul  I  have  had 
for  many  a  long  day,"*  said  a  man  in  h>w  tones. 

"  I  don't  know,"  replied  a  shrill  female  voice, 
"  I  don't  li^e  flimsies,  they  are  numbered;  and  the 
snuff-box! — ^pooh,  it*s  only  a  great  pebble  after 
all:  so  jou  did  not  do  such  a  very  grand  stroke  of 
business,  Ned." 

**  I  don't  know  that  Count  these  flimsies,  and 
see  the  figures  they  stand  at — ^not  common  fivea— 
fifties  and  a  nought  to  'em !  Besides,  do  you  call 
that  big  gold-knobbed  ram's  horn  nothii^?** 

*'  So  much  the  worse  that  the  notes  is  big  una ! 
fives  is  easier  got  rid  of.  You  could  hardly  get 
five  shiners  for  a  five  hundred.     'Tater  Peter,' 
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down  stairs,  wouldn't  take  'em  at  any  price,  and 
all  the  reg'Iar  fences  is  just  as  bad  and  as  shy, 
since  the  lectric  telegraph  knocked  half  our  business 
on  the  head." 

''You  ought  to  know,  Meg,  for  you  attend  to 
that  branch." 

*'  Yes,  and  well  I  does  it ;  not  a  fence  in  Lunnon 
can  do  me.** 

''  Not  so  loud,  Meg — ^you  raise  your  voice  so  as 
to  be  heard  by  somebody." 

"Pooh!  they's  no  listeners  here,"  replied  the 
female  voice.  Little  was  the  speaker  aware  that 
all  this  time  there  was  a  pair  of  ears  so  acute  as 
Mr.  Lonsmore's  in  such  close  proximity  to  the 
keyhole,  that  they  even  caught  the  whispers  in 
which  the  conversation  was  resumed. 

"  Gad,  Meg,  I've  found  something  else.  Why 
it 's  a  private  draw  for  a  cool  thousand,  signed  by 
the  very  same  flash  cove  tiiat  invited  me  in  to 
breakfast." 

"  It  ain't  no  use,  I  teU  you." 

"  Why,  he  was  such  a  trump  I've  half  a  mind  to 
send  it  him  back.*' 

**  Don't  be  such  a  soft  fool,  Ned ;  here,  give  it 
me — I  will  have  it." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  heard  a  scuffle,  as  if  the  deter- 
mined female  had  suited  actions  to  words,  and  she 
appeared  to  have  succeeded  in  the  wrestle,  for  she 
resumed, — 

"  There !  we  owe  Peter  nine  and  twopence-half- 
penny. I'll  give  him  the  twopence-halfpenny  and 
this.   It  aint  o'  no  more  use  to  we,  and  he  give  me 
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five  shillings  for  the  last  *ttii  as  you  fouod,  when 
none  of  the  fences  would  look  at  it." 

*^  But  it  is  good  for  a  thousand  pounds,  Meg  !* 

"  A  thousand  fiddlesticks !  Who  s  he — this 
— ^what  is  his  name?  I  can't  make  out  the 
scrawl" 

**  Why,  he  is  a  grand  lord,  and  I  saw  him  this 
•morning  giving  a  regular  feast  to  a  hundred  of  the 
high  town  swells;  and  quite  by  chance  I  found  in 
the  pocket  of  a  dark-skinned,  foreign-looking  man, 
who  sat  at  his  side,  this  very  pocket-book:  and 
for  all  he  seemed  so  friendly  with  his  lordship,  vou 
see  he  had  grabbed,  and  held  tight  hold  upon  his 
paper.  You  know  the  proverb,  Meg, '  that  there 
is  honour  among* — ^hem ! — but  we  will  not  mention 
names.  Now  there  does  not  seem  much  honour 
among  the  real  swells,  for  I  have  mixed  with  them, 
and  can  pass  off  for  a  tip-topper,  myself,  any  day, 
can't  I,  Meg?  But  this  lord  is  a  regular  tramp, 
and  I  wish  I  could  give  him  back  his  bill — it 
would  make  his  eyes  water  to  get  it  for  nothing, 
I  warrant,  for  all  that  he  is  a  grand  lord,  and  a 
downright  regular  nob." 

"You,  Ned,  are  a  regular  goose.  What  is  hi 
name?" 

**  Lord  Chasekepe,  and  he  will  be  an  earl,  they 
say." 

"  Is  he  an  earl  now? — ^is  he  rich  now?  If  so^ 
what  does  he  draw  this  *ere  dokiment  for?" 

**  He  is  very  poor  now,  indeed  a  worthy  Scotch 
gentleman — ^whose  snuff-box  I  borrowed  and  acci- 
dentally forgot  to  return — told  me  *  he  had  not 
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a  bawbee  to  keep  the  deevil  from  dancing  in  his 
sporran/  ^ 

"  I  know'd  it — then  what  fence  will  take  it,  or 
look  at  it  ?  Let  me  alone,  I  say,  Ned.  Try  what 
jou  can  do  with  the  old  lady's  flimsies.  Let  me 
pay  off  old  Peter  with  this,  if  the  old  devil  will 
take  it«  Hark !  I  hear  him  groaning  and  snorting 
and  wheezing  and  cursing  as  he  comes  up  stairs. 
1*11  catch  him  as  he  passes." 

It  may  be  well  supposed  that  Mr.  Lonsmore 
beat  a  quick  retreat  from  his  compromising  posi- 
tion at  the  door.  He  hurried  up  stairs,  well  satis- 
fied with  the  result  of  his  eaves-dropping.  He 
had  discovered  a  handle  by  which  he  could  most 
efEectually  work  upon  Chasekepe:  he  had  also 
learned  that  his  landlord  rejoiced  in  the  name  of 
Peter,  and  he  hoped  by  Peter's  help  to  get  that 
same  bit  of  paper  into  his  own  hands. 

He  had  full  time  to  settle  himself  quietly  upon 
the  stool  in  his  apartment,  and  take  out  his  pocket- 
book,  and  become  absorbed  in  making  notes  therein, 
before  Peter  made  his  appearance.  He  had  heard 
bim  come  up  the  stairs,  and  then  there  was  a  stop- 
page and  a  whispering,  which  was  suddenly  con- 
cluded by  the  old  man's  bidding  some  one  or  other 
pay  a  visit  to  his  Satanic  majesty.  Then  rose  a 
shrill  tempest  of  screaming  reply,  in  the  midst  of 
which  the  screamer  seemed  to  have  been  pulled 
back  into  a  room,  for  a  door  slamming  violently 
cut  short  the  uproar,  and  Mr.  Lonsmore  heard  old 
Peter,  growling  and  grumbling  all  the  while,  mount 
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slowly  up  to  his  own  door,  which  he  pushed  open 
without  any  ceremony,  and  entered. 

*'  Ah !  I  am  glad  you  are  come,  Peter,  for  I  fed 
this  place  terribly  cold,**  said  Mt.  Xioiismore, 
turning  round  on  his  stool,  while  his  teedi  chat- 
tered with  the  damp  chill  of  the  room. 

**  You  have  soon  learned  my  name,*  said  the  old 
man  suspiciously.  "  Who  told  you  ?  Gdd,  eh?  I 
suppose  it  is,  but  it  ain*t  no  bis'ness  o'  mine."  And 
setting  down  a  small  tattered  basket  filled  with 
shavings  and  coal,  he  knelt  down,  and  began  to 
arrange  the  gridiron  and  the  brick-ends  for  their 
reception. 

Mr.  Lonsmore  sat  still,  revolving  in  hts  miod 
how  he  should  begin  his  attack  and  gain  posses- 
sion of  the  bill  of  whose  existence  he  had  so 
unexpectedly  become  aware.  The  old  man  amnged 
his  bit  of  fuel  to  his  own  satisfaction,  strode  his 
lucifer,  and  began  with  a  cough  and  a  wheese  to 
puff  the  kindling  flame.  There  was  a  rare  draught, 
and  the  flame  soon  caught.  With  a  grunt  the  old 
man  raised  himself  from  his  knees,  and  potting  his 
hand  behind  his  back  groaned  out, — 

''This  rumatiz!  It's  worth  all  the  money  to 
light  one  fire.  I  ought  to  ha*  asked  a  bob  eveiy 
time.  Hugh !  There  is  coal  enough  for  all  dsy, 
ain't  there  ?- 

"There  is  a  very  good  supply,**  repHed  Mr. 
Lonsmore,  eyeing  ruefully  the  three  or  four  sbdsII 
lumps  remaining,  but  wishing  to  conciliate  the  oU 
miser,  by  expressing  his  satisfaction. 
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"  In  course  there  is !  '*  said  the  old  man,  avari* 
ciouMy,  regretting  he  had  not  screwed  more  out  of 
his  lodger ;  **  but  you  must  pay  me  well :  a  tanner 
ain't  enough." 

^^  Welly  if  we  could  do  a  little  business  together^ 
Mr.  Peter,  I  might  perhaps  afford  to  do  it** 

"  I  ain't  Mister  Peter!  Ps  Peter  the  tater-man. 
But  what  bis'ness  have  you  to  do  ?  Grot  any  swag 
toselir 

*'  I  have  Dot  much  to  sell  at  present.  I  should 
rather  buy  something  in  my  line  ?" 

"  Buy !  you  don*t  want  taters,  I  suppose,  and 
I  don't  sell  nothin'  else — leastwise  not  to  the  likes 
of  yo«.'* 

**How  do  you  know  that?  I  tell  you  I  am 
flush  of  tin." 

"  Then  speak  out  On  what  lay  are  you?" 
The  old  man  seemed  puzzled  by  his  new  lodger. 
All  was  not  quite  straightforward.  In  roguery 
there  needs  among  rogues  plain  avowal  of  villany 
before  they  will  trust  each  other.  Mr.  Lonsmore 
saw  that  his  landlord  was  a  rogue,  and  that  his 
suspicions  were  easily  roused  and  made  him  im- 
patient. 

Now  it  cannot  be  expected  that  Mr.  Lonsmore 
was  over  scrupulous,  nor,  if  his  private  deeds  and 
motives  had  been  examined,  would  they  have 
redounded  to  his  credit  as  an  l^nest  man;  and  yet 
the  world  held  him  to  be  a  respectable,  nay,  a 
most  successful  and  rising  member  of  society.  But 
the  world's  judgment  too  often  only  dives  skin 
deep,  and  success  throws  a  vast  amount  of  dust  into 
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the  spectator's  eyesj  who  not  unfrequentlj  opas 
them  wider  to  receive  the  cloud.  Still  Mr.  Lgois- 
more  felt  a  little  awkward  in  having  to  accommo- 
date his  roguery  to  that  of  the  old  reprohate  nho 
stood  eyeing  him  in  avaricious  impatience,  to  lean 
what  he  could  get  out  of  him.  He  thought  it  best 
to  make  a  bold  plunge. 

**  Why,  I  could  manage  to  get  rid  of  a  blown 
flimsy  through  some  friends,  now  and  then ;  or  I 
would  not  mind  giving  a  trifle  for  a  bit  of  bad 
paper/' 

''  Oh !  I  take/  replied  the  old  man,  diving  hit 
hands  into  his  pockets.  ''You  know  the  Jews 
eh?  Well,  you  didn't  look  like  'em;  bnt  it  ain't 
no  bis'ness  o'  mine.  I  knows  what  to  do  with 
blown  flimsies  myself." 

Now  since  Mr.  Lonsmore's  object  was  not  to 
gain  possession  of  advertised  bank-notes,  ue.  blown 
flimsies,  but  only  of  Lord  Chasekepe's  bill,  he 
immediately  gave  up  that  point. 

"  I  am  glad  that  you  can,  Peter,  and  will  not 
fail  to  apply  to  you ;  of  course  you  halve  fairly." 

"  Do  I?— you  don't  expect  it,  though  !  Wbj, 
a  fence  on'y  gives  two  bob  a  figure — now  I  givei 
two  bob  and  a  tanner." 

**  Come,  that  is  handsome.  And  what  do  yon 
say  for  the  notes  of  hand  of  a  tip-top  swell  f  * 

"I  don't  want -.'em.  I  never  buys  'em  now. 
Ts  lost  by  'em." 

"Well  now,  I  wouldn't  mind  giving  a  trifle 
now  and  then." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  was  gradually  gaining  his  point. 
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The  old  man  was  satisfied  that  there  would  be  no 
rivalry  to  himself  in  his  own  lays ;  which  consisted^ 
as  he  explained,  in  purchasing  advertised — that  is, 
stolen — bank-notes,  and  giving  two  shillings  and 
.  sixpence  per  figure,  or  per  pound.  When  the  new 
lodger  expressed  his  satisfaction  at  the  offer,  and 
acknowledged  that  it  was  more  than  he  could 
obtain  elsewhere,  the  film  cleared  from  his  bleared 
eyes  a  little,  and  there  was  positively  an  attempt 
at  glistening,  as  he  gloated  over  the  prospect  of 
gain ;  for  Peter  had  a  market  of  his  own  for  his 
dangerous  wares,  and  his  foreign  correspondents 
were  liberal  in  their  dealing  on  account  of  the 
diminished  risk  they  ran.  Money-changers  abound 
in  every  foreign  capital,  and  English  bank-notes 
are  too  welcome  to  be  scanned  and  conned  and 
compared  with  lists  with  too  great  scrutiny,  pro- 
vided always^  that  their  genuineness  is  once  ascer- 
tained. 

"  I  don't  know  but  we  might  do  a  little  bis*ness, 
now,*'  began  the  old  man,  *'  but  first,  have  you  the 
ready  here?" 

*'  Why,  that  depends,''  feplied  Mr.  Lonsmore, 
with  affected  carelessness ;  '*  one  doesn't  require 
much,  to  buy  private  paper,  when  it  has  no  first- 
rate  name  on  it ;  but  still  I  might  manage,  for,  as 
I  told  you,  I  am  more  flush  than  usual  just  now." 

*'Ah!  sold  the  flash  riggs  and  th^  'saic — ^yer 
should  ha'  gi'en  me  a  chance,  I  told  yer.^' 

**  I  will  next  time,  but  do  you  know,  now,  where 
to  put  jour  hand  upon  anything  on  my  lay?" 

"  I  dun'  know ;  I  might — wait.  Fs  considerin'.'* 
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The  old  man  sat  down  on  the  bundle  of  straw 
that  was  meant  for  a  couch,  and  placing  his  withered 
finger  alongside  his  blue  knobby  nose,  watched 
the  crackling  fire. 

Mr.  Lonsmore  resumed  the  study  of  his  pocket- 
book,  and  allowed  some  sovereigns  he  had  placed 
in  one  of  the  compartments  to  jingle  muacallj. 
He  afiected  not  to  notice  the  old  man's  glances 
askant,  nor  his  eager  movements  as  he  heard  the 
jingling  of  the  coin :  he  scarcelj  turned  on  the 
stool,  as  with  a  cough  and  a  wheeze  the  old  fellow 
got  up  from  the  bed,  and  mumbling  something 
about  returning  by-and-by,  shuffled  out  of  the 
room. 

But  no  sooner  was  his  back  really  turned,  and 
the  door  safely  closed  upon  hhn,  than  Mr.  Lons- 
more started  up,  and  softly  unclosing  the  door, 
listened  to  his  descending  footfalls.  He  heard  him 
stop  on  the  landing,  at  the  door  where  he  himself 
had  played  the  eaves-dropper.  There  was  a  dead 
silence  of  a  few  minutes,  as  if  the  old  man  slso 
knew  the  use  of  an  ample  key-hole. 

Then  there  was  a  knock  that  echoed  up  the 
silent  staircase,  and  a  muttered  '^  Who  is  there  f 
elicited  a  whispered  reply. 

«  AlFs  right !  I  shall  have  him,"  exclaimed  Mr. 
LcMismore  to  himself,  as  he  rubbed  his  hands  io  glee. 
**  Chasekepe  will  be  mine ;  I  need  invent  no  stoiy 
to  account  for  my  letter,  and  I  shall  get  at  the  key 
to  all  that  is  at  present  a  mystery.  Could  i0  hsye 
brought  him  over  from  France  f  Ah!  there  is  much 
to  fathom ;  but  we  shall  have  the  screw,  mj  Icrd, 
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aud  we  willvapplj  it  sharply.  I  hope  that  Margaret 
has  invited  t)o  fools  to  meet  them  to*night — we 
must  be  by  ourselves.  I  will  find  some  excuse  for 
that  in  any  case.  One  bold  stroke  more  and  all 
is  won  !  Won ! — ^it  is  all  won  already ;  but  all 
shall  be  kept,  so  fast  tied,  so  firmly  settled,  that 
even  if  the  dead  come  back,  they  shall  not  tear  it 
from  me.  There  was  only  one  man  I  feared,  and 
he — hem! — he  would  be  dangerous,  if  he  should 
re-appear;  but  surely  the  worms  have  had  their 
feast  ere  this  on  Jonas,  or  he  would  have  come 
back  to  torment  me.  And  then  again,  there  is 
Walter ;  I  have  heard  strange  rumours — and  the 
two  boys! — Pooh!  I  defy  them  all;  let  me  but 
put  this  galley  felon  safely  under  Cruche's  care, 
and  I  defy  all  the  others  united — all! — I  have 
risked  too  much  to  dally  now.  1  have  gone  too 
far,  to  go  back  now.  Hark ! — there  are  footsteps. 
Now,  old  Peter,  if  you  have  brought  what  I  have 
made  you  cat's-paw  to  hook  for  me,  all  is  won  I 
Chasekepe  is  mine! — He  gives  up  the  forgot,  and 
I  am  safe." 

Hugh — hugh! — coughed   the   old    man   as  he 
pushed  open  the  door. 
Mr.  Lonsmore  looked  up  from  his  notes. 
"  Well,  have  you  chanced  to  find  anything  ?  " 
''  r  dun'  know — can't  say ;  let  me  sit  down»  and 
get  my  breath.     Now,  are  you  fly  to  doin'  bis'ness 
in  reg'lar  up  and  down  style  ?  " 
"  That  we  shall  see,  Peter — what  have  you  got?'' 
*'  I  keeps  a  few  papers  down  below ;   no  matter 
where — you  couldn't  find  *em.     I  happens  to  have 
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something  in  jour  way  which  I  meant  to  have 
made  a  good  thing  of — ^for  the  name's  unc(»nmoo 
goody  I  can  tell  you/' 

"  The  lying  old  rascal!"  thought  Mr.  Lonsmorc, 
**  but  I  will  match  him  ;"  and  he  added  aloud, — 

**  Let  me  see,  Peter,  and  judge  of  the  nane 
myself.** 

**  No,  not  yet ;  how  much  could  you  do?  this  is 
a  rattler^  and  no  mistake." 

**  I  tell  youy  Peter,  that  I  cannot  answer  until 
I  see  the  paper ;  let  me  look  at  it ;  there,  hold  it 
yourself — come  to  the  window." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  felt  inclined  to  clulch  the  paper 
out  of  the  old  man's  hand  as  he  held  it  in  tlie  grass- 
green  light  of  the  shattered  window.  His  eyes 
feasted  on  poor  Chasekepe's  sprawling  handwriting, 
and  the  heavy  amount  for  which  the  bill  wasdrawc. 
It  was  for  a  very  long  date,  only  a  day  or  two  over 
due,  and  was  made  payable  at  Chasekepe's  own 
rooms  in  the  Albany,  so  it  was  exactly  the  instru- 
ment suited  to  his  views.  He  did  .not  mean  to 
negotiate  it ;  the  endorsement  would  have  been  a 
matter  of  difficulty  ;  he  only  wished  to  hold  it  w 
terrorem  over  Chasekepe's  head  should  he  prove 
obstinate,  and  refuse  to  give  the  informatioo  he 
believed  his  lordship  was  able  to  afford,  witli 
reference  to  his  own  hunted  victim. 

In  any  case,  if  a  dispute  arose  as  to  the  owner- 
ship of  the  bill,  Mr.  Lonsmore  did  not  doubt  but 
that  it  would  be  ea'sy  to  effect  a  compromise  witb 
the  dark-skinned  gentleman  from  whom  Ned— 
whoever  he  was — had  purloined  it.     At  all  events, 
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he  was  sure  that  Chasekepe  would  be  much  crip- 
pled and  annoyed  by  its  being  presented,  under 
the  circumstances. 

"  It  is  a  bad  name,  a  very  bad  name,  and  is  on|y 
a  note  of  hand,  not  even  a  bill,"  observed  Mr* 
Lonsmore,  shaking  his  head. 

*'Come,  none  of  that — 'he  is  a  lord,  I  kno\r 
that." 

'*  He  isn't  worth  sixpence.'' 

"Ain't  he  no  relations?"  Peter  asked  with  a 
knowing  leer. 

"I  know  all  about  them;  that  is,  ray  friend 
Amos  does,  and  he  spoke  about  this  very  same 
name,  and  said  it  wasn't  worth  a  screw;  his  friends 
have  been  bled  till  they  won't  stand  another  far- 
thing." 

"  Come,  what  will  you  give  ?  you  shall  have  it 
for  fifty  shiners." 

"  Fifty  shiners!  why  it  isn't  worth  fifty  tanners; 
besides,  I  haven't  anything  like  as  much  as  that." 

"How  much  have  you,  then?  It  cost  me  a 
d — d  sight  more  nor  that ;  but  I  don't  mind 
giving  you  a  profit  as  it's  your  lay,"  said  the  old 
reprobate,  who  had  just  given  Meg  nine-and-two- 
pence  halfpenny  for  the  same,  Meg  refusing  to  bate 
the  odd  pence,  because  he  refused  her  first  ofier. 

"  I  would  not  mind  giving  a  couple  of  shiners," 
repUed  Mr.  Lonsmore ;  "  not  that  I  could  get  that 
for  it,  but  it  looks  like  stock  in  trade,  you  know, 
to  show  a  note  like  that  in  one's  pocket-book." 

"  Come,  say  five,  and  you  shall  have  it." 

There  was  a  few  minutes' more  haggling,  and 
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the  bargain  was  concluded  by  dividing  the  differ- 
ence. Mr.  Lonsmore,  however,  was  disappointed 
in  his  expectation  of  immediate  ownership. 

•*  Nay,  you  must  be  green  in  your  lay,  to  come 
that,"  said  Peter,  folding  up  the  note  in  his  pocket 
handkerchief!  "But  an' you  be  green,  Ps  fly.  Now 
— I  walks  down  the  stairs — ^you  follows — ^I  turns  up 
the  street,  leaving  Tyke  to  mind  the  stairs—^nd 
won't  he  do  it?  oh  no! — ^I  turns  up  the  street,  and 
you  foUers,  and  I  don't  see,  oh  no— I  takes  oat 
my  vipe,  and  drops  this  'ere  paper,  and  walks  mi — 
you  comes  arter,  and  picks  it  up^  and  nobody 
knows  nuthin  o*  no  vun.  You  finds  it,  and  axes 
no  questions,  'cause  the  street  gutter  can  tell  no 
lies — there,  that's  jist  it." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  gave  a  nod  of  intelligent  approvaL 

'*  Come,  then,  stump  up  with  your  shiners." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  hesitated  a  moment  to  trust  him, 
he  looked  such  a  sly  old  rogue  at  that  very  instant. 

'*  Honour,  or  I  do'sn't  go,  and  it  ain't  no  go 
'twixt  us." 

''  Then  I  trust  you ;  there  is  the  money — ^now 
lead  on." 

"  Give  me  time.  I  has  the  rumatiz,"  replied 
Peter,  as  he  began  to  descend  the  stains  Mowed 
by  Mr.  Lonsmore. 

The  proud,  the  envied,  the  courted  possessor  of 
Lonsmore  and  the  broad  acres  of  Bannerford,  tbe 
husband,  and,  as  was  usually  believed,  the  sole  re- 
presentative of  its  ancient  and  honoured  lineage^ 
stooped  to  follow  an  old  thieving  tatterdenudios 
along  the  filthy  alleys  of  Nick's  Court,  and  pick  op 
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out  of  its  reeking  gutters  the  droppings  from  his 
ragged  and  sullied  pockets.  And  yet  the  end  had 
so  sanctified  the  means  in  the  ejes  of  the  polite 
and  fashionable  circle  of  Mr.  Lonsmore's  acquaint- 
ance, that  his  saloons  were  crowded  by  the  great 
and  honoured — nay,  even  by  the  honourable  of 
the  land,  whenever  he  chose  to  open  them  for 
their  reception. 

His  right  hand,  polluted  by  the  touch  of  a  pick- 
pocket's thievings,  would  have  been  grasped  by 
those  that  held  the  reins  of  state,  for  the  receiver 
of  a  thiefs  plunder  could  command  elections. 

And  yet,  who  was  the  more  guilty  ?  the  adroit 
and  hardened  thief — the  ragged  old  reprobate— -or 
the  successful  rogue  that  sat  in  high  places — so 
high  as  to  hide  his  villany  from  common  ken? 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

BtXPHIir  BLiLOK  UrSULOK  OT  8WKIT  XEmOK— SIB  KISZOI  BAHO- 
fOBD  IB  VMMVnmD  or  HU  PA8f  XIBDBSSB,  ABP  BTTTFIBS  TOBZina. 

There  was  a  small  back  entrance  opening  into  a 
narrow  street  behind  the  Prince's  Hotel ;  a  private 
staircase  formed  a  communication  between  this 
door  and  the  suite  of  apartments  occupied  by  Don 
Esteban  Negrillo. 

The  valet,  Fran9ois  Renault,  had  found  this 
communication  most  useful  for  his  own  purposes, 
and  many  a  bundle  and  package  found  an  outlet  by 
that  small  door.  Visitors,  too,  had  come  to  him 
by  that  way;  mysterious  gentlemen  with  long 
hooked  noses,  dark  eyes  and  whiskers,  carrpig 
capacious  bags  upon  their  shoulders,  whose  pro- 
portions were  visibly  developed  bj  their  visit  to 
Monsieur  Fran9oi& 

On  the  night  after  his  visit  to  his  brother,  in 
Greek  Street,  Franyois  drove  up  in  a  close  cab  to 
the  little  door,  and,  unlocking  it,  led  in  a  closely 
muffled  figure.  He  glanced  round  to  see  that  no 
loiterers  in  the  narrow  street  observed  them  enter. 
He  next  led  his  companion  up  the  private  staii^ 
case,  and  knocking  at  the  door  of  Don  EsteW^ 
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apartment,  was  admitted  by    that  gentleman  in 
person. 

"  You  need  not  wait,  Franfois/*  said  Don  Este- 
ban ;  "  I  will  ring  when  I  require  you.**  He 
listened  until  the  footsteps  of  the  valet  were  heard 
in  the  court-yard  below,  and  then  bolting  the  door, 
turned  to  the  muffled-up  figure  that  sat  motionless 
on  a  chair  in  the  darkest  corner.  '  You  need  not 
fear ;  no  one  will  hurt  you  here,**  said  Don  Este- 
ban,  motioning  his  visitor  to  lay  aside  his  cloak, 
and  take  a  chair  on  one  side  of  the  fire. 

The  muffled  figure  glanced  round  furtively,  then 
allowed  the  cloak  which  had  concealed  all  his  face, 
except  a  pair  of  large  staring  blue  eyes,  to  fall  from 
his  shoulders ;  and  with  tottering  steps,  that  be- 
trayed the  weakness  of  ill  health,  or  the  infirmity 
of  old  age,  he  walked  across  the  room  to  the  seat 
offered  him  by  his  host. 

Sir  Martin  Bannerford — ^for  the  old  man  was  no 
other — stared  round  with  a  vacant,  confused,  and 
yet  terrified  look,  like  one  roused  from  a  stupor  by 
fright.  The  glare  of  the  candles  on  the  table  at 
his  side  seemed  to  dazzle  him,  and  he  rubbed  his 
eyes  and  shaded  them  as  if  he  had  just  awoke  from 
some  fearful  dream.  In  fact,  Fran9ois  Renault  had 
aroused  him  from  a  drunken  lethargy,  in  which 
he  had  lain  all  day  in  the  room  behind  Auguste's 
shop  in  Greek  Street ;  and  without  being  able  to 
make  him  comprehend  what  was  required  of  him, 
had  conducted  him  straight  to  his  master^s  rooms 
in  the  Hotel  des  Princes. 
Sir  Martin  Bannerford  was  therefore  at  this 
VOIi^IIL  I 
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time  in  that  state  of  helpless  dotage  into  which  he 
always  fell,  as  soon  as  the  fames  of  intoxicatioQ 
had  evaporated.  He  appeared  as  a  driTelling  old 
man,  shrinking  from  every  glance,  and  trembling 
at  every  movement  around  him,  lest  it  should  he 
attended  with  violence  to  himself.  His  very  limbs 
seemed  to  shrink  up,  and  his  face  wrinkled  deeper, 
adding  years  apparently  to  his  age ;  and  bis  eyes, 
lacking  the  lustrous  glare  supplied  hy  the  fiery 
spirit  on  which  he  almost  subsisted,  turned  from 
side  to  side  with  a  look  of  stupid  helplessness, 
which  was  only  varied  now  and  then  by  one  of  fear 
or  of  cunning. 

His  years  were  not  so  numerous  in  reality  but 
that  he  might  have  been  considered  still  as  litde 
past  his  prime.  The  dark  wig  which  he  wore 
by  way  of  disguise  contrasted  strangely  with  his 
withered  and  furrowed  features,  when  examined 
closely,  though  at  a  distance  it  was  calculated  to 
deceive.  It  seemed  to  inconvenience  him,  and  he 
took  it  off  with  hands  that  shook  like  those  of  one 
palsy-struck  ;  and  then  he  sat  trembling  and  mut- 
tering— a  bowed  and  decrepit  old  dotard. 

•'Times  are  changed,  and  we  have  changed 
places  too,**  muttered  Stephen  Black,  glancing  at 
himself  in  the  tall  mirror  as  he  stood  before  the 
fire,  and  then  upon  the  cowering  and  shrunken 
figure  that  sat  on  the  chair  before  him,  and  looked 
up  at  him  piteously  as  he  whined  out, — 

"  I  am  safe  here,  eh  ?  You  won*t  give  me  op  to 
*em  ?  Who  are  you  ?  You  will  take  care  of  me, 
and — and — let  me  have  some  of  that,  eh  ? " 
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The  old  man  half  turned  on  his  chair,  and 
pointed  to  a  decanter  of  spirits  that  stood  on  the 
table ;  his  shrivelled  fore-finger  was  stretched  out 
eagerly  towards  the  decanter  one  minute,  and  then 
he  drew  it  back  afraid ;  then  it  crept  sljly  along  the 
table,  while  he  stole  a  sidelong  look  at  his  host, 
to  see  if  he  was  observing  him ;  and  catching  the 
full  glance  of  his  dark  piercing  eyes,  he  pulled 
back  his  hand  almost  with  a  cry,  exclaiming  in 
broken  and  querulous  tones, — 

**0h!  I  wasn't  going — I  didn't  mean, — but 
you  will  give  me  some,  won't  you  ?  You  won*t  give 
me  up  to  them,  or  let  them  chain  me  and  beat  me 
any  more  ?  They  will  kill  me ;  and,  besides,  they 
won't  give  me  any  of  that,  and  I  must,  I  must 
have  it,  or  I  shall  die." 

It  was  not  a  look  of  pity  that  Stephen  Black 
threw  on  the  poor  wretch,  as  he  poured  out  and 
^^ave  him  a  brimming  glass  of  the  fiery  liquid.  He 
did  not  place  his  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  the  old 
dotard,  and  restrain  his  convulsive  clutchings  at  the 
decanter  in  mercy  or  charity — it  was  a  look  of  deep 
unquenchable  hatred,  and  of  gratified  revenge. 

**  Yes,  Sir  Martin  Bannerford,  you  are  younger 
in  years  than  I  am,"  he  thought  to  himself.  '^  Time 
was  when  my  frame  was  old  in  coihparison  to  your 
young  strength, — and  you  took  advantage  of  that 
strength  to  insult  and  abuse  one  whom  you  only 
thought  fit  to  grovel  at  your  feet,  to  crush  beneath 
your  horse's  hoofs ;  but  times  are  changed,  and  it 
is  my  turn  now.** 

Stephen  Black's  lips  uttered  not  a  word  of  all 
I2 
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this,  but  the  hatred  that  blazed  unquenched  in  his 
dark  ejes  said  as  much,  as  they  gazed  on  the 
effect  of  the  potion  which  he  had  given  to  the  poor 
driveller. 

And  truly  the  effect  of  the  potion  was  extra- 
ordinary :  the  quivering  of  the  muscles  round  the 
mouth  ceased ;  the  dull  filmy  stare  of  the  latfe 
eyes  gave  way  to  a  quick  glance  of  cunning,  dashed 
now  and  then  with  a  ferocious  gleam  that  fore- 
boded mischief. 

"  There  now,  you  have  had  enough/  said 
Stephen,  as  he  took  away  the  decanter,  and  locked 
it  up  in  a  sideboard,  to  prevent  his  visitor  from 
indulging  in  his  evident  desire  to  drain  it  of  its 
contents. 

"  Do  you  know  where  you  are  ?"  he  continued, 
laying  aside  the  broken  idiom  in  which  he  was 
wont  to  express  himself  in  English,  and  speaking 
clearly,  though  still  with  a  foreign  accent.  "  Do 
you  know  wh«  I  am  ?  and  why  you  are  brought 
here  ?  I  knew  where  to  look  for  you — ^your  old 
haunts  drew  you  back,  did  they  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  you/'  replied  Bannerford ;  "  bat 
I  suppose  you  have  brought  me  here  to  make  me 
give  up  what  I  found  on  the  table :  but  I  can't,  I 
have  lost  it — so  it  is  of  no«use.  Now  let  me  go; 
I  can  take  care  of  myself,  why  should  you  stop 
me?" 

The  brandy  was  working  its  effect,  and  the  old 
man  rose .  to  his  feet ;  his  limbs,  though  they  still 
trembled,  seemed  newly  strung,  and  his  look  grew 
threatening  and  full  of  defiance. 
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^'Sit  down.  Sir  Martin  Bannerford.  Why  do 
you  start  ?  I  know  you.  You  have  no  wish,  I  sup- 
posej  to  try  the  air  of  Toulon  once  more?** 

**  Oh,  don't — who  told  you  ? — don't  set  *em  on 
me  again,**  he  replied  in  a  subdued  tone;  and 
cowering  down,  he  joined  his  hands  together  to 
entreat  for  mercy. 

*•  I  need  not  send  you  there,  Sir  Martin — a  word 
to  a  policeman  here  would  be  enough,  and  I  should 
not  have  much  difficulty  in  recovering  the  bank- 
note you  stole  from  me.** 

*'  I  did  not  steal :  you  ean*t  prove  it ;  I  found 
it.  I  can't  give  it  up ;  it  is  all  I  have  left  to  begin 
again«  Let  me  go.  I  lost  it  as  I  came  along.  No ! 
why  do  you  torment  me  in  this  way  ?  Let  me  go, 
I  say.** 

Stephen  Black  stood  immovable  before  the  fire; 
there  was  an  expression  of  gratified  revenge, 
backed  by  hatred  still  alive,  upon  his  dark  face,  as 
he  played  with  the  victim  that  was  ready  to  crawl 
at  his  feet,  so  low  had  he  sunk  physically  and 
morally* 

'*  The  door  is  bolted,  outside  are  waiting  those 
ready  to  consign  you  to  a  dungeon  here  for  your 
theft,  or  convey  you  back  to  the  galleys  from  which 
you  have  escaped.^ 

The  wretch  started  back,  and  threw  a  look  of 
terror  upon  the  door,  as  if  he  expected  it  every 
moment  to  open,  and  admit  those  who  were  in  iull 
pursuit  of  him. 

**  Keep  *em  out,  and  I  will  give  it  you.  Stay — 
I  can*t  find  it ;  let  me  have  another  glass, — ^my  hand 
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shakes,  and  I  cannot  unbutton  this;  another  glaaa — 
it  does  me  good — it  keeps  me  alive,  I  tell  you,**  he 
cried,  vainly  endeavouring  to  thrust  his  hand  into 
his  breast* 

''  It  was  not  for  that,  Sir  Martin  Bannerfordj  that 
t  sent  for  you.  I  do  not  ask  for  what  you  hare 
stolen  from  me,** 

"Then  I  may  keep  it?  I  shall  want  it, — mind, 
you  gave  it  to  me ;  now  I  will  never  give  it  up, 
no^  never,''  and  he  clutched  together  the  folds  of 
his  coat,  and  held  them  tightly  over  his  breast, 
muttering,  "Now  I  shall  do — ^I  will  buy  some 
more  brandy,  and  clear  my  head,  and  get  away 
from  Marcoti,  from  Placet,  and  'em  all — all !  I'll 
go  to  Edith, — I  am  yet  master  of  her,  I  can  fxighteo 
her,  I  can  do  as  I  like.  Yes,  let  me  go,  I  say,"  he 
cried  aloud,  and  stamped  in  his  fast  rising  fury. 

'*  Sit  down,  Sir  Martin  Bannerford ;  you  are  in 
my  power.  Remember  the  door,  and  who  wait 
behind  iu"       ' 

"  Ha  I  the  door  ?  But  you  will  let  me  oat 
another  way — come,  you  have  given  it  me  now. 
You  are  very  kind  to  a  ruined  old  man,  and  I  will 
do  anything  you  like :  you  may  strike  me,  spit  on 
me ;  I  will  kneel  at  your  feet,  and  then  you  will 
let  me  go." 

*'  At  last,  then,  my  revenge  tastes  sweet,*  mut* 
tered  Stephen  Black;  ''here  is  my  oppressor, 
brought  to  my  feet ;  the  seducer,  the  destroyer  of 
my  child  kneels  to  me  for  mercy — ^the  young 
baronet  has  become  old  and  worn  out  in  crime 
— a  robber — a  nameless  felon ;  while  I — I  have — 
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gold — ^gold  in  lumpsi  and  he  steals  to  buy  the 
liquor  on  which  he  lives :  Stephen  Black,  you  are 
almost  revenged — almost,  not  quite ;  I  have  not 
quite  finished.  Rise,  old  idiot ! "  he  cried,  spurning 
the  kneeling  form  that  crouched  at  his  feet,  '*  rise, 
and  listen,  and  try  to  understand.  No,  you  shall 
have  no  more  brandy  ;  you  have  had  enough  to 
rouse  you  into  something  like  a  man.  I  do  not 
want  to  see  you  a  raving  furious  beast — at  least, 
not  yet.  There !  sit  in  that  chair,  and  listen  to  my 
questions,  and  answer  truly,  or  I  open  that  door 
and  call  for  them  to  carry  you  off  in  chains.*' 

Bannerford  sank  back  in  his  chair,  terrified  at 
the  menacing  tones  and  fierce  looks  which  were 
darted  at  him. 

•*  Oh !  don*t  call  'em  here ;  I  will  do  anything — 
what  do  you  want  from  a  poor  old  man  ?  " 

**  Can  you  remember  the  past?  " 

**  It  seems  confused :  at  times,  I  remember  all, 
and  then  it  gets  all  thrown  and  heaped  up  together 
——misery  and  want,  pain  and  hunger,  won^t  let  me 
think.     I  am  a  poor  old  man !  '* 

Stephen'^s  dark  eyes  gloated  over  the  confession 
of  wretchedness ;  but  they  were  yet  unsated. 

"Go  on! — what  else  do  you  remember.  Sir 
Martin  Bannerford?" 

**  Ha  1  why  do  you  call  me  by  that  name  ?  I 
used  always  to  be  so  called — and  then  it  was  always 
numero  saiaante-neuf.  Oh!  I  am  very  miserable — 
yes,  I  remember — ^I  was  rich  once.  Houses,  parks, 
carriages — ^all  I  had  once — ^but  a  villain  robbed 
ine,  and  led  me  on  to  ruin.     Oh!  I  remember 
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sometimes,  though  I  hardly  know  how  it  was  dime. 
I  bad  a  wife  too— Edith — but  she  did  not  love  me. 
Ha!  my  brother!  curse  him  !  children  too — my 
boysy  my  daughter,  my  little  Edith — Oh,  I  could 
love  them  now !  Oh,  let  me  go  to  them,  and  an 
old  man  will  bless  you  !  I  saw  her,  and  I  think  I 
was  the  same  wild  beast  again  as  ever;  but  I  will 
not  be  so  again  ;  oh,  let  me  go !  ** 

The  tears  that  streamed  down  the  old  man's 
cheeks,  his  piteous  sobs  and  entreaties,  waked  no 
corresponding  chord  of  sympathy  in  Stephen's 
breast. 

''  This  is  only  the  maudlin  sorrow  of  drunkenneas," 
he  said  to  himself;  *'  but  he  has  a  wife,  and  sons, 
and  daughter  —  Ha !  I  had  a  daughter  once ; 
shall  I  give  in  ?  shall  I  soften  ?  Never !  I  waa  old, 
in  wretchedness,  and  weak  with  sickness ;  he  was 
young  and  rich,  proud  and  cruel — ^and  he  trod  me 
under  foot.  Now  he  is  tottering  with  disease, 
and  wasted  with  misery,  and  I — ^rich — and  proud 
in  my  turn,  I  spurn  him  with  my  foot.  I  had  a 
daughter  once,  and  he — no !  my  revenge  is  not 
sated. — He  has  a  daughter  too!  I  will  try  his 
memory  again,  and  see  if  he  can  remember  the 
ruin  he  caused, — the  foul  murder,  for  it  was  a  mur- 
der, he  committed  on  her.  No,  I  will  not  give  up 
my  revenge.  Here,  Sir  Martin,  is  more  life  for 
you;  you  will  not  refuse  this,  I  suppose?"  said 
Stephen  aloud. 

He  took  the  offered  glass  elderly,  and  drawiog 
his  coat-cuff  across  his  eyes,  drained  it  at  a  draught. 

*'  Ha !  you  may  well  call  it  life — how  it  warms! 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  TALLET  OF  GOLD.  201 

— ^how  it  fires  I  It  gives  one  strength,  and  drires 
away  want  and  pain." 

**  Does  it  clear  your  memory,  Sir  Martin  ?** 

"  Memory  I  I  do  not  want  memory — ^it  only 
torments  me,  makes  me  mad.  I  want  to  forget— 
and  I  want  to  go  away ;  I  have  enough  now,  I 
will  never  ask  you  for  more." 

"  You  will  not  steal  from  me  more,  you  mean,'* 
replied  Stephen,  with  a  sneer. 

''I  did  not  steal;  I  never  steal — at  least,  not 
now.  You  gave  it  me,  and  I  won't  give  it  up— 
you  gave  it  me  long  ago — stay  !  was  it  not  long 
agof" 

"  You  did  a  great  deal  long  ago,  that  ought  to 
work  out  its  curse,"  replied  Stephen,  arid  laying 
his  hand  suddenly  on  Sir  Martin's  shoulder,  he 
fairly  shook  him,  as  he  hoarsely  cried, — 

**  Hark  you,  Sir  Martin  Bannerford, — do  yoii 
remember  Sophy  ?  " 

"  Ha!  who  speaks  to  me  ?  Sophy !  did  you  know 
little  Sophy?  She  loved  me — ^Edith  never  did. 
Poor  Sophy !  but  she  died,  didn't  she  i  she  died 
in — in  child-bed." 

•*  She  was  murdered,  you  villain ! "  cried  Stephen 
vrith  savage  energy ;  **  the  man  who  should  have  pro- 
tected her,  have  comforted  her — have  married  her! 
— aye,  why  not  married  her  ? — she  was  too  good  for 
him — this  ruffian,  this  savage,  turned  her  from  his 
doors,  left  her  to  starve  at  the  very  time  when,  as  a 
man,  he  should  have  cherished  the  mother  of  his 
unborn  child !  Do  you  remember,  murderer,  how 
you  repulsed  her  ?  and  when  she  knelt  for  mercy, 
l3 
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how  a  blow  felled  her  to  the  groand?  Ob,  jes! 
she  died — you  got  rid  of  her — ^you  triumphed  over 
your  victim — over  a  poor  murdered  girl — over  the 
child  slain  while  yet  unborn  I  Tou  were  too  high, 
too  rich,  your  witnesses  too  lying,  for  the  law  to 
touch  you  then ;  the  poor  sick  labourer  could  not 
hope  for  justice  upon  the  murderer  of  his  child. 
But  he  never  forgot — he  never  forgave — even  when 
he  thought  you  dead,  he  did  not  forgive;  bat 
the  hour  of  triumph  is  past,  and  vengeance  is  at 
hand.  The  law  could  not  touch  you  then ;  now, 
how  does  the  murderer  stand  !  They  are  East  after 
you,  Martin  ;  they  are  hard  upon  your  traces,  and. 
by  the  Grod  above  us,  they  shall  have  you ! " 

"Who  are  you?  Oh,  save  me! — save  me!  I 
will  confess  all— I  will  do  every  thing  I  Hide  me 
from  them — do  not  give  me  up,  Sophy !  Oh  God! 
do  not  let  them  take  me  back." 

•"  No,  not  yet,"  replied  Stephen,  as  with  a 
Satanic  scowl  of  hatred  he  walked  to  the  door, 
and  unbolted  it,  and  then  rang  his  bell. 

Sir  Martin,  with  fixed  stare  and  open  mouth, 
followed  his  every  movement,  and  when  he  heard 
the  footsteps  approach  up  the  staircase,  he  threw 
himself  forward  with  a  howl  of  despair,  and  fell 
senseless  upon  the  floor. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

■m  8P0K1K*8  D^P^I — RBTELAIIOirS  07  LADIIS'  WOBXID 

SIB    UOHSb    BKAVfOM    AlTO    VHB  .7AIB  XOVKinnr->THB    BBOXBB 

In  the  neighbourhood  of  Regent  Circus  may  be 
seen  daily,  a  group  of  admiring  loungers  of  the 
gentler  sex,  gathered  round  a  window  that  seems 
to  have  an  irresistible  attraction  for  all  moving 
things  wearing  a  petticoat*  Even  the  little  orange 
girls  and  the  pincushion  girls  will  step  from  the 
gutter,  and,  half  afraid^  will  stop  a  moment,  to 
steal  a  stealthy  look  at  the  window,  and  pass  on. 
Stout  market-women,  with  big  baskets,  perti- 
naciously block  up  the  way,  and  nurse-girls  linger 
there  with  their  young  charges,  who,  finger  in 
mouth,  flatten  their  infantine  noses  against  the 
plate  glass,  incontinently  to  be  tweaked  straight 
again,  before  they  will  march  forward. 

But  these  are  all  foot-folk,  and  the  people  of  the 
establishment  never  catch  them  staring  in,  without 
a  toss  of  the  head  and  an  indignant  frown  at  their 
impudence;  and  when  any  bold  admirer  should 
chance  to  break  off  from  the  group,  and  timidly 
ask  a  question  relative  to  the  price  of  any  article 
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that  may  particularly  and  irresistibly  have  struck 
her  fancy — ^be  sure  the  admirer  slinks  back  again 
abashed,  to  rejoin  the  group  outside,  oyerwhelmed 
with  the  grandeur  of  the  ladies  inside,  and  the 
exorbitant  prices  they  asked  so  cooll}\ 

For  her  part,  Miss  Spoker,  the  proprietress  of 
the  dep6t — ^for  so  she  termed  what  other  people 
simply  called  a  shop — expressed  to  Miss  Jocelyn, 
her  Udy-assistant,  her  astonishment  at  foot-folk 
coming  into  her  depOt  with  such  assurance.  And 
yet  Miss  Spoker  did  not  lack  for  costomers. 
Carriage  after  carriage  dashed  up  to  the  door ;  and 
the  fair  occupants,  instead  of  lolling  listlessly  back 
on  their  cushions  of  silk,  wuting  for  the  shop 
person  to  come  out,  and  stand  bareheaded  in  the 
drizzling  rain  to  receive  the  lisped  orders,  de- 
scended the  carriage-steps,  often  with  eager  baste 
instead  of  their  usual  dignified  precision,  and  pro- 
ceeded in  person  to  inspect  the  interior  attractions, 
which  it  may  be  supposed  surpassed  even  those 
exhibited  in  the  window. 

Miss  Spoker*8  d£p6t  offered  a  varied  miscellany 
to  her  patronesses,  and  now  and  then  patrons. 
There  were  there  wonderful  specimens  of  needle- 
work; delicate  gossamer-like  laces;  cufis,  and 
sleeves,  and  collars,  and  furbelows  in  endless 
variety,  interspersed  with  huge  glass  domes  pro- 
tecting groups  of  fairest  flowers,  of  every  hue, 
wrought  in  delicate  wax.  There  were  purses 
dangling  in  graceful  festoons,  glorious  in  silk  and 
golden  threads,  and  beads  and  teasels  all  shining 
anA  glittering.     There  were  gay  looking  braces. 
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that  needed  but  a  stitch  here  aud  there  to  finish 
their  complicated  patterns ; — gorgeous  caps^  in 
which  Raleigh  would  have  revelled  while  smoking 
the  enchanting  weed.  There  were  vast  squares  of 
Berlin  wool-work,  representing  favourite  dogs  or 
cats,  or  a  stray  Romeo  and  Juliet  scene,  or  a  dash- 
ing hrigand,  or  a  crooked  faced  saint  or  saintess, 
that  would  have  outdone  the  best  labours  of  the 
tapestry  loving  nuns  of  yore.  Over  these  were 
draped  webs  of  mysterious  production,  eiSected  by 
the  simple  operation  of  a  small  hook — wonderful 
instrument  in  hands  feminine !  about  the  right 
manipulation  of  which  hundreds  of  little  gilt-edged 
books  have  been  written,  and  bound  in  red  and 
green  and  blue,  with  royal  arms  stamped  outside, 
all  right  and  proper; — they  lay  scattered  about 
MissSpoker's  polished  mahogany  counters  in  great 
profusion  and  variety. 

Miss  Selina  Spoker,  the  proprietress  of  the 
depdt,  was  a  great  personage — ^great  in  her  occu- 
pation, great  in  her  consequence,  and  so  great  in 
her  person,  that  her  sublimity,  which  she  flattered 
herself  was  striking  while  equipped  in  her  own 
flowing  and  rustling  silks,  would  have  made  the 
fatal  step  to  the  ridiculous,  had  Bloomer  fashions 
prevailed,  and  Spoker  had  succumbed. 

Miss  Spoker  was  a  great  personage,  because  she 
had  made  herself  useful — nay,  indispensable  to  the 
great ;  and  when  the  prolonged  fashionable  morn- 
ing was  over,  and  the  carriages  were  rolling  away 
still  further  west,  she  would  resign  the  supremacy 
of  the  depdt  into  the  hands  of  Miss  Jocelyn.    Her 
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real  name  was  Jocklings,  but  Miss  Spoker  caDed 
that  a  vulgar  cognomen,  and  euphonioualj  modi- 
fed  it. 

"  Jocelyn,**  she  said,  with  a  sigh,  on  the  eren- 
ing  on  which  she  is  introduced  by  this  narratiTe — 
**  Jocelyn,  I  have  done  now,  and  I  leave  all  the 
rest  to  you  ;  not  that  I  expect  many  foot-folk  will 
venture  here,  but  if  they  do  come  it  is  not  to  be 
expected  that  I  can  attend  to  them.** 

*'  Certainly  not.  Ma'am,  unless  they  wear  shiny 
boots,  and  lemon  kids,  and  carry  a  cane,  in  course 
not." 

"  Of  course  not,  you  would  say,  Jocelyn,"*  Mis 
Spoker  replied,  sinking  for  a  few  moments  into  a 
soft/oii/etit/,  and  fanning  her  ample  person  before 
abdicating  finally  and  retiring  to  her  own  pene- 
tralia to  dine :  **  you  are  right,  Jocelyn,  there  are 
no  rules  without  exceptions ;  and,  to  tell  the  truth, 
I  never  hesitate  even  to  give  up  a  carriage  with  two 
long  Jeameses,  if  I  see  a  lounger  from  the  dubs — 
one,  of  course,  '  cumil  JV — saunter  in,  half  afinid 
of  being  seen;  I  encourage  him  then,  Jocelyn, 
you  know.'* 

"  Of  course,  Ma*am,  and  they  generally  pays 
for  it." 

"  Jocelyn,  you  must  not  grow  coarse.  It  is  not 
to  be  expected  that  my  services  can  be  given  for 
nothing;  and  I  believe  my  dep6t  recommends 
itself.'*  Here  Miss  Spoker  leaned  back  upon  her 
chair,  and  looked  around  at  the  elegant  confosioa 
that  surrounded  her  with  stately  pride* 

The  two  modest  pretty  looking  girls  that  sat  in 
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a  corner  all  day  stitching  under  Jocelyn's  sharp 
supervision,  looked  up  timidly,  and  in  their  eyes 
Miss  Spoker's  grand  dimensions  became  even 
grander,  physically  and  metaphysically.  Even 
Jocelyn  was  impressed. 

**  It  is  true  enough,  Ma*am,  they  can't  do  with- 
out  you.  How  on  earth  could  Lady  Georgina 
Flirtaway  get  those  grand  braces  done  for  Sir 
Harry  Wherry  to  wear  at  the  match  on  the  river 
to-morrow,  unless  we  had  let  her  have  them 
to-day  all  finished  but  three  stitches,  that  she 
might  say  she  had  worked  them?  Who  ought 
to  have  the  credit  of  General  Nabob's  smoking- 
cap  ?  Not  that  cunning  Miss  Ferret,  who  is  looking 
him  up  so — why,  she  only  sewed  on  the  tassel !" 

•'  Hush,  Jocelyn,  they  are  a  good  connexion, 
the  Miss  FerreU." 

**  Well,  Ma'am,  they  are  not  half  such  nice 
people  as  many  others  of  our  ladies,  you  know 
that ;  and  they  never  give  you  no  credit  as  they 
ought.  What  did  Miss  Jane  Ferret  say  of  the 
cushion  we  worked,  every  stitch  in  it,  all  but  a 
rose-bud,  for  her  rich  godfather's  gouty  leg?** 

**  She  was  rude,  Jocelyn ;  you  know  I  never 
have  the  gout,  and  so  could  not  try  it  first.  Besides, 
it  was  as  soft  as  down.  Yes,  she  was  as  rude  as 
her  sister  about  the  Nabob's  slippers ;  but  never 
mind,  Jocelyn, — even  they  can't  do  without  me, 
you  see.** 

**  No,  but  they  might  be  more  thankful  for  ail 
we  does.  What  are  you  staring  for,  you  girls? 
— mind  your  work,  and  get  all  finished  this  very 
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day,  or  yoa  will  be  fined  nicely,  I  promise  jo«.* 
The  latter  part  of  Miss  Jocelyn's  speech  was  ad- 
dressed to  the  two  timid  work-girls,  wkoiinmediatchr 
resumed  their  unremitting  tasks  in  obedieoce  to 
Jocelyn's  angry  frown.  Perhaps  that  lady  was 
irritated  at  being  corrected  again  by  Miss  Spoker 
in  her  grammar.  Certain  it  is  she  made  bat  small 
count  of  the  important  part  played  by  the  two 
young  girlsi  in  putting  an  extra  finishing  stitdi 
here,  or  in  skilfully  correcting  a  defect  there,  in 
the  various  productions  furnished  by  Miss  Spoker*s 
ordinary  staff  of  feminine  artificers*  Miss  Jocdjn 
forgot  that,  or  else  she  would  have  been  moic 
considerate.  It  might  be,  though,  that  she  re- 
garded the  girls  only  as  a  species  of  living  needle, 
or  crochet-hook!  and  assumed  all  the  credit  to 
herself;  for  in  the  actual  detail  the  Spoker  never 
interfered. 

"  Here,  Jocelyn,"  that  lady  would  say,  handing 
over  a  rejected  piece  of  work,  "  these  jackdaw 
supporters  of  Sir  Antony  Bird's  arms,  which  IC^s 
Papper  is  working  for  him,  must  have  longer  legs, 
and  the  beak  is  too  long;  she  says  it  looks  like 
a  snipe!" 

Jocelyn  would  point  out  the  defect  to  one  of 
the  pale  faced,  gentle  eyed  girls,  with  a  pnsh  and 
a  snap,  but  afterwards,  with  aU  the  modest  hn* 
mility  in  the  world,  show  the  improved  jackdaws  U> 
Miss  Papper,  and  receive  commendations  thereon. 
Lady  Blanche  Purr  left  half-a-sovereign  to  be 
given  to  the  young  person  who  had  so  deverij 
corrected  her  own  blunders   in  the   few  score 
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stitches  she  would  put  into  the  altar-cloth  she  was 
supposed  to  have  wrought  for  the  Rev.  Silky 
Surplice,  of  Saint  Chrysostom's.  Somehow  the 
half-sovereign  halted  in  Jocelyn's  pocket,  though 
she  had  never  put  a  needle  in  the  said  altar-cloth ; 
but  Spoker  gave  it  to  her  and  she  got  it  done,  so 
she  kept  the  credit  and  the  half-sovereign* 

In  spite  of  Miss  Jocelyn's  severe  frown,  the 
girls  could  not  help  looking  up  once  more,  as  a 
suppressed  scream  was  heard  in  the  street  oppo- 
site to  Miss  Spoker's  door.  Miss  Spoker,  too, 
rose  from  her  chair,  and  Jocelyn  hurried  to  the 
door  in  time  to  see  a  tall  well-dressed  gentleman 
catch  in  his  arms  a  veiled  female  figure,  which  the 
prancing  horses  of  a  passing  carriage  threatened  to 
trample  underfoot.  Her  companipn,  a  lady,  also 
veiled,  and  in  deep  mourning,  stood  on  the  pave- 
ment, and  had  uttered  the  scream  which  had 
attracted  their  notice.  Regardless  of  the  risk  she 
ran,  the  veiled  lady  sprang  forward  to  meet  the 
young  girl,  whom  the  gentleman  still  supported 
half  fainting  in  his  arms.  A  thick  mourning  veil' 
which  she  wore  had  fallen  aside,  and  allowed  him 
to  look  upon  a  countenance  lovely  as  ever  painter 
conceived,  or  poet  described.  It  was  now  pale 
and  colourless,  and  the  dark  blue  veins  of  the 
eyelids  were  plainly  visible  as  their  long  lashes 
half  shaded  her  lustrous  eyes.  The  gentleman 
was  roused  from  his  short  and  apparently  entranced 
gaze,  by  the  voice  of  the  girl's  companion. 

*'  Ob,  thank  you,  Sir !  thank  you  a  thousand 
times  for  your  timely  help  I " 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


210  baknekpqrd;  ok. 

The  girl  opened  full  her  eyes,  and  muriDuzii  g 
**  Mother !"  blushed  deeply  as  she  comprehended 
her  position ;  instantly  she  drew  her  veil  across  her 
face,  and  when  they  stepped  upon  the  pavement, 
stood  trembling  like  a  wounded  dove,  while  her 
mother  again  expressed  her  grateful  thanks  to  tbc 
stranger.     He  replied  with  polite  courtesy, — 

'^  I  hope  the  lady  is  not  at  all  hurt,  it  was  a 
narrow  escape.'* 

"  Oh  no,  thank  you  I  **  replied  a  soft  trembling 
voice,  *'  I  have  to  thank  you  for  saving  me;  my 
head  turned  with  the  noise  and  fright,  but  I  am 
not  hurt.** 

**  Can  I  be  of  further  assistance?**  asked  the 
gentleman,  vdth  anidous  interest;  "  the  lady  trem- 
bles, and  perhaps  a  glass  of  water — allow  me  to 
offer  my  help/' 

The  elder  lady,  with  a  grace  that  betokened  the 
high  breeding  of  a  gentlewoman,  declined  his  offer, 
saying  that  they  were  near  their  destination; 
while  her  younger  companion  murmured, — 

''  Oh  no,  I  am  quite  well  now ;  I  am  sure  that 
I  require  nothing ;  I  fear  I  have  been  very  weak 
and  foolish/* 

There  was  something  so  soil  and  sweet  in  the 
accents,  that  the  gentleman  seemed  tempted  to 
linger ;  perhaps  he  hoped  to  have  another  glimpse 
of  the  face  which  the  thick  crape  veil  hid  so  com* 
pletely;  but  seeing  the  ladies  apparently  anxious 
to  move  forward,  he  again  raised  his  hat,  and 
presenting  to  the  elder  one  a  small  box  which  he 
had  picked  up,  and  which  had  fallen  from  the 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  VALLEY  OP  GOLD,  211 

younger  lady  when  he  caught  her  in  his  arms,  he 
bowed  low,  turned  away,  and  entered  Miss  Spoker's 
d6pdt. 

**  Gracious  goodness !  it's  Sir  Lionel  Beaufort  l" 
exclaimed  Miss  Jocelyn,  as  soon  as  she  caught  a 
glimpse  of  the  gentleman's  face  as  he  turned 
round. 

"  Of  course  the  strange  eastern  flower  which  he 
sent  to  have  modelled  is  finished,'*  whispered  Miss 
Spoker,  as  she  rose  to  attend  upon  her  customer; 
for  though  on  foot,  Sir  Lionel  was  one  of  the 
"distanffays^  especially  favoured  by  Miss  Spoker's 
particular  and  personal  attentions.  Jocelyn  darted 
a  severe  frown  at  the  two  work-girls,  as  she  was 
compelled  to  answer  Miss  Spoker's  whisper  in  a 
negative — ^it  was  the  transmission  of  that  lady's 
look  of  reproach  at  herself;  but,  luckily  for  the 
girls,  wax  flowers  were  not  in  their  department* 
being  all  made,  as  Miss  Spoker  said,  "  by  mem- 
bers of  her  extramural  corps." 

Miss  Spoker  understood  at  once  that  the  part 
she  had  to  play  was,  to  find  the  best  excuse  she 
could,  for  not  having  prepared  for  her  patron  the 
flower  which  she  had  promised  to  have  ready  foV 
him  that  morning.  She  had  a  dozen  difi^erent 
reasons  ready  at  hand,  and  she  poured  them  out 
glibly  from  die  end  of  her  tongue. 

It  was  not  the  first  time  that  Sir  Lionel  had 
entrusted  her  with  a  similar  commission.  He  had 
always  been  very  liberal  in  his  rewards,  but  very 
exact  and  particular  in  having  the  drawings  he 
sent,  copied  with  the  nicest  accuracy. 
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''  That  was  the  reasou  why  Miss  Spoker  bad 
only  entrusted  them  to  her  most  skilful  hand,  and 
they  required  great  care,  and  a  long  tune  m  exe> 
cuting ;  and,  to  say  the  truth,  she  feared  the  Isdj 
who  undertook  the  commission — for  she  was  a 
lady,  and  a  real  young  lady  too — had  not  hten 
able/*  &c.  &c. 

Miss  Spoker  had  thought  that  the  hint  as  to  die 
young  lady  might  tend  to  satisfy  her  patron  and 
make  him  more  patient;  but,  to  her  surprise,  be 
seemed  quite  to  have  foigotten  the  subject  of  Ifis 
Spoker's  long  tirade,  for,  after  returning  her  low 
reverence  with  a  bow,  he  had  turned  to  the  win- 
dow, and  once  stepped  half-way  to  the  door,  st  if 
to  look  for  some  one  in  the  street ;  and  thea  he 
stood  quite  absorbed  in  his  own  thoughts,  aad 
looked  through  the  large  panes  abstractedly,  sod 
apparently  not  hearing  a  word  she  said. 

Sir  Lionel  Beaufort  was  a  young  man,  with  a 
tall  and  striking  figure ;  his  face  was  pale,  seiioDS, 
and  intellectual  in  the  highest  degree ;  but  tbere 
was  an  air  of  abstraction,  and,  at  times,  even  dis* 
content  about  him,  as  if  he  were  seeking  for  aoine- 
thing  he  could  not  find.  He  had  rarely  mingled 
in  what  are  called  the  London  circles,  though,  bad 
he  chosen  to  do  so,  all  doors  would  have  been  open 
to  one  so  distinguished  as  he  was  in  person,  birth, 
and  fortune. 

'*  No,  no,  Chasekepe,**  he  had  replied,  when 
that  impetuous  yoimg  man  wished,  as  he  ssid, 
to  rouse  him  from  his  dreamy  lethaq;y,  and  rub  off 
his  rust  by  mixing  in  a  little  gaiety.    ^  No,  what 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  YALLET  OP  GOLD.  218 

has  it  brought  you — ^happiness?  No^  you  have 
not  found  it  yet;  no  more  have  I.  You  have 
sought  it  your  way,  I  will  seek  it  in  mine.  If  I  have 
not  found  the  positive,  I  have  at  least  avoided  the 
negative.  How  stands  the  case  with  you  ?  Try  my 
way,  Chasekepe ;  come  with  me  to  the  East  and 
reflect — ^perhaps  we  shall  succeed  better  in  com- 
pany in  our  search.'*  Chasekepe  had  listened, 
and,  as  we  have  seen,  the  advice  of  his  friend, 
which  was  given  at  far  greater  length  than  is 
here  recorded,  prevailed  with  him. 

Meanwhile,  Sir  Lionel  Beaufort  remained 
gazing  through  the  window  of  Miss  Spoker's 
d^pdt,  and  without  going  as  far  as  the  East,  he 
reflected. 

The  dowagers  with  ufimarried  daughters,  who 
said  Sir  Lionel  had  no  heart,  erred.  The  young 
ladies  who  had  fluttered  unnoticed  before  his  eyes, 
and  had  said  he  was  blind,  erred.  The  gay  young 
butterflies  of  fashion,  that  sought  in  vain  to  per- 
suade him  to  join  in  their  follies,  and  said  he  was 
deaf,  erred.  As  be  stood  gazing  through  the 
window  and  reflecting,  the  soft  sweet  tones  of  a 
gentle  voice  were  unaccountably  vibrating  in  his 
ears ;  and  a  thrill  from  his  arm,  on  which  a  timid 
pressure  had  been  laid,  strangely  reached  his  heart, 
and  quivered  there. 

'*  It  was  a  sweet  voice,  but  its  tones  were  very 
sad,"  he  thought  to  himself;  **  I  wonder  if  she  is 
unhappy!  Her  face  was  pale,  but  how  lovely! 
What  holy  innocence  beamed  in  her  eyes,  mixed 
too  with  sadness !     But,  perhaps  it  was  the  dark 
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mourning  that  made  me  think  so,  and  interested 
me — hem  !  I  forget  myself. 

.<<  I  beg  pardon.  Miss  Spoker,  I  fear  I  hare  been 
inattentive  and  somewhat  pre-occupied — my  flower 
from  Cashmere?  Oh  !  not  finished? — not  of  any 
consequence.  It  was  a  narrow  escape  for  that 
lady ! "  Almost  imconsciously  Sir  Lionel  had 
diverged  to  the  subject  nearest  his  thoughts. 

Miss  Spoker  had  been  left  by  herself  to  reply 
to  her  patron,  for  the  sound  of  an  inner  bell  had 
summoned  Miss  Jocelyn  to  a  small  room  separated 
from  the  further  end  of  the  d^p6t  by  a  screen  of 
ground  glass.  This  was  Miss  Spoker*s  private 
sanctum — ^not  her  residing  apartments,  but  a  place 
wherein  she  held  consultations  with  old  ladies  of 
damaged  complexions,  or  young  ones  who  had  felt 
the  blight  of  ball-room  air  or  rout  suffocatioq. 
It  was  wonderful  how  refreshing  that  inner  room 
must  have  proved  to  them,  to  judge  of  outward 
looks,  taken  at  a  distance  I  Perhaps  the  little 
packets  smuggled  inside  mu£[s,  or  under  mantles, 
might  have  had  a  hand  in  the  change.  Their 
labels  were  carefully  torn  off,  and  there  might  be 
read  on  the  fragments  left  on  the  floor  something 
that  had  to  do  with  pearl !  But  Miss  Spoker  was 
a  useful  woman,  and  as  discreet  as  she  was  usefiiL 

It  was  certain,  however,  that  Miss  Jocelyn  was 
not  closeted  in  the  inner  room  for  any  such  pur- 
poses, for  before  Miss  Spoker  could  enlarge  with 
her  usual  dignity  upon  thie  nuisance  of  hired  vehi* 
cles  in  general,  and  Ebnsom's  in  particular.  Miss 
Jocelyn  came  bouncing  out  of  the  ground-glass 
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door,  and  took  advantage  of  Sir  Lionel's  reverie — 
for  he  was  looking  through  the  window  again^ 
and,  perhaps,  wondering  in  his  own  mind  where 
the  two  ladies  in  black  could  have  vanished  to. 

**  Only  thinky  Miss  Spoker !  is  it  not  downright 
provoking  and  careless  of  Mrs.  Ford?  She  has 
actually  gone  and  shattered  Sir  Lionel  Beaufort's 
flower  !•• 

Miss  Spoker  looked  daggers,  which  vanished  to 
smiles,  as  Sir  Lionel  turned  round  at  the  mention 
of  his  name.  Now,  Miss  Spoker  looked  daggers, 
first,  because  Miss  Jocelyn  was  vulgar  in  her 
speech;  secondlv»  because  she  confessed  a  disaster 
before  her  customer;  thirdly,  because  she  had. 
transgressed  an  unalterable  rule  of  Miss  Spoker's, 
which  was,  never  to  mention  the  name  of  any  one 
employed  by  her.  But  Sir  Lionel's  presence 
emboldened  Jocelyn  to  go  on, 

''Well,  Ma'am,  it  is  so  aggravating,  I  could 
not  help  speaking  out.  Here,  the  flower  was 
finished,  as  beautiful  as  Solomon's  lily,  or  the  lily 
that  was  more  beautiful  than  Solomon,  and  it  was 
brought  even.  Ma'am,  to  our  very  door,  and  she 
went  and  dropped  it  in  the  street!  It  is  too 
much  for  an  angel's  patience.  Ma'am,  and  so  I  told 
her  flatly." 

Sir  Lionel's  curiosity  had  been  roused,  not  at 
hearing  of  the  disaster  which  had  befallen  his 
Cashmere  lily,  but  at  hearing  that  a  lady  had 
dropped  it  in  the  street  before  the  door  of  the 
Spoker  d^p6t ;  and  he  did  not  forget  to  note  in 
bis  memory  the  name  which  Jocelyn  had  let  slip 
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at  the  same  time.  He  therefore  listened  with  all 
ears,  and  Jocelyn,  seeing  him  all  attention,  for 
once  was  rebellious,  and  paid  no  regard  whaterer 
to  Miss  Spoker's  nods,  and  shakes,  and  winks* 

**  How  was  the  lady  dressed  ?^'  asked  Sir  Lionel, 
with  more  eagerness  than  he  had  manifested  about 
his  flower. 

'*  Eh,  gracious  goodness!"  exclaimed  Joeelyn, 
suddenly  recollecting  the  incident  of  Sir  LioneTs 
having  rescued  a  lady  from  being  trampled  in  the 
street,  which  the  matter-of-fact  of  her  business 
and  her  disappointment  had  driven  out  of  her 
head,  "  Now,  I  do  believe  they  are  the  same!" 

^'  Hold  your  tongue,  Jocelyn,"  whispered  Min 
Spoker,  and  then  added  aloud — '*  Sir  Lionel  says 
it  is  of  no  consequence,  and  so  he  will  give  us  a 
day  or  two  longer;  perhaps  you  will  be  good 
enough  to  tell  the  young  person  so,  Jocelyn.'' 

Miss  Joceljm  turned  to  make  a  quick  retreat, 
but  Sir  Lionel  was  not  disposed  to  let  her  off  so 
easily.  The  words  **  young  person"  grated  harshly 
on  his  ears,  and  ill  accorded  with  the  sweet  soft 
tones  that  seemed  to  linger  in  them ;  and  yet  the 
two  ideas  were  somehow  connected  by  Miss  Joce- 
lyn'd  voluble  complaint. 

"  Perhaps,  Miss  Spoker,  you  will  ask  your 
assistant  to  bring  me  the  box  she  spoke  of  as  eatk- 
taining  my  lily,  and  which  she  said  was  let  iall  in 
the  street  hard  by;  I  should  wish  to  see  it** 

''  Oh,  certainly !  Jocelyn,  fetch  the  box*" 

''  With  the  broken  lily  too,  ma'am!"* 

Miss  Spoker  looked  at  Sir  Lionel,  who  nodded. 
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Miss  Spoker  nodded  also.  Miss  Jocelyn  soon 
returned^  and  through  the  half-opened  door,  as 
she  passed  in,  Sir  Lionel,  who  had  been  watching, 
thought  he  could  distinguish  the  hlack  crape  skirt 
of  a  feminine  robe. 

*'  If  it  is  the  same  I**  thought  he,  "  I  shall  be 
glad,  for  I  may,  perhaps,  know  more  of  A^ — that 
is,  of  them.** 

Sir  Lionel  took  the  case.  It  was  made  of  white 
card-board.  He  did  not  recognise  it;  he  felt  much 
disappointed,  and  did  not  even  open  it  to  look  at 
the  lily  inside. 

"  Was  this  case  not  enveloped?"  he  inquired. 

"  I  think  it  was.  Sir  Lionel." 

"  How  ? — where  is  the  paper  ? — what  colour 
was  it?" 

Miss  Jocelyn  was  surprised  at  the  eagerness  of 
the  usually  serious  and  phlegmatic  baronet;  he 
cared  more  for  the  wrapper  than  the  precious  lily. 

**  I  will  go  and  fetch  it,"  she  replied. 

**  No — ^yes — that  is,  do  not  let  the  ladies  know 
that  you  wish  to  see  it."  Sir  Lionel  laid  parti- 
cular stress  on  the  word  '^  ladies ;"  and  before 
Miss  Jocelyn  could  get  to  the  door^  he  whispered 
to  Miss  Spoker  to  recall  her.     Jocelyn  came  back. 

*'  It  is  of  no  consequence ;  I  should  be  sorry  for 
the  ladies,"  laying  an  emphasis  once  more  upon  the 
word,  "to  think  me — that  is,  any  one,  impertinently 
curious.  Perhaps  you  can  tell  me  the  colour  of  the 
paper?** 

'*  Oh  yes !  dark  blue,  and  I  remember  one  side 
was  soiled  with  mud." 

VOL.  m.  K 
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^'Huml  it  is  of  no  consequence,"  said  Sir 
Lionel,  trying  to  hide  his  interest  by  einmining 
the  fragments  of  a  most  superb  Cashmere  lily, 
whose  fragile  petals  had  been  snapped  off  by  some 
smart  concussion.  '*  It  was  perfect,  Miss  Spoker!  ^ 
he  remarked,  turning  the  conversation  to  the 
broken  flower.  **  It  was  exact  to  the  very  shade 
and  shape  of  every  petal  and  stamen !  It  must 
have  been  made  by  an  artiste  of  the  hi^est 
talent." 

Sir  Lionel  disguised  his  motives,  as  he  thought, 
substituting  the  word  artiste  in  his  inquiry. 

"  It  is  the  work.  Sir  Lionel,  of  a  young  porsoo 
of  the  greatest  ability,  by  far  the  cleverest  of  all 
my  hands.'' 

Never  did  Miss  Spoker's  masculine  voice  sound 
so  harsh  in  Sir  Lionel's  ears ; — ^'^  young  person,** 
"cleverest  hand;" — he  was  hardly  able  to  repress 
what  seemed  very  like  rising  indignation. 

**  She  must  be  a  very  talented  lady,  Miss 
Spoker." 

"  Exactly,  exactly ;  she  certainly  is,  as  I  ob* 
served  before,  a  real  lady.  I  have  many  who 
come  to  me,  who  are  ladies,"  replied  Miss  Spoker, 
falling  in,  as  she  thought,  with  the  vein  of  her 
patron. 

*'  Does  she  make  many  flowers  for  you,  Miss 
Spoker?" 

'*  As  many  as  ever  I  allot  to  her.  Sir  Liood ; 
she  asks  for  more  than  I  can  give  her,  thoog^,lik0 
many  of  them." 

''Do  you  mean  to  say  that  she  coosidarB  it  * 
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favour  for  you  to  ^ve  her  the  opportunity  of  ex- 
ercising her  splendid  talents?  Upon  my  word^ 
Miss  Spoker,  you  ought  to  feel  as  much  obliged 
as  I  do,  that  the  lady  will  condescend  to — '* 

Sir  Lionel  stopped  short ;  he  had  said  more  than 
he  had  intended,  and  his  pale  cheeks  were  slightly 
coloured,  as  he  remarked  Miss  Spoker  open  her 
eyes  wide  with  surprise  at  his  warmth.  That  lady 
turned  upon  her  creature  Jocelyn^  and  bade  her 
go  and  superintend  the  two  young  workwomen, 
and  she  herself  would  mani^e  to  execute  Sir 
Lionel's  wishes  with  regard  to  the  lily. 

"  The  lady.  Sir  Lionel,  who  made  your  flower  is 
very  talented ;  but  still  she  is  glad  to  receive  my 
orders,  as  I  am  to  receive  yours.'' 

There  was  an  air  of  offended  dignity  in  Miss 
Selina  Spoker,  as  she  said  this,  which  Sir  Lionel 
had  a  motive  for  wishing  to  conciliate. 

'^  Doubtless,"  he  replied ;  "  and  I  am  sure  you 
feel  pleasure  in  doing  a  good  action.  And — and 
this  lady? — ^but  there  were  two  of  them,  were 
there  not  ?" 

**  Her  mother  always  accompanies  her,  Sir 
Lionel/^ 

"  Of  course ;  that  only  proves  I  was  right  in 
supposing — ^no  matter,  though ; — Mrs.  Ford,  you 
said,  was  the  name  ?*' 

"Not  I,  Sir  Lionel,  for  I  always,  in  honour, 
keep  the  incoff,  which  almost  all  the  ladies  who 
work  for  me,  wish  to  be  strictly  preserved." 

*' Certainly,  Miss  Spoker;  again  quite  right,*' 
replied  Sir  Lionel,  shrinking  at  the  thought  of 
any  intrusion  upon  natural  delicacy  of  feeling. 
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"  Now  I  happen  to  require  more  than  a  angle 
group  of  Cashmere  lilies;  in  fact,  I  want  many. 
Now,  you  say  that  the  young  lady  is  glad  to  receive 
your — I  mean  to— to  exercise  her  talents :  how 
many  could  she  make  in  a  week  V 

**  They  are  very  complicated  and  delicate.  Sir 
Lionel,  and  take  up  a  deal  of  time.'' 

^'  Of  course,  I  expected  so.  Now,  suppose  she 
brings  as  many  as  she  chooses  to  make ;  and.  Miss 
Spoker,  I  wish  you  to  confer  a  fiEivour  upon  me." 

Sir  Lionel  leaned  over,  and  actually  whispered 
to  Miss  Spoker,  adding,  in  a  somewhat  louder  tone, 
"  Be  sure  and  make  the  proposal  so  as  not  to  hnrt 
her  delicacy :  the  flower  demands  much  trouble 
and  time;  wax  is,  I  dare  say, very  expensive,  colours 
enormously  dear;  in  short, Miss  Spoker,  you  will  do 
what  I  wish.    I  ask  no  information,  you  perceive/' 

**  Couldn't  give  it,  Sir  Lionel,  if  you  did." 

''  Exactly,  it  would  be  preposterous !  Yoa  are 
a  most  discreet  person.  Miss  Spoker,  and  under* 
stand  me,  I  am  sure." 

**  I  understand.  Sir  Lionel,  and  will  try  to  do  as 
you  wish." 

'^  Thank  you,  Miss  Spoker ;  and— oh  !  I  forgot, 
when  do  you  think  I  may  expect  the  first  lily ;  I 
will  fetch  it  myself,  it  is  so  fragile,  you  know.'' 

"  Perhaps  this  one  will  be  repaired  by  to-morrow 
night,  Sir  Lionel." 

**  Do  not  inconvenience — do  not — hem ! — suppose 
we  say  the  day  after  to-morrow,  about  this  time." 

"It  shall  be  ready.  Sir  Lionel,"  said  Miss 
Spoker,  dropping  a  profound  curtsey  as  her  patron 
f^^nlr.KiB  leave. 
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A  few  minutes  after,  two  ladies  dressed  in 
mourning  issued  from  a  side  door  communicating 
with  Miss  Spoker's  d^pdt 

Thej  were  met  within  a  short  distance  of  the 
door  by  Sir  Lionel,  who,  raising  his  hat,  bowed 
vrith  the  most  profound  respect.  There  was  an 
indecision  in  his  movements,  as  if  he  would  have 
given  anything  to  find  a  fair  excuse  for  addressing 
them,  but  the  ladies  drew  their  veils  close,  and, 
returning  his  salute,  passed  on.  Sir  Lionel  thought 
he  saw  the  glance  of  a  soft  dark  eye  penetrate  even 
through  the  thick  folds  of  crape  ;  at  least,  he  hoped 
so.  His  face  must  have  plainly  expressed  what 
was  passing  in  his  mind  as  he  walked  forward,  for 
a  sharp-eyed  little  fellow,  who  looked  somewhat 
clean  even  in  his  tatters,  trotted  by  him  on  the 
pavement,  and  looking  up  in  his  face  with  the  keen 
intelligence  that  often  characterises  a  London 
gamiriy  he  said, — 

"  Shall  I  foller  'em,  Sir? — bring  you  their  address 
agen  dark,  Sir,  if  you  will  give  me  your  card.*' 

Sir  Lionel  coloured  to  find  his  thoughts  thus 
plainly  read.  He  gave  the  boy  sixpence,  however, 
smiling  good-naturedly,  as  he  said,  "  No,  thank 
you,  boy." 

**  1  will  foller  'em,  though,"  said  the  boy,  look- 
ing after  Sir  Lionel,  as  he  hurried  away ;  "  Fs 
warrant  he'd  like  to  know,  and  won't  mind  a  bob 
or  twa  I'll  find  him  out.  Here,  Bill,"  he  said  to 
a  ragged  con^ir^  just  then  passing  by,  *'you  foller 
the  gemman  ;  I  keeps  my  eye  on  them  ladies  in 
black — there  they  goes." 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

MS.  LoiraifOBi's  soBPionD  avs8i»— Tm  pusLomD  piomisokt  von 
— ^TBB  oonnrAraom  bbdqcid  to  ashm. 

Fortunately  for  Mr.  Lonsmore,  his  lady  had  not 
inconvenienced  his  arrangements  by  adding  any 
guests  to  those  he  had  invited.  Thdr  dinner  had 
passed  ofF  quite  agreeably ;  a  whist-loving  q^nnster 
or  two  had  paired  off  agiunst  the  two  gentlemen. 
Mrs.  Margaret  had  regaled  the  ears  of  Lord 
Chasekepe  with  sundiy  hard-fought  enoounters, 
in  which  she  and  his  uncle  had  jointly  bcHme  off 
the  victory.  She  had  bored  him  with  inquiries  bb 
to  the  probable  time  of  his  uncle's  return,  as  to 
whether  it  was  likely  that  he  would  encounter 
him  on  his  own  tour  to  the  East,  and  gave  a  bun- 
dred  silly  messages  to  be  delivered  should  tke 
rencontre  chance  to  occur,  seasoned  with  a  few 
spiteful  remarks  about  Lady  Markpoint. 

Now  Lord  Chasekepe  was  not,  and  never  had 
been,  on  particularly  intimate  terms  with  his 
uncle ;  consequently,  though  his  politeness  led  him 
to  listen,  he  could  not  help  thinldng  all  this  small 
talk  an  intolerable  bore. 

*'  He  had  not  the  slightest  intention  of  looking 
in  at  the  Bay  of  Naples  to  see  his  uncle.     Sir 
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Lionel's  yacht  might  anchor  there^  bat  he  did  not 
think  it  probable,  though  he  acquiesced  in  Mrs. 
Margaret's  remark,  that  the  Bay  afforded  good 
anchorage-ground,"  &c. 

Perhaps  the  Earl  of  Whistlove  had  no  more 
desire  for  the  meeting  than  his  nephew.  The 
Earl  had  not  often  manifested  much  affection  for 
his  nephew  and  heir.  Childless  uncles  often  enter- 
tain quite  a  contrary  feeling  to  affection  towards 
the  inheritors  of  their  titles,  and  the  entailed 
estates  of  which  they  are  the  life-tenants  only. 
The  Earl  of  Whistlove  had  allowed  his  spend- 
thrift nephew  **  to  go  to  the  devil  his  own  way," 
as  he  drily  observed,  and  so  he  did  not  trouble 
himself  about  post  obits  and  sales  of  reversionary 
interests ;  he  steadily  refused  to  have  anything  to 
do  with  his  nephew's  debts  or  difficulties.  When 
they  met  he  gave  him  no  advice,  nor,  it  must  be 
confessed,  ever  troubled  him  with  remonstrances ; 
and  still,  for  all  this,  they  were  not  good  friends. 

Chasekepe,  with  all  his  folly,  had  a  good  generous 
heart,  his  uncle  had  no  heart  at  all ;  they,  there- 
fore, had  little  in  common,  except  perhaps  their 
vices,  and  these  were  but  a  sorry  bond  of  sym- 
pathy between  them. 

Lord  Chasekepe,  then,  was  not  sorry  when  Mis- 
tress Margaret  gave  the  signal  for  the  spinster 
ladies  to  retire,  and  left  the  gentlemen,  that  is, 
their  host,  his  friend  the  Major,  and  himself,  to 
themselves. 

'*  Now  for  it,"  wliispered  the  Major  to  Chase- 
kepe, as  he  returned  from  gallantly  escorting  the 
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ladles  to  the  door,  and  remoyed  his  plate  of  nuts 
and  his  wine-glnss  to  the  fire  side  of  the  table. 

Mr.  Lonsmore  seemed  a  little  embarrassed^  and 
drew  his  napkin  thoughtfolly  oyer  his  orossed 
knee>  as  he  looked  at  the  bright  fire.  He  was 
thinking  how  he  should  begin  his  attack.  The 
fortunate  discovery  he  had  made  in  Nick's  Court 
had  much  simplified  the  matter ;  without  that,  he 
roust  have  taxed  his  ingenuity  to  enable  him  to 
justify  and  explain  the  warning  that  he  had»  on 
the  spur  of  the  moment,  penned  in  the  morning, 
to  serve  as  a  lure  to  bring  within  his  reach  the 
two  men  who  he  believed  were  able  to  give  him 
the  information  he  so  much  coveted. 

**  It  IS  useless  to  tell  you,  my  Lord,"  he  b^an, 
after  sundry  hems,  "  that  I  am  aware  of  the  causes 
of  enmity  which  exist  between  yourself  and  Mar- 
coti.  The  recent  events  are  too  notorious  not  to 
be  in  every  one's  mouth,  and  I  trust  you  will 
excuse  my  speaking  of  them  thus  freely,  and 
writing  to  you  as  unceremoniously  as  I  did  this 
morning,  but  I  think  your  interest  required  it" 

Lord  Chasekepe  bowed,  and  shortly  expressed 
how  grateful  he  was  for  such  interest  as  Jlr. 
Lonsmore  thought  fit  to  take  in  him;  still  he 
disclaimed  all  enmity  towards  the  discomfited  pro- 
prietor of  the  Tartarus. 

"  He  used  us  all  very  hardly,  did  he  not,  Mjyor? 
and  he  has  been  punished  more  by  fortune  tban 
by  me ;  but  now  I  neither  bear  him  malioe  nor 
fear  him ;  I  have  no  longer  cause, — I  trust  I  nefcr 
shall  have." 
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**  I  do  not  know  that,  my  Lord,**  replied  Lons- 
more,  with  a  meaning  look. 

Chasekepe  felt  a  little  uneasy,  and  the  little 
Major  interposed  with  his  cracked  voice,  and 
plunged  into  the  middle  of  the  discussion. 

"  Perhaps,  Mr.  Lonsmore,  you  will  tell  us  now 
what  you  have  discovered  relative  to  Judas'  power 
to  injure  my  friend,  or  myself;  in  a  few  words, 
what  is  it?" 

'^Stop,  Major;  what  if  I  should  wish  you  to 
give  me  some  information  in  return?"  asked  Mr. 
Lonsmore,  turning  to  him,  and  speaking  in  his 
most  open  and  bland  terms. 

"  'Gad,  you  should  have  any  I  could  give  for 
nothing,  shouldn't  he,  Chasekepe?  We  know 
you  have  split  with  Slimy  Judas  yourself,  and 
I  heard  that  he  had  threatened  you  about  the 
Bannerford  and  Lonsmore  property,  so  of  course 
you  are  at  daggers  drawn.  Now,  what  can  I  tell 
you?  since  you  want  to  make  a  swap,  as  we  say 
on  the  tur£'' 

This  was  broaching  the  matter  with  a  ven- 
geance, and  Mr.  Lonsmore  winced  a  bit,  as  he 
replied  with  a  forced  laugh, — 

**  I  did  not  mean  to  make  it  such  a  matter  of 
bargiun,  Major ;  but  still  I  think  if  you  can  give 
me  information  which  I  may  require,  and  it  lies  in 
your  power  to  give,  you  should  promise  to  do  so 
in  return  for  the  benefit  I  mean  to  do  your  friend, 
which  is  the  same  as  doing  it  to  yourself." 

**  Of  course ;  and  I  promise  right  off,— don't  yoii, 
Chasekepe?  and  right  glad  shall  we  both  be  to 
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get  rid  of  the  whole  ooily  for  it  has  beat  apredooB 
one  to  disentangle.  Now^  what  is  it  yoo  want  to 
know?** 

**  Whjf  yoa  are  acquainted  with  that  unhappj, 
and^  I  fear,  very  criminal  man.  Sir  Martin  Banner* 
ford?'* 

*'Why,  as  to  his  unhappiness,  that  b  a  cer- 
tainty; as  to  his  crime,  I  fancy  somehow  that 
those  who  led  or  drove  him  into  it  will  have  to 
answer  for  a  pretty  good  share  of  it,"  replied  the 
Major  blmitly. 

Chasekepe  said  nothing,  but  gazed  steadOy  at 
the  fire,  as  if  determined  to  let  his  blnnt  little 
friend  do  all  the  talking. 

**  That  is  foreign  to  our  subject,''  sud  Mr.  L<»9- 
more,  very  gravely ;  **  I  only  wished  to  know  if 
you  had  seen  him  lately :  you  used  to  know  him 
before — before  his  unhappy  vices  forced  him  to  flee 
the  country,  and  take  refuge  in  France,  where 
they  degenerated  still  more  into  crimes.  We  all 
thought  that  the  report  of  his  death  was  true,  but 
I  am  given  to  understand  that  he  has  once  more 
suddenly  reappeared  amongst  you." 

"  Now  I  take  you,  Lonsmore,"  replied  the 
Major.  **  Bannerford,  who  was  entrapped  by  some 
cursed  artifice  or  other,  and  sent  to  the  galleys, 
was  given  out  for  dead.  (Mind,  I  doD*t  say  you 
had  any  hand  in  it,  and  I  don't  wish  to  ofiSsnd.) 
Bannerford,  I  say,  who  was  given  out  for  dead,  has 
reappeared  alive,  and  you  want  to  know  how  the 
devil  he  got  here — is  that  it?  Then  I  cannot  tell 
you.     Chasekepe,  do  you  know?" 
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''  I  am  as  ignorant  as  yourself.  Major.'' 

'' There,  Lonsmorel  are  70a  satisfied?  We 
baye  soon  said  our  say.  What  have  you  to  tell? 
We  told  it  without  any  bargain ;  now  do  you  do 
as  much." 

**  It  is  not  exactly  the  question  that  you  have 
put  to  yourself.  Major  Biggs,  that  I  was  going  to 
a^,"  replied  Mr.  Lonsmore  blandly. 

^'Eh?  I  was  in  too  great  a  hurry  then,  and  you 
want  to  know  something  else.  Now  I  will  just 
wait  this  time  to  receive  charge, — so  fire  away  I " 

*^  It  is  a  delicate  matter  for  me  to  speak  about, 
ibr  my  motives  will  be  impugned  as  they  have 
been  before;  but  I  trust  my  character  and  my 
honour  remain  as  unsullied  as  ever,  and  that  I  may 
fall  back  upon  them  to  rebut  all  malicious  impu 
tations." 

Lord  Chasekepe  looked  harder  still  into  the  red 
burning  coals,  and  the  Major  blew  his  nose,  while 
a  word  vkxy  like  ''  Gammon  1 "  came  out  between 
the  snorts. 

^*  Belying  then  upon  my  conscious  integrity  o 
purpose,"  continued  Mr.  Lonsmore,  '*  I  am  very 
anxious  to  learn  all  I  can  respecting  this  poor  un- 
fortunate man,  and  to  take  such  steps  as  will  be 
most  conducive  to  his  own  welfare,  and  the  honour 
of  our  family." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  flattered  himself  that  the  periods 
were  rounded  off  with  great  propriety,  and  that  the 
concluding  allusion  to  ^'  our  family"  was  the  com- 
pleting stroke,  most  adroitly  administered. 

Whatever  the  Major  thought,  he  made  no  reply. 
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bat  his  nose  mast  have  irritated  him  at  the  mo- 
ment considerably,  for  he  trumpeted,  to  use  lus 
own  expression,  most  sonorously,  and  then  waited 
for  Mr.  Lonsmore  to  resume,  looking  at  him  with 
as  grave  a  face  of  inquiry  as  he  could  twist  up  for 
the  occasion. 

^^  I  have  received  information  that  you  youraeli^ 
Major,  and  our  friend,  Chasekepe,  are  able  to 
tell  me  something  about  him;  and  in  return  for 
the  obligation  which  you  will  confer,  I  promise  you 
that  you  will  learn  from  me  what  is  of  the  utmost 
importance  for  you  to  know.*' 

"  'Gad,  I  can  soon  tell  you  all  I  know,  and  as 
half  the  town  knows  as  much,  it  can't  poasiUy  do 
the  poor  devil  any  harm,  so  I  do  not  mind 
telling." 

"  I  shall  be  glad  to  hear,  Major,  nevertheless.* 

^^  Then  all  I  know  is,  that  Marcoti  got  hold  of 
poor  Bannerford  somehow  or  other,  and.  showed 
him  up  at  the  Tartarus  for  several  nights  for  some 
purpose  or  other;  but  how  he  did  the  one,  or  why 
he  did  the  other,  is  more  than  I  can  tell.  Ask 
him ;  you  used  to  have  secrets,  they  sud.  I  know 
no  more;  do  you,  Chasekepe?" 

"  I  know  neither  whence,  nor  why  he  came,  any 
more  than  yourself.  Major." 

"  Then  we  have  just  told  all  we  know,  or  have 
heard,  beyond  a  guess  or  two,  that  you  will  not 
care  to  hear,  I  dare  say,  Mr.  Lonsmore." 

'^  Tell  me  all,  Major,  everything  you  have 
heard,"  replied  Mr.  Lonsmore,  with  eager  impa- 
tience. 
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^'Well^  then^  they  sidd  at  the  Tartarus  that 
Marcoti  meant  to  use  Bannerford  to  make  you 
^ake  a  bit  in  your  shoes ;  how»  you  best  know." 

**  And  this  is  all,  gentlemen,  that  you  mean  to 
tell  me,  is  it?"  asked  Mr.  Lonsmore,  turning  pale 
with  passion  at  the  Major's  taunts,  and  what 
appeared  to  be  the  evident  wish  of  both,  to  baulk 
his  inquiry. 

*'  It  is  all  we  have  to  tell,*'  replied  the  Major 
Qoolly. 

•*  Do  you  mean  positively  to  assert  that  you 
know  nothing  further  relative  to  the  movements 
of  the  unhappy  man,  or  of  the  measures  which  any 
other  person  or  persons  may  have  taken  relative 
to  him?"  asked  Lonsmore,  trying  to  keep  down 
his  rage. 

^'  Egad,  you  push  one  close,  and  cross-examine 
in  true  lawyer-like  style,  but  I  can  answer  only 
as  before — I  have  told  you  all  I  know." 

"  And  you,  my  Lord,  do  you  know  no  more?" 

Now  this  was  a  most  awkward  question  for 
Lord  Chasekepe  to  answer ;  and  the  reason  was 
this.  The  inquiries  which  he  had  instituted  in  the 
first  instance  on  behalf  of  Don  Esteban,  had  in- 
terested him  very  much  in  favour  of  the  poor 
ruined  dupe.  He  was  very  glad  that  some  one 
seamed  to  take  such  interest  in  him,  and  of  course 
thought  that  a  .mere  stranger  like  Don  Esteban 
could  be  influenced  only  by  motives  of  charity.  He 
was,  therefore,  aware  that  he  meant  if  possible  to 
get  him  out  of  Marcoti's  power,  and  had  actually 
himself  furnished  such  information  as  led  to  the 
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discovery  of  his  lodgizig  in  Nick's  Court  by  Fnn- 
9ois  Benaulty  the  valet. 

Beyond  that  he  knew  nothing;  his  own  affiin 
had  fully  occupied  him,  and  Don  Esteban  had  not 
mentioned  the  matter  since.  Lord  Chasek^^ 
therefore,  spoke  the  perfect  troth  when  he  replied, 
somewhat  haughtily,  like  one  who  does  not  like 
being  so  closed  pressed  by  questions, — 

^'  I  tell  you,  Mr.  Lonsmore,  that  I  am  perfectly 
ignorant  of  poor  Bannerford*s  doings  previous  to 
his  reappearance  at  the  Tartarus,  and  I  am  quite 
as  ignorant  what  has  become  of  him  since." 

Lord  Chasekepe's  pertinacious  dlence  duriog 
the  first  part  of  the  conversation  relative  to  Ban- 
nerford,  and  the  slight  embarrassment  with  which 
he  spoke,  did  not  escape  Mr.  Lonsmore's  keen 
observation ;  but  he  resolved  to  change  his  mode 
of  attack,  and  obtain  by  some  means  or  other  Ae 
information  he  could  not  help  believing  his  guests 
were  able  to  afford,  but  trying  to  conceal.  He 
therefore  said,  somewhat  abruptly, — 

"  I  believe  it  has  been  your  wish  entirely  to 
pay  off  all  your  obligations  of  every  kind,  mj 
Lord?" 

^^  It  certainly  was,  and  I  have  every  reason  to 
believe  I  have  done  so  to  the  uttermost  farthing,** 
said  Chasekepe,  taken  somewhat  by  surprise  by 
the  sudden  change  in  the  conversation. 

**  It  has  lefl  your  purse  rather  bare,  I  half  sob* 
pect,  my  Lord." 

*^  I  am  not  aware  that  I  am  called  upon  to  give 
an  account  of  my  purse  to  any  one,  Mr.Lons- 
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more,*'  he  answered  with  hauteur.  *^  But  why 
should  I  care?^  he  added,  with  a  laugh,  ''every 
one  knows  it.  Major,  you  know  you  had  to  pay 
for  the  cab  we  came  in — a  Hansom,  Mr.  Lonsmore, 
to  the  great  astonishment  of  your  domestics ;  and 
aa  I  had  not  a  sixpence  left  in  the  world  to  pay 
the  &re,  the  Major  was  called  upon  to  do  it  for 
both.  It  seemed  funny,  but  I  suppose  I  shall 
get  used  to  it.** 

''  Then  it  would  greatly  inconvenience  you, 
I  presume,  my  Lord,"  continued  Mr.  Lonsmore, 
with  great  gravity,  "  to  meet  one  of  your  heaviest 
notes,  or  bills,  which  has  just  become  due  ?" 

"  A  note?  a  bill?— biUs?  What  bUls?"  asked 
the  Major,  interposing  hastily.  ''I  paid  all  the 
bills  for  my  firiend,  every  one,  according  to  Amos' 
list.     Come,  tell  us  all  about  it ;  where  is  it  ?" 

''A  note!  a  bill!"  echoed  Lord  Cfaasekepe; 
**  one  of  my  heaviest  bills  I  That  would  indeed  be 
a  serious  affidr,  and  monstrously  annoying,  con- 
sidering all  the  circumstances ;  but,  as  my  friend 
says,  you  will  perhaps  tell  us  more  about  it." 

''  That  will  depend,  my  Lord, — I  am  sorry  to 
have  to  bargain  with  you, — ^but  I  require  infor- 
mation, and  therefore  when  I  promise  to  tell  you 
where  to  find  a  note  of  hand  for  a  long  date,  and 
just  due,  and  drawn  by  yourself,  for  no  less  a  sum 
than  a  thousand  pounds,  payable  to  one  who  is 
personally  extremely  hostile  to  you,  you  will  pro- 
bably think  better  of  your  refusal  to  tell  me  what 
yon  know  about  Sir  Martin  Bannerford." 

Nothing  could  have  disconcerted  Lord  Chase- 
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kepe  more  than  to  find  the  fears  that  hadfiist 
arisen  in  his  mind^  on  receiving  Mr.  Lonsmore^a 
note,  thus  realized. 

The  whole  operation  of  his  generous  and  duval- 
rous  plan  seemed  thwarted  and  destroyed  at  a  hlow. 
He  knew  that  his  own  past  carelessness  ^d  for- 
getfulness,  his  reckless  disregard  of  the  future, 
had  laid  him  open  to  such  a  mischance;  but  the 
care  and  diligent  inquiry  made  by  his  friends  and 
agents, — above  all,  by  Levi  Amos, — seemed  to 
have  made  him  quite  sure. 

He  had  made  a  great  effort,  and  while  he  felt 
that  it  had  been  successful,  he  gloried  in  the  sacri- 
fices that  he  had  made ;  but  his  efibrt  sprang  more 
from  impulse  than  from  a  well-r^ulated  system  of 
thought,  and,  as  usual  with  impetuous  natures,  ill- 
organised,  though,  as  the  oft-repeated  saying 
terms  them,  ^^good  at  heart,"  the  first  serious 
check  threw  his  plans  into  confusion,  and  almost 
tempted  him  to  fall  back  upon  his  old  career. 

There  are  no  dispositions  that  cause  more 
sorrow  and  misfortune  than  those  easy  impetaous 
tempers,  based  upon  something  "  good  at  bottom,*' 
which  lead  their  possessors  into  thoughtless  folly, 
too  often  deepening  into  crime.  When  too  late  to 
plunge  back  again,  they  plead  their  thoughtless* 
ness  as  an  excuse,  and  their  *'  something  good  at 
bottom'*  as  an  atonement. 

It  is  a  poor  consolation  for  a  heart-broken 
parent,  weeping  over  the  vices  of  a  profligate 
child,  to  call  to  mind,  that  his  heart  is  sound,  tod 
that  his  principles  are  good^  if  he  will  let  tliem 
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have  fair  play ;  but  it  m  a  consoIatioD,  and  eome- 
thing  is  needed  to  balance  self-reproach  for  not 
having  nipped  the  germinating  defect  in  the  bud 
of  youth,  or  not  having  judiciously  trained  this 
thoughtless  impetuosity  in  its  headstrong  growth 
to  follow  a  right  direction. 

The  words,  "thoughtless,  impetuous/'  do  not 
sound  very  bad,  but  examine  them,  analyse  them, 
dissect  them,  trace  their  rise,  and,  above  all,  their 
effects ;  write  down  the  long  tale  of  misery  and 
profligacy  that  results.  In  too  many  cases,  from 
the  apparently  simple  defect ;  reckon  up  how  many 
a  domestic  hearth  is  clouded  by  sorrow,  resulting 
from  this  speck  in  the  character  of  those  who 
should  be  its  greatest  comfort,  its  brightest  orna* 
ment, — and  the  thoaghtlessness  of  youth  will  be 
stripped  bare  of  its  palliative  excuses. 

Chasekepe  had  only  this  fault  to  reproach  him-^ 
self  with,  and  it  had  brought  him  to  ruin.  He 
had  no  soundness  of  purpose,  no  firmness  of 
character  to  fall  back  upon,  and  the  idea  of  seeing 
the  schemes  which  he  had  so  impetuously  carried 
out  thus  suddenly  checked  almost  crushed  him. 
His  friend,  the  little  Major,  rushed  to  the  rescue. 

"It  can't  be,  Mr.  Lonsmore,"  he  exclaimed; 
"  there  is  a  mistake — we  wepe  too  careful.  Begad  t 
it  is  a  forgery.  Chasekepe,  it  must  be  a  forgery. 
Let  us  look  at  the  note,  Lonsmore,  for  I  presume 
you  hold  it." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  slowly  drew  out  his  pocket- 
book,  and  putting  the  lights  nearer  to  him,  while 
he  pushed  back  his  chair  further  from  his  eager 
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companionsy  he  unfolded  the  note,  and  spread  it 
out  upon  the  table.  Both  leaned  forward  to  ex- 
amine it,  for  Mr.  Lonsmore,  with  hia  wonted  caa- 
tion,  held  it  out  of  reach.  There  was  no  mistating 
its  genuineness  —  Chasekepe's  handwriting  was 
too  peculiar. 

'*  One  of  that  cursed  scamp^  Marcoti's,  too!'' 
muttered  the  little  Major.  '^  ^Gad^  this  is  a  bad 
business,  indeed." 

'^  Now,  Major,  what  must  be  done?**  asked 
Chasekepe,  striving  to  appear  unconcerned,  but  in 
reality  quite  prostrated  by  the  blow. 

"  Done  ?  Why,  we  ought  to  have  kept  b  our 
reserve  for  any  ambush,  Chasekepe,  but  you  would 
not  hear  of  it." 

*'  No,  Major ;  I  would  have  my  own  way,  and 
it  is  infernally  hard  to  be  baulked  in  one*8  good 
resolves.  I  suppose  we  must  try  the  old  game; 
we  could  ndse  now  without  trouble,  couldn't  we, 
for  our  character  is  pretty  well  lifted  in  the 
market?" 

There  was  an  air  of  bitter  disappointment  m 
Chasekepe's  manner,  as  he  tried  to  force  a  laogh. 

The  Major  muttered,  ^'  It  was  a  cursed  over* 
sight,  but  we  had  no  list  of  our  own."  He  bit  his 
thumbs,  and  looked  at  the  fire  in  deep  thought, 
while  Mr.  Lonsmore  held  the  note  on  the  taUe  io 
silence,  waiting  for  his  blow  to  produce  its  efEeet 

'^Now,  gentlemen,"  he  began,  after  a  long 
pause,  **  that  note  is  completely  in  my  power,  and 
I  promise,  if  you  will  only  give  me  the  infonnatka 
I  ask  for,  to  place  it  in  that  fire  before  your  eyesi** 
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This  seemed  to  be  a  magnificent  offer — a  pro- 
digious sacrifice  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Lonsmore ;  yet 
considering  how  he  had  obtained  the  paper^  and 
how  really  yalueless  it  was  to  him  under  the  cir- 
cumstances, its  magnificence  dwindles  to  a  clever 
trick.  Neither  Chasekepe  nor  the  Major,  how- 
ever, was  aware  of  the  circumstances  under  which 
it  came  into  Mr.  Lonsmore's  possession.  They 
therefore  started  up  eagerly,  and  exclaimed  almost 
together, — 

"  What  is  it,  then,  really  that  you  wish  to 
know?" 

**  Where  is  Sir  Martin  Bannerford  at  this  mo- 
ment?" 

"Wheugh!"  exclaimed  the  Major.  "So  he 
has  levanted,  eh?  and  you  have  been  thrown  off 
his  tiacks.  Ask  Marcoti.  I  tell  you,  I  know  no 
more  than  I  have  told."  ^ 

**  And  you,  my  Lord,  do  you  still  continue  to 
affirm  what  you  affirmed  before?"  asked  Lons- 
more, fixing  his  grey  eyes  upon  Chasekepe's  agi- 
tated countenance. 

*•  I  allow  no  man  with  impunity,  Mr.  Lons- 
more, to  question  my  veracity,"  began  Chasekepe 
with  some  heat;  but  he  reflected  that  he  really 
did  know  more  than  he  had  told,  and  that,  besides, 
Mr.  Placet  Lonsmore  was  not  the  man  to  under- 
stand nice  scruples;  he  therefore  added  quietly 
and  firmly,  "  I  know  no  more  than  yourself  where 
the  poor  man  is  to  be  found — that  is,  if  you,  too, 
are  really  ignorant ;  and  I  tell  you  also,  that  if 
I  did  know,  I  should  feel  myself  bound  in  honour 
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to  conceal  the  informatioii,  and  most  certjunly 
should  not  sell  it." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  still  looked  dissatisfied;  lie  ooaU 
not  understand  a  wild  profligate,  as  he  considered 
Lord  Chasekepe  to  be,  refusing  so  lai^  a  sum  (or 
information  about  a  person  in  whom  he  could  take 
no  interest.  And  yet  this  very  refusal  confirmed 
to  a  certainty  his  opinion,  that  the  person  de- 
scribed at  hazard  by  the  wig-maker,  and  Lord 
Chasekepe,  were  identical  He  could  by  no  means 
assign  any  motive  for  Chasekepe''8  apparent  deare 
to  shield  a  man  he  had  hardly  ever  seen,  and  he 
became  more  than  ever  anxious  to  penetrate  into 
what  seemed  to  him  a  mystery. 

'*  Then  I  have  only  one  question,  my  Lord,  to 
ask  you,  and  I  will  ask  no' more,*'  he  replied. 
'*  I  have  made  my  proposition,  and  I  still  hold  to 
it ;  if  you  lead  me  to  discover  the  present  hiding- 
place  of  Sir  Martin  Bannerford,  (for  the  Major  is 
quite  right, — he  is  hiding  somewhere,)  I  place  the 
note  unreservedly  in  your  hands.  I  have,  there- 
fore, to  ask  you  plainly, — Are  you  aware  of  any 
steps  having  been  taken  by  any  persons  to  remove 
him  from  under  the  protection,  or  out  of  the  power, 
which  you  will,  of  Mr.  Marcoti?  You  are  silent, 
my  Lord,  and  I  understand  that  contemptuous 
curl  of  your  lip.  You  think  I  wish  to  bribe  you; 
perhaps  my  offer  is  too  low." 

'*  Hold,  Lonsmore  I  I  may  not  pardon  insult 
You  cannot  understand  me ;  I  may  be  better  aUe 
to  guess  the  cause  of  your  eager  questions;  ther 
do  you  no  credit,  I  assure  you.** 
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**  That  is  mj  affair,  my  Lord ;  and  if  you  choose 
to  throw  away  a  thousand  pounds, — ^not  of  money, 
mind,  but  of  heavy  choking  debt,  which  under 
all  circumstances  must  be  worse  than  a  millstone 
flung  round  the  neck  of  a  drowning  man  just  as 
he  feels  the  land  underneath  his  foot, — why,  it  is 
your  fault." 

Had  Lord  Chasekepehad  it  in  his  power  to  give 
jBL  direct  and  full  answer  to  Mr.  Lonsmore's  ques- 
tion, he  would  have  scorned  the  idea  of  betraying 
a  poor  wretch  like  Bannerford ;  and  the  same  high 
feeling  led  him  to  conceal  the  little  he  knew  of 
Don  Esteban*s  intentions,  lest  he  should  thus  put 
Lonsmore  on  the  traces  of  the  fugitive.  This 
little,  however,  prevented  him  from  giving  a  point- 
blank  denial  that  he  was  able  in  any  degree  to 
satisfy  the  questioner's  curiosity ;  and  so  Mr. 
Lonsmore  remained  firm  in  his  belief  that  Lord 
Chasekepe  was  the  person  who  had  removed  his 
victim,  and  hidden  him  from  his  pursuit. 

The  Major  had  remained  gazing  at  the  fire,  and 
biting  his  thumb.  Mr.  Lonsmore  still  sat  at  the 
table,  holding  the  note  extended  under  the  glare 
of  the  light. 

"  By  the  bye,  Mr.  Lonsmore,  how  came  you  by 
that  note  ?"  asked  the  Major,  turning  round  sud- 
denly from  the  fire,  and  looking  that  gentleman 
full  in  the  face. 

This  was  a  question  that  Mr.  Lonsmore,  with 
extraordinary  want  of  foresight,  had  not  provided 
agiunst.  He  turned  very  red,  and  stammered  out 
something  about  ''commercial  relations — in  the 
way  of  business — Levi  Amos." 
The  Major  caught  at  the  last  words. 
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*'  That  I  don't  believe,  Lonsmore.  Amoe  dsred 
not — he  was  paid  too  welL  Yon  have  aeked  your 
questions,  now  answer  mine ;  there  has  been  some 

devilry  somewhere,  or  that  d d  scn^woold 

have  turned  up  before ;  I  should  have  scented  it 
out  somewhere.     Now,  where  did  you  get  it?** 

Mr.  Lonsmore's  confusion  increased,  andinsteid 
of  replying  he  hastily  folded  up  the  paper  and  w^ 
placing  it  in  his  pocket-book.  But  the  Iittk. 
Major  was  too  quick  for  him :  with  a  bound  that 
threw  down  the  candelabrum,  and  smashed  a  few 
glasses,  he  sprang  upon  the  note,  and  wrenched  it 
from  Mr.  Lonsmore^s  hand.  In  one  instant  it  wb& 
lying  upon  the  hot  coals,  and  the  next  burnt  to  a 
cinder. 

''Stay,  Major,  you  must  not!'*  cried  Lord 
Chasekepe,  sei^ng  his  arm.    But  he  was  too  late. 

Mr.  Lonsmore  started  up  from  his  diair;  he 
saw  in  an  instant  that  the  deed  was  past  recall, 
and  controlling  his  passion  with  an  effcni,  he  sud,— 

"  I  thought  I  could  trust  to  the  honour  of  gen- 
tlemen, and  did  not  know  that  I  had  to  do  with—'' 

**Say  it, — speak  the  word,  if  you  dare!"  cried 
the  little  Major,  standing  fiercely  up  to  Mr.  Lone- 
more's  tall  figure,  and  pushing  back  Chasekepe, 
who  was  endeavouring  to  come  between  theos. 
^'  Nay,  Chasekepe,  you  must  not  interfere ;  leare 
him  to  me;  I  will  take  all  consequences  upcm 
myselfl  Now,  Sir,  speak ;  finish  the  obaervatkm 
you  were  fdeased  to  begin,  if  you  dare.' 

^'  I  did  not  know  I  had  to  do  with  men  whose 
fears  could  blind  them  to  all  sense  of  honour,*"  said 
Mr.  Lonsmore,  slowly,  and  scarcely  able  to  faaUtm 
his  blanched  and  quivering  lips  to  utter  the  woida 
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'*  Fears  I  ^  echoed  the  little  Major,  with  increased 
fiiry,  "  we  shall  see  who  fears." 

**  Now,  Major,  you  must  let  me  interfere ;  it  is 
my  afiair,  and  my  honour  is  in  question  I  Nay,  I 
must  speak  I"  exclaimed  Chasekepe,  firmly  inter- 
posing between  the  two  disputants.  '*  That  was  my 
note  of  hand,  Mr.  Lonsmore,  I  acknowledge  it, 
and  it  shall  be  replaced,  I  promise  on  my  honour." 

"  Not  till  he  tells  you  from  whence  he  obtained 
it,  Chasekepe  I — ^not  till  we  know  if  he  came  by  it 
fairly,"  cried  the  Major,  who  had  yielded  to  his 
friend's  pressure,  and  suffered  himself  to  be  pushed 
aside.  He  stepped  to  a  side-table,  where  he  found 
pen  and  ink,  and  began  to  write  rapidly  upon  a 
Blip  of  paper  he  had  taken  from  his  pocket 

He  soon  finished,  and  coming  forward  held  it  to 
the  fire  to  dry  the  ink,  and  fixing  his  eye  keenly 
upon  Mr.  Lonsmore,  who  had  resumed  his  seat 
after  again  setting  up  the  lights,  he  said — 

"  You  see,  I  had  a  stray  cartridge  left  in  my 
pouch,  in  the  shape  of  a  stamp,  for  I  had  under- 
taken to  get  my  friend  Chasekepe  through  all  his 
entanglements.  Look  you,  Lonsmore,  or  Placet, 
whichever  it  is,  I  had  pledged  myself  that  he 
should  stand  a  free  man.  I  blundered  cursedly 
somewhere,  and  by  some  infernal  dirtiness  or 
other  you  had  got  that  paper.  There — there  is 
another  for  the  same  amount,  payable  on  demand, 
and  when  you  come  to  ask  for  it,  and  give  a  fair 
and  dear  account  of  how  you  came  by  the  one,  I 
am  glad  to  say,  I  burnt  before  your  eyes,  by  Gad, 
Sir,  you  shall  have  the  money,  or  take  my  corpus. 
Now,  Chasekepe,  don't  let  me  hear  a  word,and  don't 
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touch  that  paper — ^leaye  it  for  him.  I  am  right,  I 
tell  you.  I  am  not  the  party  ooncemed,  say  yoa? 
How  is  that  ?  Did  I  not  undertake  to  fight  this  part 
of  the  Bcrimmage  for  you?  I  eay,  I  have  eyery- 
thing  to  do  with  it,  and  it  is  my  affair,  and  I  won't 
be  quiet.  There  is  my  note  of  hand,  here  is  my 
corpus — habeas — ^if  you  can  get  it,  Mr.  Lonsmore." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  remained  motionless  and  silent  in 
his  chair,  and  watched  Lord  Chasekepe's  eflbrtsto 
calm  down  the  rage  of  his  fierce  little  friend.  His 
note  fell  on  the  floor  at  Mr.  Lonsmore*s  feet,  who 
took  it  up  and  calmly  placed  it  upon  the  tahk, 
where  the  other  had  lain  before. 

''I  tell  you,  Chasekepe,  that  I  will  not  say 
another  word  if  you  will  promise  to  leaye  the 
matter  in  my  hands.  You  may  repay  me,  if  yon 
like,  either  the  money — ^if  I  get  any  to  pay— or 
the  corpus ;  but, — well,  I  will  sit  down  and  not 
say  another  word,  if  you  will  just  get  out  of  that 
man  the  dirty  trick  he  practised  to  obtain  that 
note.  There,  I  will  not  say  another  word,  if  he 
will  answer.  Now  question  him,  and  d— e  if  it 
isn't  a  poser  I '^ 

The  little  Major  sat  down  bolt  upright  in  his 
chsur,  and  screwed  up  his  lips  to  prevent  them  bm 
uttering  a  sound,  while  Chasekepe,  turning  fima 
him  to  Mr.  Lonsmore,  said, — 

"  I  thiok  my  friend  is  right,  Mr.  Lonsmore  and 
while  I  apologise  for  his  heat  and  violence,''— here 
the  Major  gave  his  face  an  additional  screw,—"  I 
think  we  have  a  right  to  have  his  qaestioa 
answered/' 

''  The  matter  must  rest  here  for  the  present^my 
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Lord ;  I  have  been  insulted  and  ill-treated  in  mj 
own  house^  and  shall  not  condescend  to  explain 
anything.  Meanwhile,  with  your  Lordship's  per- 
miflsion^  I  shall  keep  this  note  of  hand,  and  reserve 
my  communications  for  another  time  and  place. 
Major  Biggs  will  have  his  explanation^  and  must 
render  his  account  too." 

''  I  would  rather  you  accept  my  promise,  Mr. 
Lionsmore,  and  restore  my  friend  his  note ;  he  is 
not,  as  you  are  aware,  the  responsible  party." 

''  Pardon,  my  Lord ;  I  must  be  allowed  to  retain 

it ;  a  man  is  not  to  be  insulted  and "     Mr. 

Lfonsmore  again  hesitated. 

'*  Say  it — say  it,  if  you  dare  1  *'  burst  out  the 
Major,  as  he  half  started  up  from  his  chair. 

Lord  Chasekepe  raised  his  hand  deprecatingly, 
and  his  fiery  friend  immediately  resumed  his  bolt 
upright  position  on  his  chair ;  and  his  dark  hairy 
face  was  puckered  up  to  comical  tightness,  while, 
to  console  himself  for  his  forced  silence,  he  shook 
his  fist  angrily  at  the  by  this  time  composed  coun- 
tenance of  his  antagonist. 

''Since  you  insist,  Mr.  Lonsmore,  we  must 
yield,  for  I  hold  myself  bound  to  make  every 
reparation;  it  would  be  more  satisfactory  to  all 
parties  if  you  could  give  the  explanation  my 
friend  has  asked  for,  with,  I  must  confess,  too  great 
heat.*'  Here  the  Major's  face  most  vigorously 
described  several  horizontal  arcs  in  rapid  succession. 
**  Still,  if  you  refuse,  we  must  be  content." 

*'  I  must  be  allowed  to  decline  for  the  present," 
Bsid  Mr.  Lonsmore. 

VOL.  m.  L 
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"  Then,  Major,  we  will  take  our  leave.  Are 
you  ready?** 

.''  And  tight  glad  am  I,  for  thb  man  is  a  pre* 
cious  raa — ^ 

**  Major,  I  entreat  you — " 

*'  Wdl,  I  will  say  nothing;  but  I  think  a  great 
deal,  and  will  let  hiln  know  it,  too^  shortly/ 
And,  with  an  indignant  toss  of  his  head,  whidi 
Mr.  Lonsmore  answered  with  a  slight  bow,  he 
left  the  room,  followed,  after  a  short  interval,  by 
his  friend,  who  stayed  an  instant  to  whisper  with 
their  host,  and  parted  from  him  without  shaking 
hands,  but  with  a  low  bow. 

The  Black  Major  had,  by  his  sudden  and  v^rons 
measure,  disconcerted  many  jdans,  which  a  short 
account  of  Lord  Chasekepe's  note  of  hand  will 
expl^.  It  had  been  drawn  at  cme  of  the  late 
Newmarket  meetings,  in  the  latter  part  of  the 
previous  year,  to  pay  a  bet  lost  to  MarcotL  Doo 
Esteban  Negrillo  had,  after  his  introduction  to 
the  Tartarus,  engaged  in  a  few  transactions  with 
its  proprietor,  and  in  order  to  ke^  some  hold 
on  his  companion,  Chasekepe,  had  procured  the 
transfer  of  this  note  from  Marcoti»  who  happened 
to  show  it  to  hiuL 

Don  Esteban  had  no  particular  motive  at  first 
in  obtaining  this  note,  beyond  that  of  gratifyii^ 
his  vanity  and  love  of  power,  by  thus  hoMiiig 
a  check  over  the  acknowledged  leader  of  the  gay 
fashionables  who  surrounded  him.  Later,  when 
Chasekepe  so  signally  triumphed  over  tiie  banker 
of  the  Tartarus,  Marcoti  made  repeated  appfica- 
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tions  to  Don  Esteban  to  restore  him  the  note, 
offering  much  more  than  he  had  received  for  it^ 
though,  of  course,  not  its  full  nominal  value* 
This  anjdety  on  the  part  of  Marcoti  rendered 
Don  Esteban  more  obstinate  in  keeping  posses- 
sion, particularly  when  Chasekepe  announced  his 
intention  of  leaving  England,  an  event  which 
Don  Esteban  was  not  desirous  should  take  place 
at  present.  He  had  been  too  useful  and  too 
amusing  to  be  parted  with,  and  he  had  other 
reasons  for  wishing  his  stay. 

It  has  been  told  how  the  adroit  fingers  of  Mr. 
Lascelles  happened  to  find  Esteban's  pocket-book, 
and  the  method  of  transfer  from  that  gentleman 
to  Mr.  Lonsmore,  through  the  medium  of  Potato 
Peter,  may  be  pretty  well  surmised. 

The  little  Black  Major,  therefore,  had  defeated 
Morcoti's  endeavours  to  regain  possession  of  the 
paper.  He  had  rendered  useless  Don  Esteban's 
obstinate  determination  not  to  give  it  up;  and  had 
quite  checkmated  the  unscrupulous  artifices  by 
which  Mr.  Lonsmore  had  obtained  it,  and  thwarted 
the  manoeuvres  of  which  he  intended  to  make  it 
the  pivot.  For,  having  no  legal  right  to  its  pos- 
sesion, the  note  which  the  indignant  Major  left 
behind  in  its  place  was  as  valueless  for  his  purpose 
as  was  the  pledged  word  of  Lord  Chasekepe 
himself,  that  he  would  make  it  good. 

Long  Mr.  Lonsmore  sat  in  his  dining-room, 
pondering    thereupon,  and    most   unsatisfactory 
were  the  conclusions  at  which  he  arrived  after  all 
lu8  pondering.    He  was  checkmated. 
l2 
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TAXIS  RXrUOl  WITH  HD  Wm — 1 
U0H1L  BIATJVORT  nm&POflES  TO  1 
iriSBB  THI  rUB  MQUKKEtb—AK  UH 

A  WEEK  had  passed  away  f 
had  cooducted  Sir  Marl 
Esteban's  apartment  in  1 
The  researches  of  the  litti 
backed  by  the  utmost  e 
cooperation  of  his  London  I 
had  spared  neitherpromim 
himself,  in  person,  given 
could;  but  in  yain. 

At  the  suggestion  of  M 
domieiliare  had  been  made 
in  Greek  Street,  but  the 
ductive  of  no  result.  Au 
his  old  acquaintance,  Cmc 
fied  with  his  first  visit,  ai 
master's  direction,  founo 
hiding-place,  and  left  him 
guardians. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  VALLEY  OP  GOLD.  245 

It  was  a  fine  spring  mornings  and  the  fresh 
breezes  from  the  river  and  the  hills  beyond  swept 
sweetly  along,  as  yet  uncontaminated  by  the  smoke 
and  polluted  atmosphere  of  the  reeking  metro- 
polis, towards  which  they  were  hastening. 

The  sun  shone  brightly  on  the  sparkling  stream, 
and  the  songs  of  the  birds  penetrated  through  the 
open  windows  of  the  cottage  where  Sir  Martin 
Bannerford  had  found  a  refuge.  He  lay  on  a  neat 
clean  bed  in  the  cleanest  of  chambers,  his  soiled 
dress  contrasting  strangely  with  the  snow-white 
coverlid,  on  which  he  had  thrown  himself  without 
undressing.  He  was  again  sleeping,  and  by  the 
side  of  his  bed  sat  his  wife  and  his  daughter.  The 
eyes  of  both  were  red  with  weeping,  and  their 
faces  were  worn  and  haggard  with  watching 
through  the  night;  for  they  had  cause  for  watching, 
and  cause  for  weeping  too.  The  window  of  the 
chamber  was  open,  and  the  bright  rays  of  the 
morning  sun  streamed  in  happily,  and  the  breezes 
wafted  to  their  ears  the  blithe  chirping  of  the 
birds  from  without. 

"  I  wish,  Edith,  love,  you  would  lie  down  and 
rest  awhile  after  your  long  watching,  or  else  try 
the  freshening  effect  of  this  bright  morning,  ^ark 
how  cheerful  and  happy  all  seems,  except  our- 
selves.'* 

"  And  leave  you,  mother,  to  watch  and  weep 
alone?"  replied  Edith,  stooping  over  her  work, 
and  stitching  still  faster  to  hide  the  tears  that  fell 
from  her  eyes.  ^^  I  cannot,  dearest  mother,  but 
do  you  try;  come,  let  me  take  away  your  sewing. 
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ftod  I  will  watch.     I  am  younger  and  stioiiger 
than  you  are ;  and  see,  I  do  not  cry  now.* 

As  she  spoke,  she  drew  her  handkerchief  acrosB 
her  eyes,  and  putting  back  the  dark  brown  bands 
of  glossy  hair  from  her  marble  forehead,  she 
looked  up  into  her  mother's  sad  face,  and  tried 
her  best  to  force  a  smile. 

Lady  Bannerford  shook  her  head  sorrowiuOy, 
and  imprinted  a  kiss  on  Edidi's  forehead  by  way 
of  reply. 

'<  Then  let  me  arrange  a  bed  here  in  this  onner, 
dear  mother,  and  we  will  take  it  by  turns ;  osij 
you  begin  first;  I  could  not  sleep  in  this  bright 
morning  light," 

**  Nor  I,  Edith.  It  is  not  sleep  I  want;  sleep- 
less nights  are  no  strangers  to  me,  nor  to  you 
either,  I  fear,  my  child.  But  we  must  sew  away, 
and  get  these  dresses  done,  if  possible,  before  he 
awakes;  though  I  wish,  Edith,  that  you  would 
put  yours  aside.  I  can  finish  very  well  alone; 
besides,  you  have  not  once  been  able  to  touch 
your  wax  flowers  since — since — ^he  came  to  us.** 

"  Oh,  I  shall  soon  make  up  for  that,  dearmoth^, 
and  I  would  rather  help  you  in  this;  for  I  am 
surejt  is  our  sombre  mourning  that  irritates  him, 
and  makes  him  forget.  He  b  sorry  for  it  after- 
wards, I  dare  say.  Oh!  he  will  be  kinder  when  he 
awakes,  and  sees  us  dressed  in  gay  colours  like 
these." 

"  But,  Edith,  my  child,  I  am  ashamed  to  say—'* 
began  Lady  Bannerford,  and  hesitated,  choked  by 
her  tears. 
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**  Tell  me^  moth^,  tell  me  alL  Am  I  not 
your  own  daughter?*' 

^'  True;  and  a  comfort  and  blessing  that  a  mer- 
ciful Heaven  has  yet  left  me.  I  thought  it  hard 
to  push  your  young  talents,  love,  and  live  upon 
the  toil  of  your  tender  fingers;  but  I  must  con- 
fess that  the  pittance  on  which  we  depend,  eked 
oat»  my  noble  Edith,  by  your  labour,  is  all 
gone, — allP 

**  Toil,  mother;  do  you  call  it  a  toil,  when  I 
have  the  privilege  of  helping  my  mother?  It  was 
thoughtless  of  me — I  will  begin  again  this  instant. 
I  have  all  ready  down-stairs,  and,  luckily,  I  have 
commissions  enough  to  do;  and  then  you  know, 
dear  mother,  they  have  promised  to — to  pay  much 
more.  AH  will  be  right.  My  father  shall  have 
all  he  wants,  and  will  be  kind.'' 

"  There  it  is, dear  Edith,*'  whispered  her  mother 
**  He  requires  so  much;  and  is  so  angry  at  any 
delay  in  satisfying  his  demands." 

**  Then  he  shall  have  all  he  asks  for,  mother." 

''  Oh,  not  aU,  Edith,  it  will  kill  him;  he  wiU 
kiU  himself." 

**  At  least,  dear  mother,  we  will  not  lack  for 
means,  while  I  have  fingers,"  said  Edith,  with  a 
smile, — that  was  almost  happy. 

Both  remained  silent  awhile,  each  occupied  with 
her  own  thoughts,  which  seemed  instinctively  to 
fix  upon  the  same  object. 

*'  It  was  strange,  mother,  that  we  should  again 
meet  that  gentleman  who — who  was  so  kind  to  us 
—was  it  not?" . 
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"  Yea,  Editb;  and  almost  at  the  same  place." 

**  He  is  very  different  from  the  dark  gentleman 
who  brought  my  father  here ;  and,  do  you  know, 
I  have  once  seen  him  pass  our  cottage." 

"Indeed,  Edith!" 

Edith  blushed.  "I  did  not  like  to  say  I  had  no- 
ticed him,  mother.  I  tried  to  tell  you,  mother, 
but  could  not.  Now  I  will  go,  and  work  away 
at  my  flowers.  I  am  now  quite  happy,  mother, 
to  think  I  can  help  you." 

"  Stay,  Edith,  do  not  go  just  yet,"  sud  her 
mother,  glancing  uneasily  at  the  sleeper,  as  he 
moved  restlessly  upon  the  bed. 

Edith  got  up  from  her  seat,  and  taking  a 
handkerchief,  covered  once  more  the  furrowed 
and  inflamed  face  of  her  father. 

**  There,  dear  mother,  he  will  sleep. calmly  now, 
and  we  will  try  to  make  him  happy,  and  then  you 
will  be  happy,  and  I  shall  be  happy." 

Lady  Bannerford  shook  her  head  sadly. 

'^  Oh  no  I  we  cannot  be  happy  without  Harold 
and  dear  Edgar ;  but  then,  perhaps,  they  will  come 
back  soon;  they  do  not  write  for  that  very  reason. 
Oh!  I  am  so  glad  that  they  have  not  written, 
mother,  though  it  seems  strange  to  say  so." 

Poor  Edith!  that  had  been  the  great  source  of 
grief  to  her  young  heart,  but  she  strove  to  turn  it 
into  a  means  of  comfort  to  her  mother. 

"  And  when  they  come,  dear  mother,  they  will 
take  care  of  our  father,  and  protect  him;  for  the 
strange  dark  man  who  brought  him  here  said  he 
was  in  great  danger — did  he  not?  And  his  servant, 
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too,  told  me  not  to  let  even  old  Alice  know  that 
he  was  here;  but  he  did  not  know  how  faithful 
and  trusty  old  Alice  is.** 

''We  may  trast  old  Alice,  Edith,  but  the 
foreign  gentleman  is  quite  right  in  saying  that  no 
one  must  know  of  his  being  here.  Oh  I  if  we 
could  but  make  him  remember  that,  and  keep  him 
from  that  dreadful  brandy,  which  makes  him  rave 
and  become  so  furious,  all  would  be  well — no  one 
would  know;  though  there  is  one  whom  I  fear, 
and  I  have  always  feared.  God  forgive  him  for 
the  wrong  he  has  done  me  and  mine !" 

**  You  mean  Mr.  Placet  Lonsmore,  mother; 
surely  he  will  not  come." 

''  Edith,  I  always  shudder  when  I  think  of  that 
man,  and  a  trembling  terror  makes  me  shake  all 
over.  I  do  not  suppose  that  he  will  come  here.  In- 
deed, he  thinks  we  are  hiding  from  every  eye,  name- 
less and  unknown.  Yet  for  all  this,  Edith,  he  will 
not  leave  us  in  peace;  and  he  has  written  to  say, 
that  a  foreign  banker  in  one  of  the  smallest  Rhine 
towns  will  henceforth  pay  to  Mrs.  Ford  the 
pittance  he  doles  out  to  those  whom  he  has  so 
cruelly  wronged." 

*'  What,  mother,  does  he  wish  to  drive  us  from 
dear  old  England?" 

*'  He  does  not  say  so  exactly,  Edith,  but  in  his 
cold,  dry,  cruel  way  he  sends  me  the  address  of 
his  agents,  and  expects  us,  I  suppose,  to  go  all 
those  weary  hundreds  of  miles  to  daim  his  wretched 
bounty.     He  would  be  safely  rid  of  us  there." 

"  Never,  mother,  never ! "  exclaimed  Edith,  with 
lS 
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flashing  eye.  "  Let  u 
support  ourselves,  until 
save  us  all;  and  they  i 
father  too  against  e 
will." 

Lady  Bannerford  fl 
Edith's  warmth,  but  1 
usual  saddened  express! 

"  It  is  now,  Edith,  1 
cruel  man  the  most ;  al 
nothing  to  what  he  cou 
that  his  hunted  victim 

**  But  he  never  does 
nor  Aunt  Margaret  eitli 

"  S/ie  could  do  us  nc 
sorry  that  she  does  not 
not  understand  all,  ray 
mercy  to  you  to  keep  y 

"  But  when  my  brot 
all ;  you  said  so,  mothc 
not?" 

**  It  was  right  they  t 
only  distress  you." 

"  It  distresses  you, 
ought  to  share  in  all  th; 

**  You  share  enougl 
replied  her  mother,  lool 
ing  in  a  yet  lower  whis] 
I  thank  Heaven  that  he 
our  affectionate  care." 

"  Oh,  we  will  be  goc 
spite   of  all;    thos( 
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seemed  to  wish  him  to  be  well  taken  care  of. 
The  dark  foreigner *• 

Edith  stopped. 

'^  What  of  him,  mj  child?  I  saw  him  speak 
to  70U  aside  yesterday.  What  did  he  say?  You 
have  not  told  me" 

'^He  spoke  very  kindly,  dear  mother,  and 
wished  me^— I  did  not  tell  you,  for  I  knew  it 
would  grieve  you.  He  wished  me  to  take  money, 
but  we  are  too  proud  for  that,  and  you  would  not 
like  it  unless  we  earned  it/' 

^'You  did  quite  right,  Edith;  I  loathed  what 
\Ye  received  from  him  who  has  done  us  such 
wrong,  though  I  believe  we  have  a  right  to  it. 
But  it  is  ended  now.  You  did  quite  right, 
dearest,  to  refuse  his  offer.  I  do  not  like  him, 
Edith;  there  is  a  fearful  look  about  his  dark  eyes 
that  frightens  me.  Your  father,  too,  when  he  is 
not  too  furious,  is  afraid  of  him.  No,  I  do  not 
like  him,  and  I  hope  he  will  not  come  often. 
Your  father  asks  more  imperiously  for  brandy 
when  he  is  here.'' 

**  Don  Esteban  says  that  it  is  needful  to  him 
now,  mother,  and  that  without  it  he  would  die.*' 

**  It  cannot  be,  Edith ;  without  it  he  would  not 
be  so  fierce  and  furious,  so  mad,  so  cruel." 

^'I  will  ask  Don  Esteban,  mother,  to  persuade 
my  father  not  to  take  it — ^he  has  great  influence 
over  him." 

**  No,  Edith,  you  must  not;  and  do  not  talk  to 
Don  Esteban,  love.  I  do  not  know  why— I  do 
not  like  you  to  speak  to  him.'* 
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"  He  said  he  should  com< 
and  ask  us  to  ride  with  hin 

"  That  would  not  be  rigl 
cannot  leave  the  house." 

"  But  I  can  stay,  moth 
kind  of  him  to  ask;  he  se 
you  are  getting  thinner,  an 
my  heart  aches  to  see  you.' 

**  No,  Edith,  we  neithe 
afraid  of  Don  Esteban.'* 

*^  He  seems  very  kind, 
something  about  him  that  : 
fortable.  He  is  not  so  ( 
as  the  stranger  we  met,  ai 
same." 

Lady  Banner  ford  gazed 
the  fair  innocent  face  of  he 
deeply  as  she  replied  once  i 

"  No,  Edith,  I  shall  not 
eitlier.  God  protect  you, 
preserve  me  to  watch  ove 
my  sons,  my  brave  Han 
make  haste,  make  haste  to 
lest  I  be  snatched  away  froi 

Edith  strove  to  com  for 
and  twined  her  arms  roun 
wet  cheeks,  and  whispered, 
something  in  my  heart  telh 
will  not  be  long  away." 

"  Edith,  listen  to  me,  L 
trying  to  restrain  her  tej 
ys  to  repeat  to  me  e\ 
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aays  to  you,  and  do  not  stay  a  minute  down  stairs 
with  Don  Esteban*  He  is  an  old  man,  and, 
perhaps,  means  well,  but  remember  my  words, 
love,  and  remain  at  my  side.*' 

'^Hush,  dear  mollierl  see,  he  stirs — ^he  is 
awake — ^he  starts ! " 

*^  God  grant  he  may  have  recovered  then  from 
the  furious  fit  that  lasted  so  long." 

The  sleeper  turned,  started,  and  then  rose  up- 
right upon  the  bed,  and  looked  round  him.  He 
had  not  been  asleep  very  long,  for  morning  had 
broken  before  the  fumes  of  the  liquor  of  which  he 
had  drunk  so  freely,  overcame  him  so  far  as  to 
induce  sleep.  The  anguish  of  the  mother  and 
daughter,  the  witnesses  of  his  debasement,  the 
listeners  to  his  ravings,  and  also  the  sufferers  from 
his  violence,  cannot  be  described. 

When  he  awoke,  it  was  not  like  one  refreshed, 
but  with  an  insane  and  ferocious  stare  he  looked 
from  one  to  the  other,  as  he  exclaimed,  **  Oh, 
you  are  there!  then  it  was  a  dream,  and  you 
have  not  sent  to  give  me  up.'*  And  the  maniac — 
for  he  was  one  until  the  fury  of  his  intoxication 
was  slept  off— poured  forth  a  flood  of  ferocious 
denunciations  upon  his  wife. 

''Edith,  love,  you  have  your  flowers  to  make 
up;  go,  leave  us,  he  will  grow  calmer,"  said  Lady 
Bannerford,  in  an  imploring  voice. 

"Stayl"  cried  the  tyrant;  "let  the  girl  stop 
here ;  she  is  going  to  fetch  'em,  eh  ?  Stay,  I  tell 
you,  stay,"  and  he  dashed  his  foot  violently  upon 
a  stool  at  Edith's  feet,  and  crushed  it  to  atoms. 
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"  You  are  my  wife — she 
will  be  obeyed,  or,  if  sh 
me  a  glass, — Wliere  is 
shouted,  with  increasing 
robbed  me  of  it,  have  yoi 

"It  is  all  gone,  Mar 
said  Lady  Bannerford,  su 

"  You  He,"  he  cried,  w 
it,  or  send  that  girl  for 
dream  you  are  hatching 
dare  say  you  are.    Ha!  i 

Poor  Edith  could  not 
as  she  saw  her  father  sf 
leap  upon  her  poor  mot 
a  tiger. 

Poor  Alice,  their  old  i 
listening  in  trembling  up 
street  door,  and,  regard! 
secrecy  that  had  been  in 
aloud  for  help. 

A  tall  gentleman,  who 
moment  before,  sprang  p 
door. 

"Thank  God,  Sir!  up 
poor  old  creature,  scarce] 
with  her  trembling  hands 
was  repeated  from  above. 

Sir  Lionel  Beaufort — 
passing  the  cottage,  ho] 
glimpse  of  the  fair  young 
an  impression  upon  him — 
idith's  cries,  burst  int 
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scene  met  hii  eyes.  Sir  Martin  Bannerfordy 
actually  foaming  in  his  fury,  held  his  wife  by  the 
hair  of  her  head,  pressing  her  back  over  the  chair, 
while  his  daughter  dung  to  his  uplifted  hand,  in 
which  he  clutched  an  empty  bottle  nused  ready  to 
be  dashed  down  upon  her  mother's  upturned  face. 

To  spring  upon  the  madman,  and  wrest  his 
weapon  from  his  hand,  was  the  work  of  a  moment, 
and  the  next  minute  Sir  Lionel  held  his  two  arms 
firmly  pinioned  behind  him. 

''Leave  us,  ladies,  he  shall  do  you  no  harm," 
cried  Sir  Lionel ;  ''  only  leave  him  with  me ;  he 
will  be  calmer  now." 

Indeed,  the  drunkard  seemed  cowed  as  soon  as 
he  felt  Sir  Lionel's  strong  grasp,  and  neither 
spoke  nor  struggled. 

"  Oh,  do  not  hurt  him,  Sir,  he  is  not  himself  I " 
cried  his  unhappy  wife. 

'^Go,  Edith,  leave  us;  this  gentleman  will 
protect  me." 

It  was  a  sad  seene  for  the  recognition  which 
mother  and  daughter  made  simultaneously.  But 
this  was  no  occasion  for  an  explanation,  and  Sir 
Lionel's  only  object  was  to  persuade  them  to  leave 
the.  room,  while  he  completed  his  subjugation  of 
the  baflled  monster. 

**  You  also  will  come,  dear  mother;  I  dare  not 
leave  you,"  cried  poor  Edith.  ''  And  see,  here  is 
Don  Estebaa;  now,  dearest  mother,  let  us  leave 
this  room  together." 

Don  Esteban,  who  made  his  appearance  so 
opportunely,   seconded   Edith's    entreaties,    and 
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Lady  Bannerford  suffered  herself  to  be  led  to  the 
room  below,  where,  locked  in  each  other*8  arms, 
mother  and  daughter  mingled  their  sobs  and  tears. 
Don  Esteban  returned  to  the  chamber  above. 

Sir  Martin  sat  upon  the  bed,  gazing  round,  with 
his  now  almost  habitual  look  of  insani^.  Sr 
Lionel  stood  by  in  rilence,  still  holding  the  bottle 
in  his  hand.  Don  Esteban  seemed  taken  by 
surprise  at  his  presence.  He  had  not  calculated 
upon  such  an  event.  He  was  not  quite  unac- 
quainted with  Sir  Lionel's  person ;  having  seen 
him  in  Lord  Chasekepe's  company,  and  seeing 
him  there,  where  he  had  least  expected  to  meet 
any  one,  he  stood  a  moment  at  the  door  doubtful 
how  to  act. 

**  You  seem  surprised  at  my  presence  here," 
began  Sir  Lionel;  ''if  you  are,  as  I  presume,  a 
friend  of  these  ladies,  you  will  not  suffer  this  niad- 
man  to  remain  at  large  here." 

**  Oh,  he  is  no  madman,''  replied  Don  Esteban, 
with  his  foreign  accent;  '^he  has  drained  this 
bottle,  you  see,  and  is  beside  himself.'* 

Sir  Lionel  pointed  significantly  to  the  bed,  and 
truly  the  appearance  of  Sir  Mardn  bore  out  his 
words. 

**  I  say,  he  must  not  remain  at  large." 

*^  He  would  not  be  at  large  long,  if  those  who 
are  seeking  him  had  their  will,"  replied  Don 
Esteban,  with  a  sinister  scowl  at  his  old  enemy. 

"  Who  is  he  ?  " 

"Can  I  trust  you?" 

"My  name  is  Sir  Lionel  Beaufort    I  am  s 
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himself  once  more  on  the  bed,  and  tnrned  twtj 
his  face. 

''  I  can  do  no  further  good,  then,  by  remaining,** 
said  Sir  Lionel  ''You  will  take  every  care  of 
your  friends,  and  convey  my  sympathy  and  respects. 
I  will  not  intrude  upon  their  sorrow.'* 

Don  Esteban  bowed  in  silence,  as  Sir  Lionel 
took  his  departure,  and  muttered, — 

''  Strange  that  he  should  have  found  him  oot; 
I  wonder  if  Chasekepe  had  a  hand  in  it  I  will 
send  Fran9ois  to  this  cockino  while  I  make  mj 
arrangements  with  them  below.    I  will  dally  no 

longer ;  if  they  consent,  good — if  not *  he  did 

not  finish,  but  his  look  of  vindictive  malice  qwke 
volumes  for  his  sinister  intentions. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

MX8TBI8B    MABOABR    LORSXOIM    TXSm    THB    BPOKU    Dip^T— ICB. 
UkflOBLLBS,  ALUS  THB  BBV.  BAXSThlW  SATMALL,  ALLOWS  A  TOVRO 

fbihtd  to  Yisra  xbs.  lonsxobb's  gabblaoi— ooirsiQunr  bu- 

APPBABAHOB   Of   AB   XBPIAB   BHAWI^  BXa — POUCBMAB   X  24   I>Uh 
PLATS  ORBAT  TALBHT. 

A  TBRT  handsome  carriage  drove  tip  to  Miss 
Spoker*8  d^pdt ;  a  verj  tall  Jeames  with  well- 
developed  calves  and  well-powdered  hair  dropped 
down  from  behind,  opened  the  carriage  door 
with  a  flourish,  let  fall  the  steps  with  a  clatter, 
and  throwing  himself  into  the  proper  attitude, 
gracefully  presented  his  arm  as  a  kind  of  living 
balustrade  to  Mrs.  Margaret  Lonsmore  as  she 
descended 

AU  this  was  done  in  such  style,  that  the  foot-folk 
could  not  help  standing  to  watch  the  proceeding. 
T\ke  handsome  carriage  was  an  attraction ;  the 
splendid  horses  were  an  attraction;  the  sleek 
conceited  serving-man  was  an  attraction.  Old 
John  the  coachman  used  to  shake  his  flaxen  wig, 
as  he  adjusted  himself  comfortably  upon  the  fringed 
hammerdoth,  and  vow ''that  the  whole  turn-out 
was  as  completely  the  thing,  as  if  Mr.  Lonsmore 
was  a  bred  and  bom  gentleman;'*  and  the  serving- 
man  wondered  thereat  exceedingly. 

There  was  one  pair  of  stray  passers-by  upon 
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whom  the  equipage  or  something  concerned  there- 
with exercised  a  particuUir  attraction.  They  were 
a  tall  gentlemanly  dressed  man,  and  a  little  boy 
wearing  a  short  cloak  with  a  ftir  collar. 

The  boy  gave  his  elder  companion  a  pull,  and 
actually  winked  up  at  his  grave  face ;  a  proceeding 
quite  incompatible  with  the  irreproachable  white 
cravat  and  respectable  black  in  which  he  was 
clothed. 

"  Be  quiet,  boy, — I  saw  it,"  replied  the  elder 
person,  who  at  the  time  carried  in  his  pocket  a 
handsome  card-case,  on  which  was  engraved,  *'  Hie 
Reverend  Suntlie  Saveall.''  The  week  before,  cards 
on  which  was  engraved  the  name  of  Mr.  Lascelles, 
had  filled  the  same  case.  A  few  words  in  ex- 
pressive slang  were  interchanged  between  the 
pair,  as  they  walked  about  a  hundred  yards  beyond 
the  carriage. 

**  They  are  all  staring  in  at  the  window,"  said 
the  boy,  looking  back  under  his  tutor's  arm ;  for 
that  was  the  relation  in  which  they  professed  to 
stand;  and  truly  Mr.  Lascelles,  or  the  Reverend 
Saintlie,  was  his  tutor,  and  an  investigation  of  the 
rooms  at  Nick's  Court  would  have  made  a  carious 
revelation  of  the  nature  of  their  studies. 

An  ignorant  inquirer  would  have  wondered  at 
the  use  of  the  stuffed  figures  hung  with  beUs-- 
but  had  they  seen  little  Joey  dexterously  ex- 
tricate from  their  pockets  purses  and  watches, 
card- cases,  pocket-books,  and  handkerchiefs,  with- 
out once  causing  the  bells  to  ring,  his  curiosity 
would  have  been  soon  satisfied. 
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Meg's  performances  on  stuffed  old  ladies,  with 
mnflfs,  were  also  inimitable  in  their  way ;  her  use  of 
the  scissors  was  very  dexterous,  and  bade  defiance 
to  innumerable  petticoats,  and  dived  into  the  most 
hidden  recesses  of  the  most  hidden  pockets. 

But  the  room  at  Nick's  Court  was  not  easily 
got  at,  except  by  its  usual  occupants,  and  so  its 
other  contents  must  remain  a  mystery. 

*•  Now,  Joey,  we  will  return,  and  while  I  take 
off  the  flunkey,  do  it  sharp.  I  saw  it  lying  on 
the  seat  quite  convenient,**  said  the  elder  gentle- 
man in  black,  as  they  retracted  their  steps  back 
towards  Mrs.  Lonsmore's  carriage. 

••  Fs  fly,"  replied  the  urchin,  trotting  along  by 
his  tutor's  side,  and  again  winking  up  in  his  face. 

The  pair  returned  slowly,  and  at  their  leisure, 
towards  Miss  Spoker's  depdt. 

"  There  is  a  heavy  carrier's  waggon,  Joey, 
coming  up  on  this  side ;  it  will  cover  the  off- door 
— quick,  boy,  come  on,  now  is  our  time.*' 

The  tall  Jeames  that  stood  in  graceful  attitude 
at  the  open  door  of  Mrs.  Lonsmore's  carriage  was 
quite  flattered  by  the  respectful  air  with  which  the 
dergyman  asked  him  the  way  to  a  Foreign  and 
Domestic  Bible  office,  whose  name  he  gave. 

Of  course  Jeames  did  not  know,  but  the 
Reverend  Siuntlie  did  not  care  for  that ;  he  had  an 
excellent  excuse  ready  for  diverting  Jeames's 
attention  up  the  street,  in  the  opposite  direction 
to  that  of  the  horses'  heads. 

Indeed,  Jeames  fairly  turned  his  back  upon  the 
carriage  door,  while  he  perused  the  address  which 
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the  Reverend  sabmitted  to  his  inspection,  and  was 
not  at  all  diasatisfied  at  showing  how  well  he  coald 
read  off  the  flourishing  characters  of  the  writing. 

The  group  round  the  Spoker  dep6t  were  nost 
intently  gaxing  upon  its  windows,  and  little  Joej, 
who  had  fallen  behind,  noted  this  circumstance  at 
a  glance.  He  gave  a  sly  squint  up  at  John  the 
coachman ;  that  obese  incUvidual  was  indulging  ia 
a  doze :  next  he  inwardly  chuckled  at  the  favour- 
able position  in  which  long  Jeames  was  standing, 
and  all  unobserved,  light  as  a  butterfly,  he  darted 
through  the  open  door  into  the  carriage,  just  as  a 
heavy  carrier  waggon  came  lumbering  past  on  the 
other  side. 

In  half  a  minute  the  ofl*-door  next  the  waggon 
gently  opened ;  Joey  was  an  adept  in  turning  dcxv 
handles  without  noise.  Before  the  waggon  had 
rolled  past,  a  splendid  cashmere  shawl  and  a 
gorgeous  port^monnaie  of  pearl  and  gold — (Mns. 
Lonsmore  had  a  bill  at  Miss  Spoker's,  and  did  not 
require  cash) — were  neatly  stowed  away  under 
Joey's  cloak,  and  slipping  either  round  or  under 
the  waggon,  he  kept  it  between  himself  and  the 
carriage  like  a  screen.  The  reverend  questioner 
moved  on,  learing  Jeames  puffed  up  still  more 
consequentially,  and  prepared  to  hand  his  lady  into 
the  carriage  with  an  extra  flourish,  as  she  re- 
appeared from  the  recesses  of  the  depot  Mn. 
Lonsmore  had  scarcely  disturbed  the  counterpoised 
balance  of  her  welLhung  carriage  by  her  light 
pressure  on  the  step,  when  she  sprang  back  i^gain. 

**  My  purse!    my   shawl!    where   are  they? 
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James,  who  has  been  here?  '*  she  ezclaimedf  dart- 
ing a  look  of  terror  into  the  carriage,  as  if  she 
expected  to  see  a  Jack  Sheppard  crouching  in  the 
comer,  or  a  Bill  Sykes  ready  to  spring  upon  her. 

Jeames  poked  in  his  long  neck,  and  drew  it 
back  again  so  quickly,  and  with  such  a  look  of 
intense  fright,  or  perhaps  dismay,  at  the  un- 
accountable disappearance  of  the  property  his 
mistress  left  in  his  care,  that  Mrs.  Lonsmore 
rushed  back  into  Miss  Spoker's  d^pot  screaming — 
^'Thieves I  robbers  I — we  shall  be  murdered  in 
our  beds — I  mean,  our  carriages — James  I — John  ! 
— run  for  a  policeman.*' 

John  looked  round  and  down  from  his  soft 
hammerdoth,  and  his  bloated  face  wore  a  look  of 
puzzled  satisfaction,  as  if  he  were  still  dreaming. 
And  when  he  heard  his  mistress  tell  him  to  run, 
— him,  fat  Johnny,  who  had  not  seen  his  own 
knees  this  many  aday, — ^he  shook  his  three-cornered 
bat,  and  did  his  best  to  get  a  glimpse  of  his  toes, 
mentally  declaring  such  a  feat  as  running  impos- 
sible, and  wondering  what  on  earth  all  the 
sereaming  and  bustle  could  be  about  Jeames's 
long  1^8  appeared  to  him  to  be  moving  down  the 
pavement  in  most  undignified  haste,  and  his  white 
silken  hose  were  actually  splashed  with  mud,  as  he 
darted  across  the  street  and  pounced  frantically 
upon  a  blue  and  shiny  policeman.  Fat  Johnny 
then  had  an  idea  that  he  ought  to  do  something, 
and  for  the  first  time,  perhaps,  in  his  life,  gave  his 
*"  blessed  horses'*  a  downright  cut. 

They  sprang  forward.     The  carriage  swayed 
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backwards  and  forwards,  threatening  to  pitdi 
Johnny  on  to  the  startled  animals ;  both  the  doors 
flapped  to  and  fro,  and  both  Jeames  a^d  the  police- 
man had  to  shout  and  lift  up  their  arms  as  Johnny 
flew  past,  on  some  wild  ejcpedition  of  catclui^ 
somebody  or  something.  But  the  horses  were 
well  broken^  and  John,  fat  as  he  was,  brought 
them  up  and  round  in  first-rate  style. 

"  I  sees  how  it  is/  exclaimed  he  of  the  dhmy 
and  blue;  'Uhem  doors  is  open,  and  some  van 
made  a  dean  in  and  out  on  it.  They  calls  it 
'  the  tunnelling  dodge.'  But  where  was  your  pre- 
cious eyes,  Mr.  Jeames,  as  you  couldn't  see  it  all  f 

^'  Don't  mention  it,  Mr.  X  24,  which  I  see  k 
your  number,  ray  nerves  will  not  bear  reproach, 
and  that  is  the  first  remark  I  shall  make  to  my 
lady,  when  we  come  up  to  her.** 

"Where  is  she?" 

"I  left  her  at  the  d4p6t  yonder — Miss  SpokerV 

"  Tell  coachee  to  drive  there,  then.'* 

Jeames  thought  X  24  very  coarse  in  his  obser- 
vations, but  there  was  no  time  to  remark  thereon, 
so  he  made  John  understand  that  he  was  to  drive 
liack  to  Miss  Spoker's,  where  Mrs.  Lonsmore  h&d 
taken  refuge. 

Both  Miss  Spoker  and  Jocelyn  had  hard  work 
to  prevent  Mrs.  Lonsmore  from  fainting  outrigbt; 
but  with  the  help  of  smelling  salts,  aromatic 
vin^ar,  and  a  hundred  "goodness  graciooses!* 
varied  by  as  many  "gracious  goodnesses!"  they 
managed  to  get  her  to  recline  in  Miss  Spoker's 
own  proper  fauteuiL 
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'*  Only  thinkj  Miss  Spoker,  of  being  robbed  and 
murdered  in  one's  own  carriage,  in  the  open 
street  l^  sighed  Mistress  Margaret,  with  a  shudder, 
as  if  she  really  believed  she  had  only  barely 
escaped  that  awful  fate. 

^^  Only  think  of  their  impudence/*  replied  Miss 
Spoker ;  ^^  to  dare  to  set  foot  in  a  real  carriage^  and 
one  too  stopping  at  my  d^pot  I  ^ 

"You  always  collect  such  a  mob  round  your 
window,  Spoker." 

"Well,  Ma'am,  my  d6pdt  has  its  attractions, 
and  one  can't  help  folk  looking.  Even  cats,  Ma'am, 
may  look  anywhere.  Ma'am,"  retorted  the  Spoker 
beginning  to  feel  warm  at  anything  like  an  attack 
upon  her  d^pot  She  might  rail  against  the  foot- 
folk  outside  herself,  indeed  she  had  vehemently 
done  so  just  before,  when  she  ordered  Jocelyn  to 
pull  down  the  blinds,  which  that  person  did  with  a 
snap  that  intimated  her  supreme  disregard  for  the 
noses  of  the  foot-folk,  all  flattened  against  the 
window-panes  in  their  eagerness  to  stare  at  the 
lady  "  as  was  taken  sudden  like." 

Now  Miss  Spoker  might  enlarge  upon  this 
nuisance,  and  say  all  sorts  of  wicked  atrocities 
about  policemen,  and  area  attractions,  and  their 
mysterious  disappearances  always  at  the  very  nick 
of  time  when  most  required;  but  then  it  touched 
her  to  the  quick  when  Mrs.  Lonsmore  said  that 
she.  Miss  Selina  Spoker,  collected  a  mob — "A 
thing  I  detest,  Ma'am — the  greatest  nuisance  in  the 
city.  Ma'am,  next  to  the  gas-pipe  men,  and  water- 
pipe  men,  and  paving  men." 

VOL.  nL  M 
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<'  For  they  is  atrodoua — cuts  up  the  street  end 
stops  carriages  from  a-Goming,"  chimed  in  Miss 
Joceljn. 

Spoker  frowned  and  went  on, — '^They  are 
atrocious.  Ma'am,  but  then  we  are  not  to  Uame.** 

''I  do  not  say  you  are^  Spoker.  But  here 
comes  back  the  carriage.  They  have  caught  him. 
Let  me  out  I    Bring  him  here  I  the  rascaL" 

Jocelyn  hastened  to  open  the  door,  and  as  Mrs. 
Margaret  was  rushing  forward  in  full  expectancy 
of  seeing  a  culprit  heavily  dtained  and  fettered,  in 
the  hands  of  a  whole  section  of  blue  and  shiny, 
she  was  met  at  the  door  by  X  24,  behind  whom 
came  Jeames,  looking  supremely  uncomfortahle 
for  many  reasons^  not  the  least  of  which  was  a  great 
mud  splash  right  upon  the  swell  of  his  right  cal£ 

''This  here,  Mum,"  b^gan  X  24,  '*is  your 
carridge?'* 

*'  It  is,  and  it  has  been  robbed  too.  Where  is 
he  ?    Of  course  you  captured  the  ruffian." 

**  All  in  good  time,  in  coorse,  Mum.  But  what 
I  wants  to  know  is  this — what  was  took  ?  That's 
it — ^as  ac*rate  a  description.  Mum,  as  you  can  give, 
i£  you  please." 

''First,  there  was  a  beautiful  shawl — a  real 
Indian  shawl — brought  by  my  dear  father  himself 
from—but  that  does  not  matter.  It  is  of  immenfle 
value.  A  blue  ground,  with  a  goIdoDi  son  in  the 
centre,  and  golden  stars  round  it»  and  a  border  of 
white  fleecy  clouds,  with  a  firinge  of  gold  thread 
and  blue  silk.  It  was  worth  I  do  not  kxum  how 
much." 
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**  Perhaps  not.  Mum." 

«  But  youTl  get  it  back.  You'll  put  the  thief 
in  prison,  surely  ?  *' 

**  We'll  try.  Werry  good.  Mum,  anything  else. 
1*11  remember  the  blue,  and  sun,  and  stars,  and 
douds." 

**Then  there  was  a — a — porte-monnaie^  with 
the  sides  of  carved  pearl,  representing  Chinamen 
gathering  tea»  or  getting  the  stick,  or  something. 
At  all  events,  I  remember  distinctly  a  little  fat 
man  stooping,  with  a  long  pigtail  hanging  down 
his  back." 

*'  Uncommonly  well  described.  Mum.  Now  for 
the  contents." 

**  Why,  there  was  not  much  inside,"  said  Mistress 
Lionsmore,  blushing  until  Miss  Spoker^s  rouge 
looked  like  pink  spots  upon  a  crimson  ground; 
**  only  a  half-^sovereign,  I  believe,  and  a  few  six- 
pences."— Mrs.  Margaret's  finances  were  far  from 
flourishing. 

*'  I  wish  there  'ad  a  been  a  five*pun  note,  and  you 
^ad  a  taken  its  number  down.  Mum ;  we  would  'ave 
eotched  'em  safe  as  cheese  in  the  werry  act  then." 

What  X  24  meant  was  doubtful,  but  at  all 
events  he  meant  to  give  his  superiors  something  to 
fall  back  upon,  viz.  Ae  absence  of  the  note  and 
liumber.  Should  they  fail  in  recovering  the  pro* 
perty,  the  inspectors  would  praise  his  sharpness 
for  the  idea. 

''And  what  has  you  to  say  about  that  parson 
you  talked  on  ?    I  must  have  his  description  too 
in  black  and  white,  Mr.  Jeames." 
m2 
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"  Exactly.  He  was  most  Gertainly  dressed  in 
black  and  white." 

"  I  didn't  mean  that  Begs  your  pardon.  Mam. 
for  keepin'  you  standing  but  we  can  go  to  the 
office  to  the  inspector  if  yon  likes." 

''No,  stay  here,  let  me  hear  all,"  sud  Mrs. 
Lonsmore. 

**  Well  then,  this  man  wore  reglar  parson  togs. 
Now  what  kind  of  a  man  was  he  to  look  at,  Mr. 
Jeames?" 

"  Why,  not  dissimilar  to  other  men — a — a— ah!" 
replied  Jeames,  who  was  beginning  to  recover  his 
importance,  and  ended  his  sentence  with  the  nsoal 
affected  drawL 

"That  ain*t  saying  nothing,"  retorted  X  24 
somewhat  testily.  "  What  kind  of  eyes  had  he? 
what  nose  ?  what  whiskers  ?  ** 

Jeames  stroked  his  own  noae,  and  polled  his 
own  whiskers.  ''  Oh  I  exactly.  Ah  I  they  appeared 
to  me  black  and  curling  —  not  the  nose,  the 
whiskers.  The  nose  I  should  say  had  a  tinge  of 
red  towards  the  tip,  otherwise  pasty,  as  was  the 
rest  of  the  face — a~a — ^ah!"  Jeames  felt  at  his 
shirt-coUar,  and  looked  like  one  who  thought  he 
had  floored  his  man  rather. 

"  Well,  what  did  he  want  ?  What  did  he  say  ? 
What  did  he  begin  with?" 

"  The  fact  was,  I  believed  him  to  be  a  respectaUe 
clergyman.  I  judged  so — indeed  I  should  not  be 
surprised  if  you  find  him  sa*' 

X  24  looked  as  if  he  did  not  value  Jeames's 
judgment  very  highly. 
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'^  He  inquired  in,  I  must  say,  most  proper  terms 
for  a  Christian  or  a  Foreign  Society,  or  something 
of  the  kind — a — a — ah  I  He  showed  me  a  letter, 
addressed  to  some  such  Society.  I  read  the. 
address — a — a — and  having  remarked  higher  up 
a  shop  where  they  sold  Bibles,  Prayer  Books,  and 
80  forth,  I  sent  him  there — a — a — ah !"  Jeames's 
chin  settled  beautifully  into  his  shirt-collar  this 
time. 

"  And  while  you  was  a  spellin*  out  that  precious 
blind  of  a  letter,  the  parson's  pal  was  grabbing  the 
shawl  and  purse,**  said  X  24  with  scornful  blunt- 
ness.     ^*  Come,  was  the  parson  alone  by  hisself  ?" 

Jeames  looked  indignation  unutterable.  He 
epell  I  Had  looks  been  daggers,  X  24  would  have 
died  on  the  spot.  Jocelyn,  who  had  stood  by, 
admiring  Jeames's  ample  proportions  in  silence, 
broke  in  to  the  rescue,  and  hinted  spitefully  at 
the  propriety  of  sending  for  an  inspector. 

X  24  was  a  rising  man  in  his  division,  and  had 
hoped  great  things  from  this  job.  He  was  not 
particularly  anxious  to  go  for  his  superior.  Pie 
felt  that  he  was  sharp  enough  and  clever  enough 
to  be  an  inspector  himself,  and  meant  to  show  it, 
but  Serjeant  Sweetchops  remarked  that  ^'his 
manners  was  against  him."  X  24'  turned  sharp 
upon  Jocelyn,  but  before  he  could  reply,  Mrs. 
lionsmore  interposed, — 

''No,  policeman,  you  shall  not  stir  until  you 
have  searched  the  carriage,  looked  under  the  seats, 
the  cushions,  and  in  the  very  side-pockets,  to  be 
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sure  that  the  robber  is  not  ilidden,  or  at  least  has 
dropped  no  pistol,  or  bludgeon,  or  crowbar.** 

X  24  favoured  Mrs.  Lonsmore  with  a  look  of 
commiseration.  *^  1*11  take  care  on  it.  Mum,  but 
yer  man  ain*t  answered  me  if  the  parson  was 
alone." 

"  I  saw  no  one  with  him — a — a— ah !"  Jeamee 
half  turned  on  his  heel,  and  had  not  his  mistress 
been  present,  the  contemptuous  revolution  would 
have  been  completed. 

^' There  now,**  said  X  24,  '^all  we  has  to  do  is 
to  question  Coachee.  Don't  stir,  Mum,  unless  you 
likes.  I  will  tell  you  what  he  says,  and  give  you 
my  opinion  about  the  'ole  bis*nes8.'* 

Jocelyn  wheeled  the  arm-chair  up  to  the  door, 
and  Mrs.  Lonsmore  resumed  her  seat,  while  X  24 
bade  the  bystanders  fall  back. 

"  Heigh  I  Coachee,"  exclaimed  X  24,  roaring 
poor  John  from  the  comfortable  doze  into  which 
he  had  subsided  once  more. 

John  started  and  stared  down  at  X  24*s  diiny 
hat. 

^'  Did  you  see  a  parson4ooking  gent  a-talkin* 
to  this  here  pal  of  yours?"  he  asked,  pointing  to 
Jeames,  who  had  taken  up  his  position  at  the  car- 
riage door. 

John  stooped,  and  the  doubling  of  his  ooipa- 
lence  seemed  to  squeeze  out  an— **  eh?" 

X  24  repeated  his  question. 

'^  I  never  saw  nuffin,"  snorted  John,  sfaaking 
his  head,  and  his  fat  cheeks  were  a  fnll  minute 
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before  their  trembling  had  subsided,  by  which  time 
John  was  half  off  in  a  doze. 

X  24  bade  the  bystanders  move  on,  and  again 
tried  to  attract  John's  attention  by  inquiring 
sharply, — 

^^  Was  there  no  man,  no  woman,  or  most  likely 
no  boy  with  the  parson  ?  " 

John  did  not  vouchsafe  a  word,  but  uttered  a 
negative  grunt,  and  again  violently  disturbed  the 
equilibrium  of  his  cheeks. 

"  Its  o'  no  use,  I  can't  get  nothing  out  of  him. 
Mum,"  observed  X  24,  returning  to  Mrs.  Lons- 
more,  "  and  I  wants  to  know  whether  the  parson 
was  alone." 

«  Can't  James  tell?" 

, "  He  knows  nothing,  no  more  than  Coachee," 
replied  the  policeman,  contemptuously. 

One  of  the  timid  sewing-girls,  the  one'oftenest 
reprimanded  by  Jocelyn  for  staring  through  the 
window,  here  ventured  to  come  up  jCnd  whisper  to 
Miss  Spoker. 

That  lady,  glad  of  an  opportunity  of  interfering 
with  dignity,  turned  to  X  24. 

*•  One  of  my  persons,"  she  observed,  "  who 
happened  to  be  looking  through  the  window," — 
glaring  was  the  look  that  Jocelyn  here  darted  on 
the  timid  girl — **  noticed  a  person  dressed  like  a 
clergyman  pass  with  a  little  boy,  wearing  a  dark 
cloak  with  a  grey  fur  collar;  shortly  after  the 
clergyman  returned  alone,  and  she  saw  no  more." 

"  That's  it,  I  told  yer  so,"  exclaimed  X  24,  and 
his  quick  grey  eye  sparkled  as  he  turned  to  the 
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timid  sewing-girly  who  had  slunk  back  to  her  stool, 
abashed  by  Jocelyn's  frown. 

**  Thank  you.  Miss ;  you  have  just  told  me  what 
I  wanted  to  know.  That  'ere  kid — I  means  the 
boy — was  the  swell's  pal." 

X  24  turned,  and  favoured  Miss  Spoker  with 
the  concluding  remark.  Miss  Spoker  affected  not 
to  understand,  and  X  24  began  to  think  that  he 
had  better  lose  no  longer  time  in  making  his  report 
to  head-quarters. 

^'  Perhaps  you  had  better  drive  to  the  stadon, 
Mum,  or  we  can  conununicate  with  you  at  your 
residence." 

"  That  will  be  more  proper,"  observed  Miss 
Spoker,  **  decidedly.  I  will  give  you  the  Udy  s 
address,  policeman,  while  she  gets  into  her  car- 
riage." 

*'  Has  he  examined  it  well  ?  I  won't  set  foot  in 
it  until  the  policeman  has  examined  it  in  every 
part." 

"  Lor'  bless  you.  Mum,  I  looked  in  every  nook 
and  cranny,  the  first  thing,  and  there  was  nothin*. 
Why  the  swell  cove  as  did  this  job — I  mean  the 
parson — was  a  reg'lar  blood.  He  carried  no  pistol, 
nor  bludgeon,  nor  sich  like;  nor  did  the  kid  either; 
it  war*n*t  likely ;  and  as  for  a  crowbar,  his  hands 
is  too  delikit.  I  warrant.  Mum,  he  wears  kid  gloves, 
and  they  is  as  white  as  yours." 

Mrs.  Lonsmore  prided  herself  upon  her  hands; 
Spoker  prided  herself  upon  the  wash  she  sold  in 
such  abundance  to  keep  them  white  and  soft. 

X  24  had  to  sustiun  a  cross-fire  of  looks,  while 
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Jeames,  on  his  flank,  elevated  his  eyebrows,  as 
much  as  to  say — 

^  There;  Madam  has  found  him  out,  I  hope, 
the  brute :  faugh  I  ^ 

He  said  nothing,  but  handed  Mrs.  Lonsmore  to 
her  carriage ;  and  while  Spoker  was  giving  the  po- 
liceman Mrs.  Lonsmore's  address,  Jeames  banged- 
to  the  door,  shouted  "  Home ! "  to  John,  thereby 
disturbing  slumbers  most  peaceful,  and  springing 
up  behind,  was  whirled  away,  inwardly  hoping  and 
praying  that  his  splashed  calf  might  pass  unnoticed 
by  the  sundry  Mr.  Jeameses  and  l^fiss  Abigails  of 
his  acquaintance. 


r 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

atMPmUl    ttJLOK    VVPOLDS    HIS    DBI0V8    WITH    BBPSCI    fO   SDRH 
BA]l1ISErOBI>— HKB  HOTHBB  PBWIAtW  lOR  DCMHMAXH  niOBt. 

The  departure  of  Sir  Lionel  Beaufort  left  Don 
Esteban  to  manage  all  his  own  wajr.  He  aocom- 
panied  the  baronet  to  the  door,  where  he  was 
annoyed  at  seeing  him  give  his  card  to  old  Alice, 
who  stood  to  curtsey  her  thanks;  and  he  remarked 
too,  that  as  he  walked  down  the  road,  his  eye  was 
frequently  turned  towards  the  open  window  of  the 
chamber.  Don  Esteban  would  have  understood 
why,  had  he  been  aware  that  it  was  Edith  Banner- 
ford's  usual  place,  and  that  it  was  at  that  window 
she  sat  the  day  before,  when  she  saw  Sir  Lionel 


**  I  don*t  like  his  coming  here,*  muttered  Don 
Esteban,  as  he  watched  him  until  a  comer  hid  lum 
from  his  view  ;  *^  and  what  I  have  to  do,  I  will  do 
quickly :  first,  I  must  send  the  mother  up-stairs, 
and  get  the  girl  by  herself.' 

The  sight  of  Edith  Bannerford  had  changed  tbe 
views  and  intentions  of  Stephen  BlacL  He  b^ui 
to  consider  that  his  declining  years  would  be 
soothed  and  solaced,  could  the  presence  of  one  so 
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gentle,  so  fair,  so  innocent,  shed  a  halo  round  them 
that  would  throw  the  past  into  forgotten  gloom. 

His  nature  was  too  coarse,  and  his  past  life  had 
been  too  irregular,  for  him  to  have  anything  like 
refinefd  feelings — ^he  thought  his  gold  would  be  all- 
powerful  :  he  found  that  he  could  purchase  almost 
all  hb  heart  desired,  and  he  would  propose  to  forego 
even  his  enmity  to  her  father,  if  the  daughter 
would  sacrifice  herself  to  save  him. 

This  idea  gradually  fixed  itself  in  his  mind,  and 
though  in  the  demeanour  of  Lady  Bannerford  and 
her  daughter,  there  was  an  undefinable  something 
that  placed  a  huge  gulf  between  him  and  them, 
he  knew  that  the  father  was  in  his  power,  and 
through  him  he  felt  sure  of  working  upon  their 
devoted  natures.  He  had  sundry  misgivings  as 
he  entered  the  humble  parlour,  where  mother  and 
daughter  sat  sobbing.  Both  started  up  at  his  en* 
trance,  and  Edith,  in  shame,  hid  her  weeping  eyes 
in  her  mother's  embrace.  It  was  a  relief  to  both 
to  find  that  the  stranger  had  not  accompanied  Don 
Esteban,  and  Lady  Bannerford  made  a  great  effort 
to  command  her  feelings. 

"  He  is  calm  and  quiet  now,  my  lady,"  began 
Don  Esteban,  taking  a  seat  to  which  she  pointed, 
and  throwing  as  much  kindness  as  he  could  into 
his  tone  and  manner ;  *^  and  I  promise  you  that 
he  shall  not  again  threaten  you — the  brute  1 " 

Lady  Bannerford  shrank  from  the  coarse  epithet, 
by  which  Don  Esteban  meant  to  express  his  sym- 
pathy. He  continued  further—"  We  will  teach 
him  better,  my  lady ;  and  I  will  leave  my  valet 
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here,  who  is  a  strong  fellow,  and  determined.  Do 
not  fear,  we  will  keep  him  in  order,  I  promise  700." 

'*  Oh,  Sir,  do  not  speak  so — ^he  is  my  husband 
— ^we  must  bear  with  him,  soothe  him,  and  be  kind 
to  him ;  he  must  not,  shall  not  be  ill  treated :  he 
does  not  know  what  he  is  doing." 

Don  Esteban  bit  his  lip,  he  felt  he  was  going 
on  the  wrong  tack,  and  in  fact  did  not  know  how 
to  hit  upon  the  right  one ;  so  difficult  was  it  for 
natures  so  dissimilar  to  find  any  congenial  point 
even  of  contact. 

*'  The  straightforward  way  is  the  best,  after  alL 
I  can  make  the  father  fall  into  my  views,  and  if 
I  let  him  loose  on  them,  he  will  make  mother  and 
daughter  hear  reason,"  thought  Don  Esteban  to 
himself;  and  so,  after  several  fruitless  attempts  to 
make  a  beginning,  he  said — "  You  want  all  this  to 
end,  my  lady :  there  is  a  way  of  your  livii^  in 
peace,  and  being  happy  too.  I  can  tall  you  the 
method  if  you  will  listen." 

"  Oh,  tell  me,  Sir,  in  pity  tell  me  what  I  am 
to  do!" 

"  First ;  do  you  want  to  get  rid  of  your  hus- 
band ?  that  is  soon  done — we  can  dispose  of  him 
directly — the  monster ! '' 

Instead  of  replying.  Lady  Bannerford  rose  from 
her  chair,  and  addressing  her  weeping  daughter 
said  in  firm  tones, — 

^^  Come,  Edith,  this  gentleman  perhaps  does  not 
mean  to  hurt  and  insult  two  defenceless  women; 
))ut  a  wife  and  daughter  cannot  sit  to  hear  sudi 
language." 
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"  Stop,  my  lady,  I  meant  no  offence — on  the 
contrary,  I  meant  well.  Your  husband  is  in  my 
power — I  owe  him  a  long  grudge  for  the  greatest 
wtongs  he  could  do  to  me.  I  could  have  my  re- 
venge, too— but  there  are  reasons  for  my  even 
giving  up  that,  if  you  will  sit  down  and  hear  me." 

"  No — Edith,  let  us  go,"  whispered  Lady  Ban- 
nerford,  throwing  a  frightened  look  on  her  child ; 
^'  let  us  take  him,  and  hide  ourselves  in  some 
secluded  spot,  far  away." 

Don  Esteban  threw  himself  before  the  door. 

*^  And  where  would  you  go  to.  Lady  Banner- 
ford?  How  could  you  escape  me,  if  I  wish  to 
send  after  you  those  who  will  take  back  your 
husband  to  his  dungeon,  and  his  fetters,  and  per- 
haps, his  death?" 

"Oh  I  spare  me — spare  her  I  She  knows 
nothing  of  this,"  exclaimed  the  unhappy  mother, 
pressing  her  hands  upon  Edith's  ears,  as  she  leaned 
on  her  breast,  and  looking  up  with  agonized 
entreaty. 

**  I  will  say  no  more,  my  lady ;  only  just  listen 
to  reason.  You  have  an  escape  from  all  this, 
vnth  my  help ;  without  it,  why,  even  if  you  could 
get  away,  what  would  you  do  with  him  ?  Could 
you  manage  him? — can  you  do  it  now?  Why, 
he  was  bent  on  murdering  you  this  very  morning. 
He  would  murder  you  both  if  you  crossed  him 
this  instant, — ^you  know  it." 

**  Oh,  Edith !  my  child — ^my  helpless  child  I  God 
protect  thee  I "  was  all  Lady  Bannerford  could 
exclaim,  as  she  sank  once  more  upon  her  chair. 
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'^  He  will  help  ub,  mother,  and  perhaps  this 
gentleman  is  the  means  sent  Listen  to  him, 
dearest  mother." 

''  Aye ;  the  girl  is  sensible  enough,  my  lady. 
Hear  to  reason,  now,  and  when  I  have  done  yoa 
can  answer  me." 

''  Oh,  Edith!  I  fear  I  know  what  he  means. 
My  child!  how  shall  I  save  thee?"  whimpered  her 
mother,  apparently  not  paying  any  attrition  to 
Don  Esteban  as  he  went  on. 

^'  I  am  rich,  my  lady, — I  have  gold  withoat 
end.  I  can  place  you  and  Sir  Martin  together  in 
some  such  a  retired  spot  as  you  speak  of,  under 
good  care,  so  that  you  can  tend  him,  and  be  as 
good  and  kind  as  you  like,  without  his  having  th€ 
power  to  do  you  barm.  I  will  undertake  that  no 
search  shall  ever  be  made  after  him,  and  even  if 
there  should  be,  that  he  shall  be  so  hidden,  that  he 
could  not  be  found." 

Don  Esteban  paused.  Lady  Bannerford  made 
no  reply,  but  strained  Edith  still  tighter  to  her 
breast,  as  if  fearful  of  her  being  torn  from  her 
protecting  embrace. 

^^  Or  suppose  we  say  that  Sir  Martin  goes 
alone,"  continued  Stephen  Black;  ^'suppose  yon 
stay  with  your  daughter, — I  shall  have  no  oljec* 
tion ;  we  will  find  some  asylum  for  him.  Or,  if 
that  won't  do,  he  shall  live  in  peace  and  plenty 
too,  though  in  safe  keeping,  with  a  tnistj  nan 
whom  I  will  find  to  watch  over  him; — ^and  all  I 

want  is  this " 

''  Oh,  Edith!  do  you  hear?    He  is  coming  to 
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it  now  I"  And  again  the  mother's  grasp  was 
tightened. 

**  All  I  want  isi  for  you  to  giye  jour  oonsent— 
and  get  jour  daughter's  here  too— to  what  I  pro* 
pose ; — ^that  is — ^you  can  understand^ — ^you  know 
what  I  mean^  Milady.  I  am  not  so  foreign  as  I 
seem,  and,  you  see,  can  speak  my  own  hmguage 
when  I  choose.     Now,  what  shall  we  say  ?^ 

There  was  something  in  Lady  Banneribrd*s 
look,  as  she  held  Edith  in  her  arms,  half  turned 
away,  while  she  glanced  up  boldly,  ready  to  offer 
the  shield  of  a  mother's  devotion  to  protect  her 
child, — ^there  was  something  that  seemed  to  awe 
Bven  Stephen  Black.  He  shrank  from  gazing 
upon  the  glance  of  indignation  which  she  threw 
full  upon  him.  He  felt  ashamed  and  quelled ;  so 
immeasurably  superior  to  himself  did  he  feel  them 
to  rise,  even  in  their  misfortunes. 

^*  Gro  on — let  us  hear  all,^  she  said,  while  her 
ejea  grew  dry,  as  if  the  fire  of  her  indignation  had 
dried  up  her  tears. 

"  I  have  nothing  more  to  say.  Sir  Martin  will 
say,  or  at  least  will  know,  that  the  bargain  is 
squarer  than  you  think  for,  on  his  side.    He  gives 

me  a  daughter  for  a  wife ;  he  took  mine  for 

But  you  have  heard  my  offer.  I  need  not  tell  you 
that  really  I  am  no  foreigner.  I  will  live  in 
Skigland,  or  where  you  like.  I  have  gold  to 
satisfy  every  want  and  buy  every  wish;  and  I 
promise  you,  I  will  be  free  enough  with  it.  And 
if  you  don't  consent— why,  your  husband  shall  rot 
in  a  dungeon,  and  your  daughter — we  shall  see  if 
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you  can  save  her  yet;  for  I  made  an  oath  that  he 
should  pay  me  in  full;  and  his  life  is  only  half 
revenge — ^mark  my  words — only  half  revenge!" 

The  flush  of  indignation  faded  into  the  paleness 
of  death  in  Lady  Bannerford^s  cheeks ;  its  fire  was 
quenched  in  fast  falling  tears,  as  she  listened  to 
the  proposal,  and  heard  its  concluding  threat. 

'*  Edith,"  she  exclaimed,  ''shut  your  ears,  my 
child.  Oh  I  the  sacrifice,  then,  is  not  yet  com- 
pleted  I  Mother  and  daughter,  too,  must  be  offered 
up  I  My  child,  in  her  youth,  must  be  another 
victim!  No,  Edith;  never — ^never  shall  yoa 
know  what  your  unhappy  mother  has  sufieredL 
Say  you  did  not  hear  it,  Edith,  and  let  us  never 
speak  of  it  again.  ** 

''  I  did  hear  it  all,  dear  mother,"  replied  Edith, 
raising  her  beautiful  face,  and  garang  with  fond 
affection  upon  her  mother, — *'  I  heard  all,  and, 
dearest  mother,  I  feel — I  feel  that  I  could  do  it,— 
I  hardly  know  what  it  is, — ^but  I  can  do  all  for 
you." 

The  look  of  holy,  innocent  devotion  that  beamed 
in  Edith's  eyes  as  she  spoke,  wrung  her  mothei^s 
heart,  and  choked  her  utterance. 

''  Let  us  speak  kindly  to  this  gentleman,  dear 
mother,  and  when  you  have  ezpluned  all  to  me, 
let  him  know  that  I  will  sacrifice — ^that  is  the 
word  you  used,  mother,  but  it  is  no  sacrifice  for 
Edith  to  do  anything  that  will  save  her  mother  a 
single  tear — I  will  do  all.*' 

'^  The  girl  is  a  sensible  good  girl,  my  lady,* 
said  Don  Esteban,  thinking  that  that  was  the 
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right  moment  for  him  to  take  his  departure ;  "  and 
1  will  give  you  twelve  hours  to  reflect  upon  my 
offer.  At  the  end  of  that  time  I  shall  be — what 
you  like  to  call  me,  a  good  fnend,  or  a  bitter 
enemy, — an  enemy,  mind,  that  has  never  yet  been 
baulked  of  his  revenge,  and,  in  the  long  run, 
never  will." 

As  he  spoke,  his  old  look  of  deadly  malice  settled 
for  an  instant  upon  his  face ;  its  expression  was 
frightful.    Edith  saw  it  and  shuddered. 

He  strove  to  hide  it  by  adding,  in  kinder  tones, 
**  I  will  leave  my  valet  here,  my  lady,  if  you  wish 
it,  to  watch  over  him  during  the  next  twelve 
hours,  until  I  return.  Sir  Martin  is  asleep  now 
again,  and  he  shall  have  no  more  liquor  when  he 
awakes.     Shall  I  leave  the  valet?*' 

"  No,  no,**  murmured  Lady  Bannerford.  "When 
he  awakes  he  will  be  calmer.  Alice,  our  faithful 
old  servant,  shall  watch  with  us ;  and  if  he  can 
get  no  more  of  that  fatal  liquor  he  will  be  calmer. 
But  I  thank  you.  Sir." 

**  As  you  please,  my  lady ;  only  I  promised  that 
you  should  not  be  left  alone  with  him." 

"  Promised — promised  whom  ?  *'  inquired  Lady 
Bannerford.  ' 

"  Oh  I  it  is  no  matter,  if  you  would  rather  not ; 
— it  must  be  as  you  wish,"  said  Don  Esteban,  not 
sorry,  apparently,  to  retire.  "  I  will  go  and 
ascertain  that  your  husband  really  sleeps,  and 
remove  all  possibility  of  his  doing  you  injury. 
You  can  then  lock  the  door  if  you  will,  though  he 
is  safe  enough  for  some  hours  if  he  sleeps ;  and  it 
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seemed  likelj} — ^for,  to  say.  the  truth,  he  has  been 
drinking  deeply  again.** 

**  They  are  gone,  dearest  mother!"  sud  Edith, 
hying  her  hand  upon  her  mother^s  knee,  and 
rooaing  her  from  the  absorbed  reverie  into  wluch 
sl^e  had  fallen. 

Lady  Bannerford  started,  and  listened  as  she 
heard  the  door  close  and  footsteps  resound,  as  Don 
Esteban  and  his  valet  left  the  house. 

**  Bid  Alice  sit  by  your  father  and  watch  him, 
Edith.  They  have  brought  more  of  that  fearful 
liquor; — perhaps  it  is  for  the  best  just  now. 
I  will  go  to  him  myself.  Stay  here,  dearest 
Open  that  chest,  and  bring  out  a  square  case  you 
will  find  there,  while  I  go  myself  up  stairs.  I 
shall  have  collected  my  thoughts  by  the  time  I 
return.  No,  Edith,  I  will  go  alone; — wait  for 
me  here,  and  dry  your  tears,  love." 

Edith  did  her  best  to  obey;  and  while  her 
mother  left. the  room,  she  unlocked  a  kind  of 
upright  chest,  with  doors  opening  in  the  front, 
that  eexved  as  a  sideboard,  and  waa  almost  the 
only  piece  of  furniture  of  which  the  room  could 
boast,  save  the  table,  and  a  few  chairs. 

Edith  was  the  child  of  misfortune  and  sorrow, 
but  she  hsA  been  shielded  through  her  lonely 
childhood  by  the  unfailing  devotion  of  her  moth^. 
Pure  and  innocent,  her  guileless  nature  had  not 
come  in  contact  with  the  breath  of  worldly  con* 
tamination  which  blew  around,  but — ^thanks  to  her 
mother — not  upon  her. 

But,  unsuspecting, — ^unable  as  she  was  to  com- 
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prebend  aught  that  was  not  innocent, — she  could 
not  help  feeling  a  vague  uneasiness  that  evil  was 
hanging  over  her;  not  sorrow — that  might  be 
shared  in  by  them  both  equally — ^but  there  was  an 
instinctive  dread  that  this  time  the  blow  was  aimed 
at,  and  through,  her.  At  one  moment  she  rejoiced 
with  the  holy  feeling  that  might  have  animated 
the  daughter  of  the  Jewi^  captain  of  old, — at 
another,  she  shrank  back  from  the  thought  which 
filled  her  with  the  doubting  uneasiness,  that  ever 
springs  up  when  innocence  is  brought  in  contact 
with' aught  that  vice  has  tainted. 

When  her  mother  returned,  her  presence  ended 
the  conflict  in  her  daughter's  mind, — she  took 
refuge  on  that  breast,  that  had  so  often  sheltered 
her. 

After  a  fond  embrace.  Lady  Bannerford  drew 
up  their  seats  to  the  table,  and  still  holding  Edith's 
hands  clasped  in  her  owiJ,  said, — •*  He  sleeps  now, 
love,  heavily  and  soundly.  Alice  is  with  him, 
and  will  watch  him  well.  But,  Edith,  we  must 
flee — we  must  flee,  and  leave  this  place  at  once." 

«*  Andmy  fether?" 

^*  He  must  accompany  us." 

**  But  can  we  persuade  him,  dear  mother?  " 

^*  When  he  has  slept  ofi^  this  fit  he  will  listen, 
Edith,  and  you  must  help  me ;  he  will  hear  you 
— you  have  more  influence  than  I  with  him  at  all 
times, — God  help  me  I " 

**  I  will  try,  dear  mother,  but  what  shall  I  tell 
him?  What  is  it  that  distresses  you  so  very  much? 
— explain  all  to  me,  dear  mother." 
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**  Not  now,  Edith,  not  now, — ^you  can  trust  your 
mother,  love  ?  ^ 

**  Trust?  oh  I  dear  mother,  what  a  word?" 

**  Well  then,  love,  promise  me  not  to  question ; 
our  only  hope  of  saving  you,  of  saving  your  fiither, 
of  saving  all  of  us,  lies  in  instant  flight." 

"  Then  we  will  flee,  mother, — ^but  how  will  my 
brothers  find  us  ?  and  something  whispers  to  me 
that  they  will  not  be  long  before  they  return." 

"  My  sons  1  my  boys !  why  are  you  not  here  ?" 
exclaimed  Lady  Bannerford,  unnerved  at  the 
thought  of  their  absence. 

''  We  will  leave  Alice  here,  mother,  shall  we  ?  " 

*^  It  is  a  good  thought,  Edith ;  I  intended  that 
she  should  accompany  us, — ^it  would  be  some  pro- 
tection, but  we  must  look  above  for  that ;  I  have 
you,  Edith,  with  me,  and  you  shall  be  saved.'' 

"  Saved,  de.ar  mother?  oh!  do  not  think  of  me, — 
let  me  be—" 

**  Hush,  Edith !  you  promised  to  follow  my  di- 
rections, and  not  ask  yet  for  an  explanation  of  my 
motives ;  come,  dearest,  we  have  no  time  to  lose — 
now, for  the  means  of  flight." 

Lady  Banneribrd's  firm  dedded  tones  rused 
Edith's  spirits,  and  she  became  once  more  cheerful, 
as  she  helped  her  mother  to  unfSsisten  the  square 
case. 

*^  This  contains  the  last  renmant  of  better  days, 
Edith ;  but  it  was  precious  to  me,  and  I  could 
never  bear  to  part  with  it.  Now  it  must  go.  It  is 
a  shawl  of  great  value,  I  believe  my  grandfiithcr 
brought  it  from  the  East.     Alas,  it  is  almost  the 
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only  relic  I  possess^  but  if  it  save  us  now,  it  will 
haye  proved  precious  indeed!*' 

Edith's  eyes  sparkled  as  she  looked  upon  the 
beauty  of  the  shawl's  fabric  and  design.  She 
sighed^  too>  as  she  saw  in  her  mother  the  struggle 
it  cost  her  to  make  up  her  mind  to  part  with  the 
prized  relic 

*^  Is  there  no  other  way^  dear  mother?  could 
I  not  work  day  and  night  ?  " 

**  There  is  no  time,  love,  and  if  there  were — why 
could  I  not  give  this  up  without  a  sigh  ?  There, 
I  will  fold  it  up,  and  replace  it  in  its  case,  for  I 
must  start  at  once,  and  dispose  of  it" 

**  I  shall  go  with  you,  dear  mother,  shall  I  not?" 

**  No,Edith,"she  replied,  though  with  hesitation, 
**  I  should  hardly  wish  you  to  accompany  me  on 
such  an  errand;  besides,  love,  you  must  stay  behind 
with  Alice, — ^you  are  not  afrsdd,  dearest  ?  " 

**  I  do  not  fear,  dear  mother,  except  for  you  I  I 
dread  nothing  except  being  separated  from  you." 

*'  It  will  not  be  for  long  this  time,  Edith;  I  shall 
0oon  return,  I  trust,  and  bring  the  means  of  flight 
for  us  all  to  a  safer  refuge." 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


THB  TI8IT  TO  XBB  PAWVBmOKSB — ^X  24    IS   mnOUNn^— AX   ASlISf 
■*— PyiOlUBHW  lUBFOS 


It  was  not  the  first  time  that  poor  Lady  Baniiei^ 
ford  had  set  out  on  such  an  errand.  All  her  per- 
sonal ornaments  had  long  ago  been  diqxised  of,  to 
eke  out  her  scanty  means.  She  felt  ready  to  sink 
into  the  earth  with  shame,  die  first  time  that  die 
stood  hesitating  beneath  the  three  gilded  balls  that 
hnng  oyer  David  Snappit*8  shop.  It  lay  in  a 
little  back  street,  and  but  a  short  distance  frem 
Miss  Spoker^s  tool  yet  nothing  conld  have  sar- 
passed  that  lady*s  indignation  had  she  been  teld 
that  her  d^pdt  lay  in  the  ndghbourhood  of  Giles 
Street 

Few  of  the  fine  people  that  rolled  in  their 
carriages  along  the  wide,  dean  and  handsome 
street  in  which  Miss  Spoker's  d^pdt  was  sitoated, 
would  have  believed  that  within  almost  a  minute's 
walk  lay  the  noisome  courts,  the  foul  sewers,  the 
squalid  habitations  of  Giles  Street.  David  Snap- 
pit  knew  of  them,  and  gloried  in  them,  and  throve 
on  them,  and  the  miserable  dwellars  ther^ 

"  There  un*t  such  a  neighbourhood  in  all  Loo* 
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nun  I"  he  would  say  with  a  chuckle  to  hie  friend 
Mr.  Soakem,  from  the  gin-Aop  over  the  way. 
'*  You  seCi  Soakem,  we  catches  'em  both  ways ;  we 
lies  in  this  short  cut  half-way  between  the  two 
great  thoroughfares.  So  the  nobs  finds  us  out,  or 
stumbles  on  us  somehow,  and  if  they  doesn't  come, 
we  has  reglar  customers  here." 

"  Why,  you  and  me  is  sure  to  get  on  al'ays,  Mr. 
Snappit,  'specially  in  such  a  neighbourhood  as 
this  I "  replied  Soakem. 

It  was  true ;  poverty,  hunger  and  dirt  form  the 
fool  setting  in  which  the  glittering  gin-palace 
sparkles ;  the  more  brilliantly,  by  contrasting  its 
gay  counters,  gilded  chandeliers,  and  its  stifling 
heat,  with  the  cold  and  filth  without. 

Of  course  the  feeder  to  the  sink  of  crime  is 
never  far  distant;  and  Mr.  Snappit  ^e  pawn- 
broker, and  Mr.  Soakem  the  owner  of  the  gin-shop^ 
had  many  a  quiet  chuckle  over  the  game  they 
played  into  each  other^s  hands. 

Mr.  Snappit's  shop  was  in  a  comer  house, — 
pawnbrokers'  shops  often  are, — ^and  the  three 
ominous  balls  are  hung,  so  as  to  be  in  full  view  of 
as  many  streets  as  possible. 

David  Snappit  could  boast  of  two  entrances,  one 
through  his  shop,  the  other  more  private  round  the 
comer.  He  was  a  short,  stout  man,  with  a  huge 
flat  face,  out  of  which  his  snub  noae  obtmded  like 
a  wen,  to  break  the  monotony  of  his  visage.  His 
eyes  were  not  sharp  or  bright,  but  looked  cold  and 
hard,  as  if  the  chill  selfishness  of  his  dispositioQ 
bad  frozen  them  into  a  passionless  stare. 
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He  was  fond  of  leaning  in  hia  shirt  sleeves 
against  the  iron  poet  at  the  corner,  and  looking  all 
ways  at  once, — as  he  observed  to  his  friend  Soakem, 
who  would  step  across  from  his  gin-palace,  to  join 
in  the  pawnbroker's  confabulations,  as  he  began: — 

**  I  sees  'em  coming  down  the  street,  I  sees  'em 
coming  up  the  street,  and  I  pops  in,  an'  has  all 
ready  for  'em ;  bless  you,  I  knows  any  one  that's 
goin'  to  wisit  his  uncle,  vnth  half  an  eye.  I  al'ajs 
advises  a  drop  of  your  yalley*cream,  when  th^ 
spirits  is  down,  which  often  happens, — though  I 
calls  them  three  balls  up  there  my  pills  of  conso- 
lation ;  and  many  a  poor  devil  they  have  got  oat 
of  a  scrape  too ;  and  Mr.  Soakem,  I  thinks  o'  that 
when  I  go  to  meetin'  on  the  sabbath;  and  that 
godly  minister  the  Bev.  Snufley  Suckall  says  to 
my  wife,  says  he,  *  Ma'am,  your  husband's  is  a 
righteous  callin,'  Ma'am, — he  lends  to  the  fatherless 
and  the  widder,  and  therefore  gives  to  the  Lord! 
which  is  a  fair  transposture,'  says  he, — or  somesueh 
a  word  as  posture,  or  somm'at  like  it." 

"  Perhaps  imposture?  "  suggested  Soakem. 

"  It  un't  likely  I  there  ainH  no  imposture  no 
ways;  they  brings  the  things,  I  finds  the  money; 
they  gets  the  tickets,  it  ain't  my  &ult  if  they  loses 
'em,  or  the  thin  paper  wears  out  in  their  beastly 
pockets.  No,  Mr.  Soakem,  I  tell  you  theBevereod 
Snufley  is  right, — ^mine  is  a  righteous  callin' ;  and 
I  will  ax  for  the  very  word  he  made  use  on,  what 
he  comes  to  tea  this  blessed  night  with  my  wi^ 
as  he  gen'ally  manages  to  do  once  or  twice  a-weeL 
But  yonder  comes  a  customer,  Mr.  Soakem,  for  all 
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she  looks  so  respectable  with  her  crape  and  her 
blacL  Look,  Soakem,  how  the  right  side  bulges 
oat,  under  her  cloak.  Now  that^s  what  I  calls  the 
bump  of  intelligence  I  heard  'em  lecture  about 
t'other  night.  Good  afternoon,  Soakem;  I  gets 
more  by  the  nobs,  she  and  he, — so  I  looks  a'ter 
'em  precious  sharp." 

Mr.  Snappit  was  right ;  the  lady  in  mourning 
with  her  veil  drawn  down  before  her  face  passed 
by  the  shop  entrance,  turned  the  comer,  and 
giving  a  look  round,  as  if  she  were  making  sure 
that  she  was  not  observed,  pushed  open  the  swing- 
ing door  of  the  more  private  entrance,  and  entered 
a  wide  but  dimly  lighted  passage.  Along  the 
aide  of  this  passage  were  ranged  several  compart- 
ments like  small  horse-stalls,  each  of  which  com- 
municated by  a  sliding  window  with  the  interior 
of  Mr.  Snappit*s  shop.  Before  the  entrance  of 
each  stall  or  box  hung  a  curtain,  so  that  any  per- 
son communicating  with  Mr.  Snappit,  might  do  so 
without  being  overlooked  by  a  cotemporary  visitor 
to  his  establishment. 

The  lady  in  mourning,  who  has  been  recognised, 
doubtless,  as  Lady  Bannerford,  hastened  to  let  fall 
the  curtain  across  the  entrance  of  the  first  com- 
partment she  came  to;  she  found  Mr.  Snappit 
waiting  ready  at  the  window,  and  though  Lady 
Bannerford  kept  her  veil  down  on  this,  as  she  had 
done  on  former  occasions  when  she  had  been  com- 
pelled to  have  recourse  to  Mr.  Snappit^s  aid,  that 
gentleman  recognised  or  affected  to  recognise  her 
general  outline,  and  favoured  her  with  asreq>ectfttl 

VOL.  in.  N 
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a  **  Good  a*tAmoon,  Mom  I ''  as  he  could  muster  op 
for  one  of  his  *^  respectables." 

**  I  haye  brought  you.  Sir,  something  of  great 
value,  which  I  wish  to  dispose  of, — or,  if  vou  would 
allow  me  time,  I  maj  be  able  to  redeem  it;**  said 
the  sweet  sad  voice  of  Lady  Banneifbid. 

**  In  course,  Mum,  we  allows  time,  and  shall  on^ 
be  too  glnd  to  restore  our  articles — shan't  we 
Jem?**  asked  Mr.  Snap[Ht,  turning  to  a  pink- 
eyed,  albino-looking  youth,  who  was  writing  at  a 
dirty  desk,  and  comparing  dirtier  pawn-tickets 
with  his  open  register. 

Jem,  who  was  Mr.  Snappit's  son,  nodded  with- 
out looking  up ;  indeed,  his  pen  moved  the  hstet 
for  the  loss  of  time  given  to  that  nod. 

Mr.  Snappit  seemed  to  take  the  hint  from  his 
son,  and  in  a  sharper  tone  said,  as  he  bustled 
round  to  the  window, — 

'*  Let  us  look  at  the  article.  Mum,  and  well  tdl 
all  about  it  in  a  jiffey,  or  half  <Mie^  Mum ;  for  I  ex- 
pect David  Snappit  don't  often  see  articles,  Mum, 
on  which  he  can*t  advance  their  full  vally.  Mum, 
as  he  always  does,  Mum ;  don't  he,  Jem  ?  '' 

Again  Jem  nodded,  and  faster  still  did  hecbsck 
down  his  register  with  flying  pen. 

Lady  Bannerford,  with  a  deep  agh,  hasteaed  to 
open  a  parcel  which* she  held  under  her  mantle. 
It  was  not  a  very  large  one;  indeed,  when  she 
opened  the  magnificent  shawl  which  was  wrapped 
therein,  it  was  a  wonder  how  its  ample  dimensioDS 
had  been  folded  into  so  small  a  compass. 

Its  soft  folds  seemed  to  almost  fill  up  the  onall 
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apertare,  through  which  Mr.  Snappit  was  eyeing 
its  exquisite  workmanship,  and  feeling  at  its  deli- 
cate texture. 

"Wheughl"  he  half  whistled,  *«  Jem  I  Jem, 
I  saj,  you  must  come  and  look  at  this  'ere 
shawlP' 

Jem  laid  down  his  pen  with  a  growl,  came  to 
the  window,  held  up  the  corner  of  the  shawl  very 
close  to  his  pinky  eyes  for  a  second,  whispered  for 
another  in  the  ear  of  his  parent,  shot  round  to  his 
tall  desk,  and  in  another  brought  back  a  paper 
printed  in  large  black  letters,  and  pointing  to  its 
heading  of  "  Twenty  pounds  reward,"  whispered, 

^*  It  ainH  worth  our  while  to  run  the  risk  this 
time,  father.*' 

"  Hum,  I  don't  know,  Jem." 

**  It  ain't,  I  tell  you ;  look  at  thishere  description, 
every  line  of  pattern  and  colour  down  in  black 
and  white."  Jem  read  a  few  lines,  holding  first 
the  paper  then  the  shawl  at  the  end  of  his  nose. 

**  It's  the  wery  article !  But  it's  worth  more 
nor  that,  Jem, — a  great  deal  more." 

**  I  say  we  mus'n't  take  it ;  we  gets  the  reward, 
and  the  beaks  says  as  how  we  are  honest  I  We 
claps  down  that  ere,  as  capital,  and  werry  good 
capital  it  is  to  trade  on  when  the  beaks  calls  us 
honest,  I  tell  'ee,  father;  so  I'm  off.  Don't  be  an 
aTaricious  old  file." 

Snappit  senior  seemed  to  be  grumbling  within 

himself,  and  stared  hard  and  longingly  at  Lady 

Bannerford*s  shawl,  now  taking  up  one  end  of  it, 

and  passing  it  through  his  fingers,  now  spelling 

v2 
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out  with  some  difficulty  the  printed  handlnD 
he  held. 

Lady  Bannerford  waited  patientlj  for  his  de- 
cision. She  felt  80  uncomfortable  at  finding  herself 
at  all  in  such  a  place,  for  such  a  purpose,  that  all 
the  whispering  between  Jem  and  his  father  added 
little  to  her  inquietude ;  and  when  he  caught  up 
his  hat  and  hurried  away,  she  hoped  that  he  had 
gone  to  fetch  the  money  to  be  advanced  upon  her 
shawl,  of  whose  great  value  she  was  perfectly 
aware.  She  did  not  wait  long  in  suspense ;  the 
jEioise  of  the  curtain  being  drawn  aside  behind  her 
startled  her,  and  caused  her  to  look  round. 

Jem  stood  at  the  entrance  of  the  compartment, 
and  by  his  side  stood  X  24,  in  shiny  and  blue. 

^*  You  must  come  with  me»  Mum  I"  said  X  24, 
after  reaching  past  her  rudely,  and  giving  the 
shawl  a  moment's  scrutiny. 

**  There  ain't  no  doubt  on  it,  Mr.  Snappit,  it's 
the  same  shawl,  and  this  woman  must  come  with 
me." 

**  And  the  reward?"  asked  the  father  Snappit, 
at  the  aperture,  with  a  growl,  at  the  same  time 
tiiat  the  son  jerked  out  the  same  words  into  the 
ear  of  X  24,  from  behind. 

'*In  course,  it  will  be  all  right.  Ill  take  care 
and  say  how  you  came  and  guv  information  right 
off,''  replied  X  24,  trying  to  speak  both  ways 
at  once. 

**  Now,  Mum,  if  you  are  ready  I*' — this  was  to 
poor  Lady  Bannerford,  who  stood  clinging  to  the 
ledge  of  the  window  for  support,  so  completely 
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had  she  been  overcome  by  the  sudden  appearance 
of  the  policeman,  and  his  abrupt  and  rude  address. 
She  aU  but  felL 

"What  is  this? — what — what  do  you  mean?'' 
was  all  that  she  could  gasp  out  in  a  faint  voice. 

"  It*8  plain  enough.  Mum  ;  this  'ere  shawl  has 
been  prigged  from  a  carriage  in  the  street,  and 
this  'ere  shawl  is  offered  to  be  pawned  at  Mr. 
Snappifs.  He,  like  an  honest  man,  sends  and 
informs.'' 

Here  Jem  tried  to  look  over  the  policeman's 
shoulder,  and  wink  with  his  pinky  eye  at  his 
respectable  parent.  X  24  continued,  without 
noticing  the  by -play, — 

"He  informs,  and  I  comes  and  cotches  you. 
Mum,  in  the  identical  act,  with  the  identical 
shawl.  Mum,  and  though  you  does  look  uncom- 
mon well  got  up,  I  can  on'y  say  you  must  come 
with  me,  and  that's  aU  about  it." 

"  Where  ?  oh !  have  pity,  and  tell  me  where  you 
will,  take  me  to.  I  could  explain — I  am  not — it 
is  mine — I  have  had  it  for  many  years ;  there  is 
some  mistake.     Oh,  hear  me,  man,  hear  me !" 

"  Wery  likely.  Mum,  but  the  mistake,  it  ain't 
on  my  side,  and  I  don't  mean  to  make  none,  but 
come  you  must." 

"  Oh,  I  shall  die  for  shame  I  you  don't  know 
nie — this  shawl  is  my  own,  my  very  own ;  my 
name  is — ^" 

Lady  Bannerford  stopped  short. 

"Aye,  what  is  your  name.  Mum?  Perhaps 
Mr.  Snappit  will  be  good  enough  to  light  his  gas, 
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for  if  8  imcommon  dark,  and  you.  Mum,  perhaps, 
would  not  object  to  pull  up  that  wery  oonwenient 
weiL  I  don't  know  but  I  oould  say  more  about  h, 
on  seeing  if  I  knows  you,  which  ainH  onlikely/' 

Mr.  Snappit  senior  busied  himself  in  lighting 
his  gas-lamp,  and  pushed  the  arm  as  £Eur  as  he 
could  within  the  compartment  where  Lady 
Bannerford  stood,  with  X  24,  barring  up  with 
Iiis  broad  shoulders  all  ^ress.  Mr.  Jem  kept 
murmuring  the  while  to  X  24,  half  aloud,  **  We 
get's  the  reward,  police,  in  course  ?  " 

^'In  course,''  echoed  his  .father,  "and  all  on  it 
too,  and  it  ain't  too  much,  for  five  times  as  much 
might  ha'  been  made  by  the  shawl ;  but  Jem  rosy 
be  right,"  he  added  to  himself,  *^  the  honesty  will 
be  a  capital  for  other  bis'ness,  and  I'll  see  as  the 
returns  are  quick." 

"  Well,  Mum,  do  you  mean  to  let  me  see  your 
face?"  asked  X  24,  as  Lady  Bannerford  clutched 
her  veil  still  more  tightly. 

^*  I  can't,  I  dare  not ;  oh  I  let  me  go,  and  keep 
the  shawl,  if  you  will — I  must  go  home.  God 
help  me  I  I  am  innocent ;  but  keep  alL" 

'*  Now  that's  what  we  calls  in  court,  ioklepating 
confession,"  said  X  24 ;  *•  you  offers  to  give  up 
the  plunder,  and  wants  to  bolt ;  but  it  won't  do, 
Mum !  Besides,  you  didn't  say  where  your  home 
was,  Mum,  if  you  please." 

'•  Ob,  I  speak  the  truth,  it  is  my  Tery  own— and 
I  live—'' 

Again  Lady  Bannerford  stopped;  she  ooold 
neither  tell  her  name,  nor  confess' where  she  lived, 
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without  giving  information  that  would  lead  at 
once  to  the  capture  of  her  husband.  She  burst 
into  tears,  and  throwing  up  her  veil,  cried,  **  Oh ! 
take  all,  do  what  jou  will  with  me,  but  I  am 
innoc^it — ^I  am,  I  am,  indeed." 

X  ^4  narrowly  scrutinised  her  face.  'Removing 
with  some  gentleness  her  hands,  through  which 
the  tears  were  streaming  fast,  he  looked  at  her 
dress,  her  hands,  aud  scanned  every  feature,  then 
muttered  in  doubt, — 

**I  don't  know — she  is  a  new  hand,  that's 
certain,  and  got  up  better  nor  the  oldest  on  the 
town,  though  I  take  it  I  ain*t  never  seen  her 
before." 

Lady  Bannerford  caught  at  the  words,  and  laid 
her  hand  upon  his  thick  muscular  arm,  as  she 
cried  in  tones  of  agonizing  entreaty — 

**  You  must  let  me  go,  you  must,  indeed  I  My 
child — oh  I  do  not,  if  you  have  a  child,  refuse  me ; 
you  do  not  know  what  you  do — Why,  why  detain 
an  innocent  woman  ?  oh  do,  do  have  mercy  I'' 

In  spite  of  his  habitual  roughness,  the  policeman 
could  not  help  perceiving  that  Lady  Bannerford's 
air  and  bearing  were  different  from  what  he  was  in 
the  habit  of  meeting  with,  and  even  his  rugged 
nature  began  to  melt  at  the  heart-rending  appeals 
she  continued  to  make  for  permission  to  return 
home.  The  sharp  voice,  however,  of  the  younger 
Snappit  soon  recalled  him  to  his  duty. 

"  I  say,  X  24,  we  ain't  got  no  time  to  dawdle  ; 
either  take  this  charge  or  let  me  go  for  another, 
as  I  will  precious  soon." 
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*'  Oh !  she  must  come,  bat  I  never  seed  one  got 
up  so  well  before,  if  she  is  one  on  'em,  really.** 

"  Why  don't  she  ^ve  her  name  then,  and  say 
where  she  lives  ?**  asked  Jem. 

*'  Ah,  there's  reason  in  that,  Mum ;  come,  answer 
the  question." 

**  I  cannot,  I  must  not ;  but  if  you  will  let  me 
go,  I  will  come  back, — I  promise  faithfully,  I  will 
return  to  you." 

"  Couldn't  do  it,  Mum ;  no,  the  short  of  the 
matter  is  just  this,  come  with  me  you  musL 
Now  if  you  likes  to  pay  for  it,  you  shan^t  walk^ 
but  this  young  man  will  call  a  cab,  I  dare  say.** 

"  Oh  !  do — do,  pray !  I  will  pay  anything. 
And  when  they  find  I  am  innocent,  they  will  let 
me  go, — they  will  not  keep  a  mother  from  her 
child,  will  they  ? — they  could  not  be  so  crud." 

"  In  course.  Mum,  when  you  proves  you  is 
innocent  they  won't  keep  you.  But  it  is  too  late 
to  take  you  up  to-day  afore  'em." 

**  Then,  what  will  they  do  with  me  ?  Oh, 
heaven  I  what  will  become  of  my  child?" 

"  You  can  send,  Mum,  to  your  fnends." 

'^  Send  whom  ?  Oh !  I  dare  not ; — whom  could 
I  trust  ?" 

"  That  is  for  you.  Mum,  to  dedde;— on'y  it 
does  look  suspicious  like,  not  to  send  to  your 
friends.  Still,  I  can't  help  saying  I  am  sorry. 
Mum,  for  you.  But  here  comes  back  the  young 
man  with  the  cab ;  so,  now,  if  you  please.  Mum. 
And,  Mr.  Snappit,  Sir — ^we  must  have  this  article 
to  be  identified." 
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Mr.  Snappit  growled  like  a  cur  robbed  of  his 
bone,  as  the  policeman  carried  off  the  shawl,  and 
followed  his  prisoner  to  the  cab;  but  his  son 
leaned  forward,  and  whispered  to  him,  ''We'll 
make  it  out  in  them  earrings  and  snuff-mull,  and 
them  notes,  that  lanky  Meg  brought  us ;  and  it's 
a  good  reward,  too.*' 

"  Mr.  Jem,  Sir,"  said  X  24,  ''you  had  better 
oome  with  me  when  I  gives  the  charge." 

Lady  Bannerford  sank  back  into  the  far  comer 
of  the  cab  as  Jem  came  to  the  door,  and  sprang 
in.  X  24  stepped  in  after  him,  and  the  cab  drove 
off  to  the  police  station  amidst  the  wonderment  of 
a  staring  crowd,  gathered  with  the  usual  celerity 
of  a  London  street  mob,  to  gaze  with  curiosity 
upon  the  proceedings. 
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CHAPTER  XVL 

THB  BRU&V  Of  WALTBft  BA]niC&FOBJ>,  AJTO  HIB  VIPHXWS^  TO  TEDl 
VATTTI  LAHX>— THB  tUIUOaUIBS — ^WJlLZIB  A  PBDOBBB— ZBB  XI8- 
TIBIOVS  SHAWL — '*  OOXB  AT  LABT.*' 

The  eyening  was  drawing  in  fast,  an  hour  or 
two  after  the  occurrences  just  related,  as  three 
men  were  walking  at  a  rapid  pace  along  a  narrow 
street  that  laj  atthe  back  of  the  London  Docks. 
They  were  all  tall  well-shaped  men,  and  the 
one  in  the  centre  looked  like  the  father,  or,  per- 
haps, rather  an  older  brother  of  the  two  young 
men,  who  walked  on  each  side. 

They  appeared  in  a  great  hurry,  for  they  were 
walking  yery  fast,  though  none  of  them  seemed 
inclined  to  break  silence.  Their  progress  was, 
howeyer,  arrested  by  two  men  dressed  in  sailors* 
attire,  who  addressed  them  as  "your  honoius," 
and  inquired  in  a  low  whisper,  with  a  great  afl^ 
tation  of  looking  round  oyer  the  shoulder,  ^'if 
they  were  inclined  to  purchase  any  smugj^ed 
cigars,  or  brandy,  or  any  such  wares." 

"  No,  no,  my  good  men,*'  replied  the  eldest  of 
the  three ;  "  we  have  no  time  to  spare — pray  let  ns 
pass  on.^^ 
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**  P  Vaps  your  honour  is  going  home  to  his  lad j- 
love,*"  replied  one  of  the  sailors,  whose  tone  of 
voice  was  hardly  consonant  with  his  appearance 
and  affected  character.  "  Now  if  you  will  just 
stop  a  minute  under  this  lamp,  and  look  at  the 
loveliest  shawl  that  ever  a  sailor  brought  home  to 
his  sweetheart,  you  won't  repent  it.  I  meant  it 
for  mine,  but  it  was  too  good  for  the  like  of  her, 
and  would  just  suit  your  honour  now,  I  know  it 
would." 

The  address  of  the  sailor  seemed  to  attract  the 
notice  of  the  elder  stranger.  He  suffered  himself 
to  be  led  under  the  light  of  the  gas-lamp,  while  his 
younger  companions  were  besieged  by  the  impor- 
tunities of  the  other  would-be  smuggler. 

"  There,  your  honour,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Lascelles, 
tilicu  the'  Reverend  Simon,  <zUa8  Jack  Bunt.  It 
would  have  been  difficult  to  recognise  either  of 
the  two  former  in  the  last  character.  **  There, 
that  is  what  I  call  a  precious  beauty,  and  no 
mistake,  is  it  not 7*^ 

The  sailor  had  scarcely  unbuttoned  his  pea- 
jacket,  and  drawn  out  one  comer  of  a  splendid 
Indian  shawl,  before  the  stranger  pounced  upon 
it,  and  half  dragging  it  from  his  hands,  held  it  to 
the  light. 

*'  By  heaven,  it  is  the  same !  Where  did  you  get 
this  from  ?  Speak,  fellow  1" 

A  catch- word  instantly  passed  from  one  to  the 
other  of  the  sailors.  Mr.  Lascelles  dropped  the 
comer  he  still  retained,  after  a  vain  tug  to  release 
it  from  the  stranger's  hold,  and  both  started  off  at 
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fiill  speed.  But  the  atrangeiB  did  not  notice  tfacir 
absence. 

''  Here,  Harold— look  at  this,  Edgar;'  exdaimcd 
the  elder^  "did  you  ever  see  this  before?" 

"  Tis  our  mother's,"  exclaimed  the  young  men 
together. 

The  elder  of  the  strangers  instantly  turned  to 
question  the  sailors  once  more,  but  they  had  dis- 
appeared ;  he  looked  up  the  dark  street,  and  down, 
but  both  had  darted  off,  and  were  out  of  sight 
He  thought  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  one  of  theai 
as  he  turned  a  distant  comer. 

"  Gro  on,  Harold ;  I  will  meet  you  at  the  Post* 
office,  Edgar  I"  he  exclaimed,  as  wrapjMng  the 
trailing  shawl  round  his  arm,  he  darted  off  in  the 
direction  in  which  the  figures  had  disappeared, 
without  waiting  to  see  if  the  young  men  followed. 
They  stood  a  moment  undecided,  and  in  that 
moment,  so  furious  was  the  pace  at  which  their 
companion  ran,  he  was  out  of  their  sight 

The  stranger  turned  the  comer  round  which 
the  sailors  had,  as  he  thought,  darted,  and  found 
himself  in  a  long  narrow  alley.  He  thought  he 
heard  the  sound  of  fast  retreating  footsteps  eciiaing 
at  the  other  end,  and  without  reflecting  where  be 
was  going,  he  mshed  forward.  The  footstqM 
resounded  more  clearly — ^he  was  guning  on  the 
itigitives;  they  seemed  to  increase  in  number, 
and,  regardless  of  the  risk  he  might  run  in  pur- 
suing men  whom  he  took  with  certainty  to  be 
thieves,  and  who,  perhaps,  might  muster  in  fbroe 
against  him,  he  still  ran  forward.     He  was  qmte 
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sure  that  the  footsteps  were  increasing  in  number, 
and  soon  found  out  the  reason;  for  on  emerging 
irom  a  low  archway,  he  found  himself  suddenly 
in  the  midst  of  a  crowded  thoroughfare,  lighted 
brilliantly  by  glaring  shop-lamps  on  all  sides.  The 
crowd  parted,  and  turned  to  stare  at  a  man  run- 
ning at  full  speed  out  of  the  dark  archway.  He 
stopped  as  soon  as  he  found  himself  in  the  street; 
indeed,  it  was  apparent  that  had  he  not  stopped, 
there  was  some  one  would  have  tried  summarily 
to  bring  him  to  a  stand  still.  A  heavy  hand  was 
laid  on  his  shoulder,  and  a  gruff  voice  asked  him, 
in  no  very  friendly  tones, — 

"  Where  are  you  running  to,  my  man?" 

"  Upon  my  word,  friend,  I  do  not  know,"  re- 
plied the  stranger,  "  for  I  have  not  the  least  notion 
where  I  am." 

**  Come,  now,  none  o'  that,  you  know.  What 
are  you  doing  with  that  'ere  shawl?" 

A  crowd  of  gapers  had  of  course  gathered 
round  the  policeman  and  his  captive  in  an  instant, 
and,  of  course,  pertinaciously  refused  to  fall  back 
at  his  summons,  for  they  were  as  eager  as  he  to 
hear  the  explanation. 

**  This  shawl?  Why,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  can 
hardly  say  how  I  came  by  it,  but — " 

'*  In  course  not;  I  know'd  you  couldn't;  but  I 
knows  all  about  it, — so,  come  along.  Now  then, 
faU  back,  will  yer?*' 

But  the  crowd  were  not  so  anxious  to  open  a 
passage,  and  so  the  stranger  had  time  to  say, — 

*^  I  have  not  the  slightest  objection  to  go  with 
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yott,  and  am  quite  as  anzious  as  you  can  be  to 
ascertain  all  about  this  shawl — so,  lead  on>  and  I 
wiU  foUow.** 

**  Grammon  I  **  muttered  the  policeman,  hooking 
his  arm  firmly  in  the  stranger^s,  and  looking  with 
supreme  contempt  upon  the  swarm  of  small  boys 
that  ran  by  his  side. 

**  Now  then,  you  young  varmiotl  what  do  you 
litter  the  pavement  for  in  this  here  way?'' 

A  vigorous  side-kick  gave  force  to  the  question, 
and  the  small  boys  fell  back,  and  allowed  the 
policeman  to  pass  from  the  street  through  a  swing- 
ing door,  into  a  well-lighted,  well-warmed  building, 
which  was  the  principal  station  of  the  district 

Several  men  in  shiny  hats  and  belted  greatcoats 
hung  over  tlie  fire  burning  in  the  ante-room,  or 
lounged  upon  the  benches  that  ran  all  round; 
some  came  to  the  door  and  warned  off  the  crowd, 
who  were  straining  all  eyes  to  follow  the  prisoner— 
for  the  stranger  was  fairly  in  custody— through 
the  ante-room,  from  thence  to  the  inner  office, 
into  which  the  stranger  was  ushered. 

He  found  a  mild  gentlemanly  looking  old  man, 
sitting  at  a  desk  writing;  he  was  dressed  in  a  dark 
blue  uniform,  slightly  ornamented  with  silver. 
The  room  looked  more  like  an  oflice,  (ht  acountii^ 
house,  than  a  police-room,  for  its  furniture  con- 
sisted of  nothing  more  warlike  than  huge  led^gers, 
and  maps  hung  upon  the  bare  walls. 

The  Superintendent  looked  up  from  his  writing 
as  they  entered,  and  his  mild  but  quick  eje 
seemed  to  scan  the  stranger  from  top  to  toe  in  an 
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instant.  It  rested  upon  the  shawl,  which  he 
Btill  held  wrapped  round  the  arm  into  which  the 
policeman  had  linked  his  own. 

*•  Well,  Jones,  what  it  it?*'  asked  the  Super- 
intendent. 

'^  I  caught  this  man,  Sir;  he  run  up  at  full 
apeed  from  Blind  Alley  out  into  Back  Lane,  with 
this  'ere  shawl  hanging  from  his  arm.  I  stopped 
him — he  couldn't  give  no  account  of  himself,  and 
BO  I  brought  him  here.  I  must  say,  though,  that 
he  come  very  willin'.  Sir,  and  made  no  bobbery 
whatsomever." 

**  Very  good,  Jones.  Now  reach  me  that  ledger 
with  the  handbill  sticking  out  from  between  its 
leaves." 

The  stranger  stood  silent  and  calm,  looking  at 
the  fire,  while  the  Superintendent  read  from  the 
ledger,  occasionally  looking  over  its  edge  to  get  a 
glance  at  him. 

^^  Now,  Jones,  the  shawL  There  is  something 
here  which  I  don't  understand  at  all." 

"  I  must  trouble  you,"  said  Jones  to  the  stranger, 
as  he  unwound  the  shawl  from  his  arm. 

The  prisoner  still  maintained  his  silence. 

The  Superintendent  spread  the  shawl  upon  his 
desk:  it  apparently  tallied  in  every  respect  with 
a  description  he  read  half  aloud. 

'*  It's  the  same,  Sir,  and  no  mistake,"  remarked 
Jones,  thinking  with  some  satisfaction  on  the 
important  capture  he  had  effected. 

''  So  I  should  have  said,  Jones,  an  hour  ago. 
It  tallies  exactly  to  the  description  they  sent  us 
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down  from  the  West-^nd  last  week;  bat  then, 
come  here^  this  is  the  strangest  part"  Jones 
went  round  the  desk,  and  read  a  notice  entered 
in  the  ledger. 

It  gave  information  that  a  woman,  an  hour  or 
so  previously,  had  been  apprehended  on  the  veiy 
chaige  of  stealing  this  same  shawl,  and  what  was 
more  inexplicable,  the  identical  shawl,  so  the 
notice  said,  had  been  found  in  her  possession,  and 
was  now  at  the  West-end  police  station. 

"  There  is  some  strange  mistake,  Jones,  some- 
where,'' whispered  the  Superintendent,  and  glancing 
again  at  the  stranger  he  added,  **  He  doesn't  look 
like  a  swell,  either.*' 

'^  No,  Sir,"  replied  Jones,  somewhat  crest-fallen, 
'^now  you  mention  it,  there  may  be  som'at 
honester-like  about  him,  than  I  seed  afore;  but 
he  can't  give  no  account  of  hisself." 

**  We  shall  see,  Jones." 

Again  the  person  of  the  stranger  was  subjected  by 
the  Superintendent  to  a  rigid  and  minute  scrutiny. 
He  seemed  to  be  noting  down  in  his  memory,— 
*'  stature  tall ;  hair  dark  and  streaked  with  grey, 
face  oval,  bronzed  and  handsome;  eyes  dark  and 
melancholy;  dress  foreign  in  appearance," et  cetera. 

**  You  seem.  Sir,  from  your  looks,  to  be  a 
stranger  to  London,  and  perhaps  a  foreigner,"  he 
observed,  when  his  survey  was  ended,  in  quiet  and 
rather  conciliating  tones.  '*  I  am  sorry  if  circom- 
stances,  which,  though  suspicious,  may  perhaps  be 
explained,  have  led  to  your  being  inconvenienced 
by  this  chaige." 
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The  Superintendent  had  remarked  what  his 
more  obtuse  inferior  had  overlooked,  or  not 
troubled  himself  to  notice,  that  there  was  an  air 
of  refined  superiority  about  the  prisoner,  and  a 
nobleness  of  look  in  his  every  lineament,  that 
showed  fearless  honesty  of  purpose.  His  address 
wa8  immediately  responded  to  by  the  prisoner. 

'*  I  am  an  Englishman,  and  have  only  just 
arrived  from  America.  On  landing  with  my 
friends  we  were  proceeding  upon  private  afiairs, 
when  we  were  stopped  by  a  man,  offering  this 
shawl  for  sale." 

"Then  you  bought  it?'* 

**  Not  exactly — he  ran  away  and  left  it  in  my 
hands.'' 

A  shade  of  disappointment  passed  over  the 
Superintendent's  face;  he  evidently  seemed  to 
doubt  a  little  this  explanation,  and  inquired, — 

**  Where  did  this  man  meet  you? " 

**  I  am  unable  to  say.  It  is  long  since  I  left 
[England,  and  I  had  to  inquire  our  way  from 
liassers-by." 

•*  Where  were  you  going,  then?" 

"To the  Post-office— the  General  Post  Office." 

"For  letters?" 

«$  For  a  letter." 

"  Why  were  you  on  foot  if  you  do  not  know 
the  town?" 

"  We  purposed  taking  the  first  carriage  we 
met." 

"  What  is  your  name?  " 

"  I  decline  at  present  to  give  it." 
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''Ham  !^  murmured  the  Superintendent, growing 
more  suspicioufi.  **  What  ship  did  you  oome 
in?** 

*'  I  have  a  reason  for  not  wishing  to  enter  at 
present  upon  my  aSBurs,  and  so  I  b^  yon  not  to 
question  me.*' 

**  That  is  awkward,"  replied  the  Superintendent, 
with  a  smile,  **  for  this  shawl  is  one  of  great  Tslne, 
and  any  one  would  say,  quite  unique  in  appear- 
ance and  pattern;  either  it,  or  its  ooonterpsrt, 
was  stolen  some  time  ago,  and  here  we  find  it  in 
your  possession." 

"  But  surely  I  have  accounted  for  its  being  so," 
returned  the  stranger,  still  quite  calm  and  cnir 
lected. 

'*  Hardly — supposing  that  it  was,  as  you  say, 
offered  to  you  for  sale,  the  seller  was  hardly  likely 
to  run  away  without  receiving,  at  least,  a  hand- 
some portion  of  its  value.'* 

**  You  have  informed  me  that  it  had  been 
stolen.  I  now  understand  how  my  recognitioa  of 
the  shawl  caused  the  s^lor  to  fear  being  arrested, 
and  so  he  took  to  flight.  I  followed  him  on  poi^ 
pose  to  learn  whence  he  had  obtained  it,  but  he 
escaped  me." 

'*  Then  you  know  this  shawl,  and  have  seen  it 
before?" 

"  I  have  reason  to  think  so— long  ago,  before  I 
left  England." 

The  Superintendent  paused,  as  if  wsidng  fiir 
the  stranger  to  continue,  but  he  said  no  more. 

**  And  you  decline  giving  further  inf<»rQiation 
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about  ity  or  yourself,  or  your  companions,  or  your 
ship?" 

*^  I  must  under  the  circumstances  do  so." 

•*  Why  did  not  your  friends  accompany  you  in 
the  pursuit?" 

**  They  scarcely  knew  of  my  intention,  before 
I  left  them,  and  I  cried  to  them  as  I  started,  that 
I  would  meet  them  at  the  Post-office." 

'*  Will  you  describe  them?" 

*'  There  is  no  necessity — my  account  is  true, 
and  you  have  no  grounds  for  detaining  me  in 
custody,  I  apprehend." 

**  I  am  not  quite  sure  of  that,"  replied  the 
Superintendent,  trying  to  conceal  the  embarrass- 
ment which  the  fact  of  the  double  arrest  had  caused 
him*  The  coincidence  of  both  parties  being  found 
in  actual  possession  of  what  seemed  the  same 
article  was  a  circumstance  for  which  he  could  not 
account,  and  the  very  partial  information  which 
the  prisoner  gave  of  himself,  nused  suspicions 
which  his  appearance  and  bearing  in  a  manner 
negatived. 

^^  Jones,  you  must  call  a  cab,  and  unless  this 
gentleman  prefers  being  detained  here  all  night, 
he  will  accompany  me  to  the  West-end  without 
objection." 

'*  I  certainly  object  to  even  an  hour's  detention; 
but  if  it  must  be  so,  I  must  beg  of  you  to  use  all 
speed,  and  at  the  same  time  inform  me,  what  is 
your  intention  in  wishing  me  to  accompany  you 
thither." 

^^  The  robbery  of  this  shawl  took  place  there. 
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and  tliej  have  the  charge,  and  it  is  requisite  to 
confront  you  with  other  parties  concerned,  and 
make  out  which  is  the  real  shawl,  if  there  he 
two,  which,  considering  the  article,  does  not  wem 
probable." 

^  Then  you  still  haye  suspicions  about  me?'* 

*'  Is  it  to  be  wondered  at?"  replied  the  Super- 
intendent, rather  sharply.  ^  What  is  your  aocoant 
of  yourself?  You  say  you  are  a  stranger—sn 
Englishman,  returned  after  long  absence,  and  re- 
fuse to  giye  the  name  of  your  yessel,  or  your  own 
name.  You  assert  you  obtained  stolen  property 
from  a  sailor  fellow,  who  ran  off  without  wuting 
to  be  paid.  You  say  you  were  in.  company  widi 
friends,  and  refuse  to  describe  them.  You  say  yea 
recognised  this  stolen  property,  and  decline  to  teH 
me  how,  when,  and  where  you  had  seen  it  before; 
Upon  my  word,  you  will  see  that  I  am  very  lenient 
in  not  proceeding  at  once  to  the  extremities  the 
case  would  justify,  and  to  which  we  may  yet  hare 
to  proceed,  after  confronting  you  with  the  parties 
we  shall  find  at  the  West-end." 

**  You  make  out  a  strong  case  against  me,**  re- 
plied the  prisoner,  in  his  low  calm  tones;  ^bot 
they  shall  all  be  explained  to  yon  afterwards, 
with  thanks  for  your  courtesy ;  but  if  I  migiit 
leaye  a  deposit  that  would  cover  even  the  yalue  of 
this  shawl,  it  might  spare  me  from  being  detained, 
probably?" 

'*  Sir,  there  is  something  about  you  wUdi  led 
me  to  spare  you  the  indignity  of  a  personal  search, 
— ^but  I  have  only  two  courses  open — to  search  yoo. 
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to  receive  the  charge,  and  detain  you  in  the  regular 
and  usual  way,  or  accompany  you  to  the  West-end ; 
the  latter  course  I  should  recommend  to  you,  and 
for  your  sake,  should  prefer  it  myself.'' 

*'*'  Do  you  think  I  shall  be  long  delayed?  " 

^*  That  depends  upon  the  clearing  up  of  this 
rather  tangled  affair.  If  you  give  no  further 
account  than  you  already  have  given  of  yourself, 
you  may  be  still  more  inconvenienced.^ 

The  stranger  paused,  and  thought  awhile.  He 
wa»  desirous,  for  many  reasons,  that  his  return  to 
his  native  country  should  not  be  made  public,  and 
the  curious  circumstances  of  the  position  in  which 
he  was  placed  were,  he  felt  sure,  likely  to  obtain 
some  notoriety,  if  the  details  were  exposed  in  a 
police  investigation.  Walter  Bannerford,  who  has 
doubtless  been  already  recognised  in  the  stranger 
arrested,  was  very  unwilling  that  Mr.  Placet 
Lionsmore  should  become  acquainted  with  his  pre^ 
sence  in  England,  at  least  until  the  scattered 
uiembers  of  the  Bannerford  family  were  once  more 
reunited,  and  he  himself  had  had  an  opportunity 
of  visiting  Bannerford  House.  He  had  some 
researches  to  make  in  a  certain  chestnut  grove, 
and  had  carefully  taken  down  and  remembered  the 
revelation  so  singularly  made  at  the  foot  of  the 
Sierra  Nevada. 

All  these  reflections  flashed  across  his  mind  in 
an  instant,  and  he  resolved  to  face  out  the  awk- 
ward dilemma  in  which  he  found  himself,  as  best 
he  could,  feeling  sure  that  he  had  recognised  the 
shawlf  and  that  the  circumstances   would  clear 
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tbemselves,  and  him  at  the  same  time.  He  felt 
also  not  a  little  anxious  to  learn  more  of  wbat^  be 
belieyedy  had  been  the  property  of  one  in  whom  ise 
felt  such  interest ;  and  so  he  made  up  his  mind  to 
accompany  the  Superintendent  with  the  best  po^ 
sible  grace. 

Jones  soon  had  a  yehicle  ready :  all  three  en- 
tered, and  were  in  a  short  time  rattling  at  a  smsrt 
pace  through  the  crowded  streets. 

At  another  time  Walter  Bannerford  would  have 
obseryed  with  interest  the,  to  him,  novel  soeneg 
and  sounds  with  which  he  was  surrounded;  be 
would  have  regarded  with  almost  childish  curxwitT 
the  sights  presented  on  all  sides  by  the  metropolb 
of  his  native  country,  revisited  so  unej^MCtedlj, 
after  so  long  an  absence.  But  his  own  position, 
the  position  of  his  nephews,  and  his  whole  fiunflj, 
and  of  others  who  looked  up  to  him  for  guidance, 
afforded  him  ample  food  for  reflection,  and  he  M 
back  into  his  corner,  and  all  three  relapsed  into  a 
sUence  whidi  was  only  broken  by  the  sadden 
stoppage  of  their  vehicle.'* 

'^  Here  we  are,"  ezcUumed  the  Superintoident, 
as  the  carriage  drove  into  a  small  court-yard; 
"  this  is  the  rear  entrance,  but  I  thought  jm 
would  like  to  be  as  private  as  possible.^ 

"  Thank  you,"  replied  Walter  Bannerford,  re- 
lieved by  finding  that  he  had  not  again  to  be  snb- 
jected  to  the  stare  of  a  crowd;  "  it  is  most  o<n- 
siderate  of  you.  Sir;  and  you  will  find,  I  am  sore, 
that  I  am  in  no  way  undeserving  of  your  cod- 
sideration.'' 
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<'  I  can^t  help  thinking  so,"  said  the  Superin- 
tendent, kindly,  as  he  led  the  way  into  an  inner 
room  of  the  police-station. 

The  room  was  similar  in  appearance  to  that 
which  they  had  not  long  left,  only  better  famished ; 
and  it  was  evident  that  the  square-browed,  fierce- 
looking  gentleman  in  dark  blue  and  silk  braid, 
with  a  touch  of  silver  here  and  there,  who  rose 
from  a  table  at  which  he  was  seated  when  they 
entered,  was  superior  in  grade  to  the  Superin- 
tendent who  had  escorted  Walter.  The  latter 
treated  the  former  with  much  respect,  and  leaving 
Bftonerford  under  the  guardianship  of  Jones,  the 
two  superiors  retired  through  a  door  marked 
"Private"  into  an  inner  room,  where  they  re- 
mained in  close  conference,  which  lasted  until  the 
West-end  Superintendent  came  out  in  some  bustle, 
and  going  to  a  cupboard,  took  otlt  another  shawl, 
the  precise  counterpart  of  the  one  which  had  been 
taken  from  Bannerford. 

He  left  the  private  door  slightly  open  as  he  re- 
tamed,  and  Walter,  as  he  stood  leaning  on  the 
mantelpiece,  could  see  them  comparing  the  two, 
and  then  referring  to  handbills  and  ledgers. 

'*  Ah !  I  understand  now,"  he  thought  to  him- 
self; "  I  remember.  Aunt  Margaret ! — I  had 
almost  forgotten  her." 

His  reflections  were  cut  short  by  the  return  of 
the  two  Superintendents,  the  superior  of  whom 
observed  to  the  other  over  his  shoulder,  as  he  pre- 
ceded him  through  the  door,  *'  We  will  soon  have 
all  unravelled,   Mr.  Mildman.     Pray  be  seated. 
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Siry**  he  began,  addressing  Walter,  and  iM»tn^ 
himself  on  one  dde  of  the  table,  while  Mr.  MSd- 
man  took  his  chair  opposite. 

Walter  still  retained  his  composure  as  be  oom- 
plied  with  the  Superintendent's  request,  and  bove 
his  scrutiny  with  the  same  unmoved  look  with  which 
he  had  borne  that  of  Mr.Mildman  an  hour  before 

"  I  am  sorry.  Sir," — ^began  the  square-browed 
Superintendent^  with  a  look  of  his  penetrating  eyes 
that  seemed  to  say,  "  I  mean  business," — "  I  am 
extremely  sorry  that  you  decline  to  communicate 
any  particulars  about  yourself.  Mr.  Mildman  and 
myself  see  no  reason  for  doubting  your  statements^ 
but  your  unusual  refusal  to  give  even  your  name. 
justifies  our  taking  every  precaution  againat  letting 
an  offender  or  an  accomplice  escape.*' 

^^  My  motives  for  silence  are  purely  personal; 
and  if  you  doubt  my  word,  I  see  no  reason  why 
I  should  not  procure  bail.'' 

"  Couldn't  be  accepted  in  this  case." 

*^  I  warn  you  that  the  consequences  of  detaining 
me  may  prove  serious,"  said  Walter  Bannerford, 
with  more  warmth  than  he  had  shown  before. 

"  They  must  be  on  your  own  head,  Sir,"  re- 
plied the  Superintendent,  knitting  his  square  brow. 
*'  Do  you  not  agree  with  me,  Mr.  Mildman?" 

That  gentleman  nodded,  with  a  gesture  that 
seemed  to  say,  '*  It  is  true,  but  I  am  sorry  (or  it*' 
He  also  leaned  over,  and  whispered  a  word  or  two 
in  the  ear  of  his  superior,  who  replied  in  the  same 
tone,  "  There  will  be  no  harm  in  our  telliiq;  him. 
We  will  try  him,  though  he  seems  detennined 
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enotigh.*'  Then,  aloud,  **  You  may  not  only  suffer 
yourself^  Sir,  from  your  determination,  but  you 
Irill  cause  much  suffering  to  another  person,  who, 
for  all  we  know,  may  be  equally  innocent  with 
yourself.* 

Walter  remained  silent,  and  the  superior  again 
whispered,  *'  I  am  really  sorry  for  her  myself,  and 
now  feel  almost  sure  that  she  is  innocent,  since  we 
have  hit  upon  this  duplicate.  But  she  is  every 
wliit  as  mysterious  as  this  dark-faced  stranger,  and 
as  obstinate  in  keeping  silence.  She  has  given  us 
a  note,  however,  for  a  Sir  Lionel  Beaufort;  we 
ahall  see  if  he  will  come,  and  if  he  knows  anything 
of  her." 

**  I  should  be  sorry  to  involve  any  one  in  the 
dilemma  in  which  I  am  placed,"  began  Walter, 
after  a  pause ;  "  and  I  will  give  you  the  name  of 
the  vessel  in  which  I  came,  and  refer  you  to  those 
who  know  me,  if  you  will  promise  this  night  to  set 
me  at  liberty,  if  the  information  you  receive  prove 
StttiBfactory." 

*'  Can't  promise  anything  beforehand."  Agaiu 
the  square  brow  was  knitted. 

''  Suppose  we  confront  them,"  suggested  Mild- 
man,  in  a  whisper ;  "  it  may  cut  the  matter  short." 

**  I  don't  know ;— still,  I  am  sorry  for  her ;  and 
if  this  man  should  confess  anything,  on  my  honour, 
I  should  be  right  glad  to  let  the  poor  thing  go, 
Mildman,— that  is,  if  we  could  do  it.  But  I  will 
aend  and  see,*---we  will  try  confronting  them." 

An  officer  appeared  at  the  door  almost  as  soon 
aa  the  SuperintendentVr  hand  touched  a  small  knob 
let  into  the  wall  at  his  side.     He  approached  the 
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table»  then  bowed  in  silende  as  he  retired  to  exe- 
cute his  superior's  whispered  order. 

Walter  Bannerford  remained  lost  in  thought 
while  the  two  Superintendents  were  conferring 
together  in  their  low  whispers.  The  door  opened 
behind  him ;  he  heard  a  hea^y  tread,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  a  lighter  step,  and  the  rustle  of  female 
dress.  He  started  up  on  perceiving  a  lady  in  deep 
mourning.  Her  yeil  was  down,  her  handkerchief 
was  held  to  her  eyes,  and  her  head  was  bent  upon 
her  breast,  from  which  frequent  and  deep  sobs 
burst  forth.  Walter  hastened  to  ofier  hb  chair, 
which  was  apparently  the  only  spare  one  in  the 
room.  The  lady  accepted  it  with  a  bow,  but 
without  looking  up. 

«  If  this,  then,"  thought  Walter,  "  is  the  other 
accused  party,  I  cannot  persist  in  silence,  if  it  is 
to  compromise  her  innocence.'' 

"  Now,  Sir,"  began  the  Superintendent,  ^  may 
I  ask  if  you  have  seen  that  person  before  /" 

Walter  hastened  to  reply,  "  Never,  to  my 
knowledge ;  but  if " 

At  the  first  sounds  of  his  deep  rich  voioe,  the 
veiled  lady  started,  and  before  he  had  got  out 
another  word,  she  had  sprung  to  her  feet,  andL 
throwing  back  her  vefl,  wildly  cried,  •*  Walter- 
Walter  Bannerford!  Are  you  come  at  last? 
Edith— my  child!— fly  I— save  her— save— 0 
God! ^" 

<<  Edith!— my  own  Edith!"  he  gasped  mat,  as 
he  supported  the  falling  form  of  Lady  Bannerford 
on  his  arms,  (for  she  had  fainted  as  she  ftHy— 
**  and  is  it  thus  we  meet  at  last?" 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

WtL  LOHBMOn  TI8I18    8T1PH1H  BLAOX  —  SIASTUXO  BllCIinBdlHOn 
CYOKBD — ^RSTUBBS  IBOM  THE  IHTBSYIKW  PUZZLSD  AJTD  TlBBirZlD. 

Mb.  Lonskoke  made  vigorous  efforts  to  take  up 
the  due  which  he  believed  lay  through  Lord 
Chasekepe  to  the  object  of  his  research ;  and  his 
efforts  were  so  far  successful,  that  he  made  the  dis* 
covay  of  the  rich  Spanish  nabob  being  in  some 
way  or  other  concerned  in  hiding  away  Sir  Martin 
Bannerford. 

Don  Esteban  was  not  to  be  found  when  Mr. 
Lonsmore  first  sought  for  him  at  the  Hotel  des 
Princes.  He  was,  indeed,  at  that  very  time  making 
Ilia  early  visit  to  the  cottage  on  the  banks  of  the 
Thames.  Mr.  Lonsmore  left  his  card,  promising 
to  call  again,  and  desiring  to  be  informed  at  his 
dub  whenever  Don  Esteban  should  return. 

The  maltre  d'hotel  informed  the  valet,  Fran9oi8, 
of  the  visit,  and  the  orders  Mr.  Lonsmore  had  left 
with  regard  to  his  being  fetched  firom  the  club. 

''He  has  something  of  importance  in  hand, 
depend  on  it,  Francois.'' 

"  Shall  I  inform  the  Don,  or  forget  all  about  itT'' 

''  It  would  be  awkward  if  he  finds  out  that  your 
02 
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forgetfblness  was  purposed    He  is  not  amisUe 

''  No;  smce  this  infernal  business  of  the  Ban- 
nerfordSj  in  which  he  has  got  mixed  up,  for  the 
devil  knows  what  purpose,  he  is  quite  changed, 
and  savage  as  a  bear  at  tunes.'' 

''Take  care,  Fran9ois  I  he  will  break  loose  hke 
one.'' 

''  (PM  ifol.  I  will  take  him  this  eaid  of 
Monsieur  Lonsmore." 

On  entering  his  master's  room,  Francois  found 
him  seated  in  his  arm-chair  doee  to  the  fire,  and 
his  chin  buried  in  his  two  hands. 

"  It  shall  be  as  they  choose/'  he  was  murmur* 
ing  to  himself,  "  either  revenge  or  love — love! "  he 
echoed  aloud,  and  Fran9ois  surprised  him  in  his 
laugh  of  mockery. 

Fran9ois'  manner  grew  more  respectful  as  hn 
master's  ill*humour  increased,  and  he  waited  in 
silence  at  his  elbow,  until  he  should  be  pleased  to 
take  the  card  firom  the  salver  he  held  out  towards 
him.  This  he  did  not  seem  disposed  to  do  ustfl 
he  had  questioned  the  valet  about  other  matters. 

''  Ton  left  your  brother  upon  the  watch, 
Franjois?" 

''  Certainly,  Monsieur,  and  not  a  leaf  will  stir, 
without  his  seeing  it,  and  reporting  upon  it  too." 

"^  He  is  well  paid,  Fran^cns ;  but  did  you  tell 
him  to  try  to  learn  all  he  ooold  of  any  motemeat 
in  the  cottage  ? — ^if  any  one  went  there,  if  any  one 
left  it— where  they  went  to,  what  they  dM;  in 
short,  every  single  movement  made  by  any  one." 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


TH3&  VALLET  OF  GOLD.  817 

''Monsienr  will  certainly  be  informed  of  all. 
Augoste— though  he  is  my  brother^  and  I  should 
not  sound  his  praises — ^Auguste  is  without  a  rival 
in  intrigue/' 

"  Is  he  well  stationed  ?  Can  he  see  all  7'' 

'^  He  is  well  disguised,  and  has  at  least  a  doaen 
chairs  on  hand  to  mend.  I  should  have  observed 
that  he  has  assumed^  in  Monsieur's  service,  the 
character  of  a  chair-mender,  and  is  now  sitting  by 
the  roadside  in  full  view  of  the  cottage.  He  takes 
care  not  to  work  too  fast,  so  as  to  end  his  task  too 
soon,  or  be  so  occupied  as  not  to  watch  all— cv  dm* 
frhr^l  he  cares  not  how  much  he  does  in  the  ser* 
vice  of  his  brother's  master." 

''  His  brother's  master  pays  him  well.  But  give 
me  that  card  now,  Francois,  and  let  me  see  what 
new  lickspittle  wishes  to  catch  a  crumb  or  twa 
They  will  not  get  them  so  easily  now,  Francois." 

"  Monsieur  has  reason,  as  always,"  said  Francois, 
again  extending  the  salver,  while  he  murmured  in- 
wardly— ''  raiion  de  plus  that  I  should  look  after 
myself  at  once." 

"Whose  is  this,  Pran9ois?"  asked  his  master, 
turning  over  the  card  in  his  fingers. 

'^  Monsieur  does  not  know,  perhaps.  Monsieur 
Lonsmore?" 

"Lonsmorel  what  that  old  rogue  Placet?" 
muttered  Stephen  Black  between  his  teeth;  then 
added  aloud — "  You  think  not,  Francois — ^hum  I — 
never  mind,  let  him  mount." 

^*  The  Monsieur  does  not  wait,  he  is  at  the  club." 

•'Why  bring  this,  then,  fool  ?" 
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'^  Monsieur  left  word  that  lie  was  to  be  infoimed 
of  your  return/' 

''  Inform  him,  then.  Send  him  word  that  I  wfll 
see  him;  quick,  send  a  messenger,  and  retum 
70ursel£  I  will  receive  Mr.  Pla — that  is,  Lona* 
more,  in  my  dressing-room.'' 

''Ah,  Monsieur  knows  the  gentleman,  then." 

''I  know — ^that  is,  I  have  heard  his  name, 
Francois;  but  in  what  does  that  regard  you? 
Begone— stay — ^return  quickly — my  hair  is  dis- 
arranged, and — ^and — make  me  look  my  best, 
Francois." 

The  valet  soon  returned,  and  had  scarcely 
finished  his  renovating  operations  on  hair,  skin, 
teeth,  and  outward  habiliments,  before  Mr.  Loos- 
more  was  announced. 

An  impatient  wave  of  the  hand  dismissed 
Fran9ois  as  soon  as  he  had  placed  a  seat  for  Mr. 
Lonsmore,  facing  the  window  to  which  Don 
Esteban  had  turned  the  back  of  his  own  chair. 

Intrenched,  as  it  were,  in  his  arm-chair,  Stephen 
Black  sat  watching,  with  his  still  piercing  eyes, 
every  movement  of  his  old  acquaintance.  He 
evidently  had  the  advantage  in  the  rencontre :  he 
was  not  recognised. 

Mr.  Lonsmore's  manner  was  so  cunningly  poUte, 
and  so  lubricatory  were  his  sentences,  that  he 
doubtless  thought  himself  in  the  presence  of  a 
great  personage,  and  one  whom  he  was  very  anxious 
to  conciliate.  Stephen  Black  bowed  in  silence,  or 
replied  shortly  to  the  long  string  of  unmeaning 
nothings  relative  to  town,  its  attractions  for  strsn* 
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gers,  tlie  trying  fluctuations  of  an  English  winter 
find  spring,  et  csetera.  So  curt  and  monosyllabic 
were  some  of  Don  Esteban's  replies  that  Mr. 
Lonsmore  grew  a  little  embarrassed,  and  Stephen 
sorprised  more  than  once  the  old  Placet  look  of 
auspicious  and  keen  inquiry  darting  furtively 
askant  at  himself,  Mr.  Lonsmore  all  the  while 
affectmg  to  be  lost  in  his  admiration  of  an  Etty 
hanging  over  the  mantelpiece.  It  has  been  men- 
tioned that  among  Stephen  Black's  acquirements, 
was  that  of  being  able  to  speak  the  broken  English 
patois  in  which  the  Mexicans  of  California  carried 
on  their  intercourse  with  the  Yankee  Califomians. 
Whenever  he  wished  to  play  off  the  Spanish 
grandee  he  foimd  this  acquirement  of  great  service, 
and  on  this  occasion  he  did  not  fail  to  make  use 
of  it  in  order  to  deceive  his  keenly  observant 
visitor.  Still  he  had  no  wish  to  undergo  Placet's 
rigid  scrutiny,  though  he  thought,  by  the  help  of 
vsdet  Francois  and  Father  Time,  he  might  defy  even 
his  sharp  grey  eyes.  He  therefore  observed^ 
rather  abruptly,  and  in  his  most  broken  phrases, — 

'^  Sare,  your  visit  had,  I  am  sure,  an  object  par- 
ticular ;  you  no  come  to  say  '  Fine  morning — bad 
weather!''' 

"Certainly — doubtless — that  is,  I  believe  you 
are  interested  in  a  relative  of  mine  named  Banner- 
ford,  Don  Esteban." 

"Why  you  think  so?" 

"  I  heard  you  had  taken  him  under  your  pro- 
tection in  a  manner ;  have  I  been  correctly 
informed  on  that  point  ?  " 
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"Who  tell  you?" 

"  I  can  hiirdly  tell  how  the  infivmatkHi 


"  Ah !  you  uo  wiah  to  say.    I  beg  go  < 
haps  not  good  to  say." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  did  not  change  cokxir  at  the 
hint,  though  it  nettled  him  alittle,and  he  thiMi|1il 
the  Bon  rather  rude. 

"  I  should  be  glad  to  learn  where  he  now  ia,"  he 
replied,  curtly. 

''What  for,  Sare?  what  you  wish  to  do  ?  Now, 
I  no  think  he  is  good  man ;  before,  yes*  I  think 
so,  and  he  make  me  pifcy/' 

''Oh,''  thought  Mr. Placet,  "Ib^intofiBelmy 
ground!  You  would  not  be  the  first  penon 
whom  he  has  deceived,  and  I  should  not  be  snr- 
prised  if  you  haye  much  cause  to  r^ent  having 
given  him  aid  or  protection.'' 

"  I  have  no  say  I  do  that" 

"  In  any  case,  Signor,  I,  as  his  relative,  would 
gladly  take  aU  measures  of  precaution  with  refier- 
ence  to  him." 

"  I  think  that  you  much  wiah  for  have  him 
with  you,  eh?" 

There  was  a  kind  of  chuckling  taunt  in  the 
tones  of  Stephen's  voice  that  annoyed  Mr.  Lons- 
more, and  he  felt  himself  slide  once  more  into  the 
deep  water  of  doubt. 

"  Do  you  know  anything  of  my  relative's  past 
history?  "  he  asked,  turning  round  and  looking 
full  in  Stephen's  &oe. 

"  I  no  know  much ;   I  hear  he  very  bad  man^* 
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bad  to  70a,  and  escape  from  France,  where  he 
wasybrfo//' 

"  Then  if  you  know  that,  you  cannot  wish  to 
harbour  a  convicted  felon.  You  were  rightly  in- 
formed that  he  has  behaved  very  ill  to  me :  and 
if  your  kindness  is  repaid  as  mine  has  been,  you 
will  regret  ever  having  given  him  a  helping  hand/' 

There  was  an  air  of  injured  innocence,  that 
really  sat  very  well  on  Mr.  Lonsmore's  placid 
face,  as  he  hazarded  this  remark :  but  the  pose 
was  spoilt  by  the  uneasy  sidelong  glance  which 
sought  to  find  out  how  the  remark  was  received. 
It  served  Stephen^s  purpose  to  affect  to  be  deceived. 

''  Pr'aps  you  right,  Sare ;  and  he  be  dangerous 
to  be  at  liberty ;  what  do  you  say,  eh  ?  '* 

''  I  am  his  relative,  Signer,  and  if  you  are  able 
to  give  me  such  information  as  will  place  him 
under  my  protection,  he  will  be  kept  from  doing 
and  receiving  injury." 

But  such  an  answer  was  not  what  Stephen 
desired ;  he  wanted  something  more  definite. 

*'  How  ?  you  put  him  in  prison  ?  or  send  him 
back  to  France?'' 

''  I  half  begin  to  think  that  he  has  been  doing 
something  that  makes  the  Don  wish  him  there," 
thought  Mr.  Placet  to  himself:  "  I  wish  I  knew 
for  certain.  Gktd,  I  would  soon  help  him  to  his 
desires." 

"I  will  draw  him  out,"  thought  Stephen;  "in 

case  they  are  obstinate  yonder,  and  will  not  listen 

to  reason,  this  old  rogue  shall  at  least  help  me  to 

my  revenge.    Nay,  I   will  anticipate  the  hour, 

o3 
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when  I  have  made  sure  of  him.  Perhaps, 
as  they  are^  they  are  contriving  some  artifice  to  ooi- 
wit  me.  Come^  Sare  Lonsmore,  I  attend  your 
answer/'  he  added  aloud  to  his  visitor,  **  what  yoa 
say  for  your  cousin,  if  he  is  cousin  ? '' 

Mr.  Placet  Lonsmore  again  evaded  a  direct 
reply  as  to  his  express  intentions  and  motives. 

'^  It  is  a  cause  of  grief  to  me  to  say,  that  were  this 
unhappy  man — my  relative  by  marriage  only— 
to  obtain  his  deserts,  he  would  once  more  be  con- 
signed to  the  chains  and  infamy  from  which  he 
has  escaped.'' 

''  You  think  that,  and  desire  also,  eh  ?  Perhajps 
I  think  that  too,"  replied  Stephen,  reverting  in 
his  own  mind  to  the  scene  he  had  so  lately  wit- 
nessed in  poor  Lady  Bannerford's  chamber. 

'^  Ah !  you  have  found  him  out  then  already, 
Signer  Don — I  am  not  surprised  at  it :  he  is  a 
most  desperate  and  atrocious  villain,  and  for  the 
sake  of  all  his  relatives,  I  wish  to  disarm  him  of 
the  power  of  injuring  us — you  can  give  me  this 
power  if  you  choose  ! " 

"How,  Sare?" 

"  By  telling  me  where  to  find  him." 

"  I  cannot  say — ^perhaps  I  know,  perhi^  not : 
but  you  will  put  him  in  safe  place,  eh?  " 

"  I  promise,  on  my  honour,  to  do  sa^ 

Stephen's  lip  curled  sarcastically,  but  he  only 
answered) — 

"  You  have  all  ready,  then,  Sare  Lonsmore?  " 

"  I  really  believe  the  Don  is  in  a  hurry  to  get  rid 
of  him,"  thought  Mr.  Lonsmore  to  himself; — ^^he 
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must  be  aomewhere  near.  I  liave  hit  the  nail  on 
the  head  too.  Perhaps  Martin  has  been  playing 
some  dirty  trick — like  enough/' 

''You  no  say^  if  you  have  all  ready/'  again 
observed  Don  Esteban. 

^'  Certainly^  I  would  call  in  a  carriage,  and  take 
him  under  my  charge  at  once,  if  he  is  here/' 

'^  No,  he  is  not  in  this  place,  Sare  Lonsmore — 
pVaps  I  can  find— then  send  for  you,  eh  ?" 

'^  I  will  be  prepared — but  I  should  like  a  more 
positive  answer,"  replied  Mr.  Lonsmore,  beginning 
to  feel  that  his  hold  was  more  slippery  than  he 
had  thought. 

^'  You  ask  for  positive,  Sare  Lonsmore — ^but  you 
are  no  positive :  you  no  say  why  you  wish  for  take 
this  format,  and  put  him  to  galleys  again.  You' 
fear  him,  eh  ?  Tell  me  how  is  all  dis,  if  you  wish 
for  positive  from  me." 

''  I  have  many  motives,  Don  Esteban,  for  my 
conduct,  but  they  are  family  ones,  and  would  not 
interest  you :  and  after  all,  if  you  do  not  choose  to 
help  my  research,  I  must  employ  other  means, — 
there  are  plenty." 

*'  He  thinks  he  has  learned  enough  from  me  to 
serve  his  pturpose,"  thought  Stephen  Black,  "  and 
wishes  to  take  his  own  course  now — but  I  will 
bring  him  under.  Ah  !  Placet,  we  shall  see  how 
you  look  presently.  I  will  turn  Jonas'  narration 
to  account :  you  may  be  useful,  and  you  must  be 
mine." 

He  rose  and  went  to  the  door,  looked  into  the 
next  room,  to  make  sure  Fran9ois  was  not  indulging 
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in  his  Twoal  failing  of  CKfW'Jarcfppng,  CKrefbDy 
dosed  and  fastened  the  door  of  oommnnies^n, 
and  then  returned  to  his  chair. 

Mr.  Lonsmore  watdied  his  prooeedings,  reflect- 
ing within  himself  the  while, — **  He  intends  to 
dupe  me — ^keep  me  here  waiting  his  pleasure,  while 
his  proteg^  escapes;  bat  I  will  matdi  him — I  will 
take  my  leave,  and  it  is  hard  if  Monsieur  Crudie 
and  I  cannot  fathom  his  designs  -we  will  watch 
every  door  and  window,  for  I  am  sure  he  is  here.'* 

Don  Esteban  had  resumed  his  seat,  and  Mr. 
Lonsmore  waited  in  silenoe  for  him  to  renew  the 
conversation :  he  could  not  help  feeling  ill  at  ease 
— there  was  something  threatening  and  strange  in 
the  glitter  of  Stephen  Black's  dark  eyes  that  le- 
recalled  to  his  mind  vague  recollections  of— he 
scarcely  knew  what. 

''  Sare  Lonsmore,  I  no  say  that  wish  to  hear 
history  of  family — dere  are  many,  Sare ;  I  know 
some  strange  too — ^perhaps  your  history  not  more 
strange.'' 

Mr.  Lonsmore  opened  lus  grey  eyes  wider 
in  astonishment  at  this,  to  him,  eztraoidinaiy 
exordium. 

''  You  no  teU  history,  Sare  Lonsmore — good— 
I  tell  one  to  you^  then  say  if  you  have  heard  one 
like  before." 

Mr.  Lonsmore  nodded  mechanically.  Stqibea 
began  in  a  low  voice, — 

'^Long  time  past — old  man  be  sick — ^alone  iu 
bed — nurse  watch  by  his  side — ^good  nurse — fcith- 
f ul  woman — dere  come  two  men— one  tall,  dressed 
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all  black — oder  liia  servant — secretairj  clerk, 
what  you  call  it — ^tall  man,  all  quiet  and  sorrow- 
ful; he  make  testament  for  sick  man  in  bed — 
od»  man  write  at  table,  fast.  Sick  man  speak  in 
low  voice — ^nurae  woman  draw  curtains  of  bed,  den 
sit  by  fire — watch  all  night — ^make  tea  strong*  for 
no  sleep  herself.  Sick  man  say,  ^  Write  testament 
faat — ^faster' — ^put  down  'bout  lands — ^houses — 
plate — equipages — every  'ting — you  understand, 
Sare  Lonsmore  ? '' 

Stephen  Black  stopped,  and  looked  still  fuller 
into  Mr.  Lonsmore's  face.  He  grew  paler,  and 
wiped  the  cold  perspiration  from  his  forehead,  as 
he  heard  the  description  of  a  scene  he  too  well  re- 
membered, and  felt  terror-struck  at  the  thought 
of  the  secret  he  believed  buried  in  oblivion,  being 
thus  known  to  a  living  being,  and  one,  perhaps,  an 
enemy  to  himself. 

^*  I  no  have  finish,  Sare  Lonsmore — ^hsten  now — 
old  man  fall  back  on  piUow— clerk  finish  writing 
— tall  man  in  black  send  nurse  quick  for  witnesses 
— be  put  seals— while  nurse  go  out  dey  all 
alone — tall  man  walk  to  fire,  where  she  sit  all 
night  to  watch  old  man — table  stand  dere  wid 
teacup  for  nurse — ^tall  man  drop  white  power  in 
tea,  den  steal  badi  on  tip-toe — for  nurse  come 
back  wid  oder  servant.  Old  man  sign-— tall  man 
in  black  guide  his  pen — ^witness  all  sign — good — 
old  man  look  while  dey  put  papers  in  strong  box, 
all  iron,  under  his  bed ;  he  stretch  out  his  hand, 
white  and  thin  like  paper,  take  key,  hold  it  tight  in 
fingers,  fall  back  wid  groan  in  his  bed.'' 
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Mr.  Lonamore's  face  became  more  livid,  and  Uie 
perspiration  stood  in  beads  upon  his  forehead,  bat 
he  did  not  speak,  while  Stephen  continued, — 

''  Tall  man  in  black  walk  to  fire-plaoe — he  tell 
to  nurse  dat  old  man  dying  fast — bid  her  watch— 
nurse  drink  more  tea  strong — but  while  he  talk  to 
nurse,  oder  man,  d^k,  put  in  medicine  cup  ai  sick 
old  man  white  powder  too  1  Ha  I  he  no  die  £nt 
enough  for  tall  man,  perhaps ! " 

Mr.  Lonsmore  felt  a  cold  shudder  thrill  through 
his  firame  at  Stephen's  mocking  laugh;  still  he  did 
not,  perhaps  he  could  not,  utter  a  word. 

"  Tall  man  look  round — oder  man  derk  nod— 
tall  man  smile  at  sick  mim — say,  'Nurse,  good 
night — both  go  away.' 

"  Den  chamber  silent,  all  quiet,  for  death  deie, 
very  close — ^nurse  sit  by  fire — ^get  up,  give  old 
man  medicine — dat  have  powder  in  too  I  She  sit 
down  by  bed-side — eyes  grow  heavy,  dim — by  and 
by  she  fall  back  in  chair  fast  asleep.  Chamber  ail 
still  once  more.  Hush  1  door  open  softly- 
one  come,  he  stop  at  door — ^he  listen  to  look  ] 
old  man  no  stir  in  bed — ^nurse  sleep  on  chair — 
man  come  in  on  tip-toe — ^he  dress  like  servant  of 
house,  coat  of  green,  wid  silver,  like  groom — but 
he  no  servant — ^look  his  face. — Ha  I  good !  it  de 
clerk  of  tall  man  in  black,  who  make  testament— 
you  understand,  Sare  Lonsmore.  He  steal  to  bed- 
side—old man  lie  still,  wid  key  of  strong  box  in  his 
fingers,  tight — ^nurse  sleep  in  chair— derk  look  at 
old  man's  key,  shake  his  head,  take  out  oiet  key 
from  pocket — ^pull  strong  iron  box  from  under  bed 
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— softly^  quietly,  he  open  it — ^niirse  sleep  all 
while— old  man  never  open  eyes — clerk  take  out 
parchment — quick  button  it  up  in  coat — again 
lock  de  box,  put  key  in  pocket — ^he  listen,  all 
quiet — ^go  to  vi'indow — open  it,  get  out,  and  dis- 
appear— den  all  more  stiU,  for  death  dere  den ! '' 

Stephen  Black  stopped.  Mr.  Lonsmore  rose 
trembling  from  his  chair,  and  gasped  out, — 

''  Yours  is  indeed  a  strange  history,  Don  Esteban 
— ^pray,  where — when — did  all  this  occur  ?  " 

"  Long  ago — Where  ?  oh,  Mexico,  perhaps," 
replied  Stephen,  with  affected  indifference,  while 
his  dark  glance  seemed  to  pierce  Mr.  Lonsmore 
through. 

"  Is  that  all  you  have  to  relate,  Don  Esteban  ?  " 
he  asked,  in  his  most  humble  and  supphcating  tone. 

Stephen  felt  his  advantage ;  he  felt  Mr.  Lons- 
more was  in  his  power,  and  answered  haughtily, — 

*'  No,  Sare,  dat  not  all — you  wish  to  know  more 
of  testament,  eh?  Wait,  Sare  Lonsmore;  when  I 
send,  you  come,  eh? — ^but  do  nothing  till  I  send  ! 
den  I  tell  more.    Now  I  finish.'' 

As  he  spoke,  he  rose  and  rang  his  bell.  Before 
Mr.  Lonsmore  could  get  out  half-a-dozen  inco- 
herent words,  entreating  for  a  fuller  explanation, 
the  valet  appeared  at  the  door.  Mr.  Lonsmore 
staggered  rather  than  walked  towards  the  door, 
which  Francois  held  open.  Don  Esteban  bowed, 
and  all  trembling  and  conscience-stricken,  he  took 
his  leave. 

Once  more  in  the  street,  he  began  to  recover 
his  self-possession,  and  reflect  more  calmly  upon 
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the  new  dangers  which  seemed  in  the  gloom  to  be 
menacing  h^n\. 

''Curses  on  him!  who  can  he  be?''  he  aaked  him- 
self;  ''surely  I  haye  seen  that  hatchet  &ce  and  those 
dark  malignant  eyes  before  I  It  cannot  be  Jonas 
himself  1  Pooh^  I  am  mad — eyes,  fignre,  ereiy- 
thiog  is  different :  perhaps,  after  all,  it  is  but  a 
chance  coincidence!  though  it  is  fearfully  exact 
Why  would  he  not  tell  me  more  ?  Yes,  I  will  go 
when  he  sends^  though  I  shall  not  remain  idle  in 
the  meanwhile.  Stay,  can  it  be  that  stumbling^bkxi 
in  my  way,  the  lost  brother — ^Walter  himaelf  ?  " 

Mr.  Lonsmore's  hairs  seemed  to  stiffen  at  the 
thought. 

"Ha!  if  it  be  so,  then  all  is  lost  unless  I 
seize  the  cause  of  all  this  cursed  mischi^,  Martin 
himself.  But  I  will  not  believe  it.  Courage,  Placet 
Lonsmore  1  all  is  not  yet  lost.  Martin  would  try 
his  brother's  protection  with  our  secret,  but  who 
will  belieye  a  condemned  felon?  Pooh,  I  defy 
them  yet,  I  will  go  to  Cruche,  and  night  and  day 
have  watch  kept  on  this  damned  fcoeigner,  who 
has  appeared  so  mysteriously  to  frighten  me  from 
keeping  what  I  have  bought  and  paid  for,  without 
counting  the  price." 

So  saying,  Mr.  Lonsmore  buttoned  up  his  coat 
tightly,  and  hurried  back  to  his  own  house,  where 
he  had  appointed  Monsieur  Bernard  Cruche  to 
meet  him. 
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CHAPTER   XVIII. 
•IB  uoiBL  siAirroix  nr  hu  ohaxbibs— loid  oaisiKsra  taimb 

Om  THKK  PBOJKOlft— VHB  SUXXOm  TO  SHB  BIBOUB. 

It  was  not  a  matter  of  Borpriae^  that  apart  from 
every  other  motive^  Sir  Lionel  Beaufort  should 
take  an  interest  in  the  fortunes  of  the  Bannerfords. 
His  country  seat  lay  contiguous  to  the  estates  of 
lionsmore,  and  though^  during  his  long  minority, 
circumstances  had  not  led  to  any  intimacy  between 
the  fiamilies.  Sir  Lionel  had  heard  often  and  (^en 
from  the  stiff  stately  housekeeper  at  Beaufort 
Court,  of  the  misfortunes  of  his  neighbours. 

Sir  Lionel  was  thought  eccentric;  he  loved  to 
rove  to  and  fro  over  the  earth,  as  his  own  caprices 
dictated.  His  naturally  serious  disposition  led 
him  to  delight  in  exploring  lands  hallowed  by 
history,  and  contemplating  the  ruins  left  as 
standing  comments  upon  its  pages.  He  rarely 
resided  long  at  Beaufort  Court,  and  his  visits, 
unannounced,  few,  and  far  between,  were  the 
only  occurrences  that  discomposed  the  silver-haired 
old  lady  above  alluded  to,  as  housekeeper  of  Beau- 
fort Court  Great,  on  such  occasions,  was  the 
rustling  of  her  stiff  silks,  as  brown  holland 
coverings  were  whipped  aside  from    chair  and 
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couch;  curtain  and  bed^  ^th  a  magic  cderity  that 
rivalled  the  disappearance  of  Cinderella's  ragged 
cloak  in  the  play. 

She  used  to  sigh  thoughi  and  heayily  too,  when 
she  had  again  to  cover  up  all  her  ^ories,  almost 
before  the  sun  had  time  to  shine  upon  them,  and 
she  would  wonder  when  her  young  master  meant 
to  come  and  live  among  thepL  He  was  so  good 
and  kind  to  all,  that  his  presence  was  all  that  was 
wanting,  to  complete  in  her  eyes  the  not-to-be- 
surpassed  perfections  of  the  Court. 

She  even  envied  Mrs.  Draw,  who  nnder  herself 
had  formerly  ruled  in  the  kitchens  at  Beanfort 
and  who  now,  with  her  husband  the  old  butler, 
and  her  son.  Sir  Lionel's  more  immediate  at- 
tendant, constituted  all  his  town  household. 

This  old  couple,  too,  had  grown  grey  in  the 
service  of  Sir  Lionel,  and  Mrs.  Draw  used  to 
boast  that  he  never  surprised  her  unprepared, 
come  upon  her  when  he  might  If  after  an 
absence  of  weeks,  or  months,  or  years,  he  should 
suddenly  open,  with  his  own  key,  the  outer  door 
that  led  to  his  comfortable  bachelor  rooms  in  the 
Albany,  he  would  find  all  just  as  he  had  left  it, 
all  ready  to  receive  him,  and  neither  dust  nor 
rust  left  its  speck  to  tell  of  her  neglect.  If  it  was 
in  the  middle  of  the  night,  his  fire  was  buniing 
brightly;  his  slippers  were  warming;  his  easr 
chair  and  dressing-gown  were  set  out,  just  as  thev 
had  been  night  after  night  during  his  long  absrace : 
if  at  early  morning,  his  breakfast  was  ready  pre- 
pared, and  every  time  it  was  removed  untoudied, 
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Mrs.  Draw  hoped  the  next  meal  she  prepared 
would  find  her  young  master  ready  to  partake  of 
it,  even  though  the  hope  was  deferred  for  months 
and  months^  and  even  years. 

Mrs.  Draw  was  very  often  disappointed,  for  Sir 
Lionel  loved  to  rove  over  distant  lands,  coming 
and  going  unquestioned  when  and  where  he  would. 
And  then  he  would  fall  back  upon  home  for  a  while, 
satiated,  and  with  a  calm  satisfaction  sit  down  in 
his  comfortable  chambers,  which  he  filled  with  all 
the  quaint  odds  and  ends  that  he  had  picked  up 
in  his  wanderings,  as  remembrances  of  his  pil- 
grimages. 

Now  and  then  Mrs.  Draw,  or  the  old  butler, 
would  get  an  inkling  from  their  son  of  a  comtem- 
plated  flight,  for  he  accompanied  Sir  Lionel  every- 
where, and  night  or  day  was  the  same  to  him, 
whose  only  guide  was  the  will  of  his  young  master ; 
but  very  often  even  he  was  only  informed  of  Sir 
LionePs  intention  when  his  foot  was  on  the 
carriage-step  previous  to  departure.  .  But  he  knew 
what  Sir  Lionel  required,  and  lagging  behind 
a  few  minutes,  he  was  always  able  to  join  his 
master  with  all  the  ready  prepared  necessaries  for 
a  wandering. 

Of  the  contemplated  journey  with  Lord  Chase- 
kepe  all  were  fiilly  aware,  for  it  was  a  thing  planned 
and  thought  of,  and  not  the  result  of  a  sudden 
longing,  a  mere  caprice,  an  association  suddenly 
called  up  by  a  stray  allusion  in  a  favourite  author, 
or  the  casual  description  of  a  new  discoverer. 

Lord  Chasekepe  and  Sir  Lionel  had  renewed 
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their  old  intimacy^  and  were  sitting  together  Ofer 
one  of  the  old  buder^s  brightest  fires  in  the  bache- 
lor's cosy  room^  talking  over  their  intended  toor, 
and  Lord  Chasekepe's  unexpected  embarrassment 

*'  Hang  it,  Beaufort,  70a  don't  seem  half  as 
earnest  in  onr  Assjrrian  tour  as  you  were  a  week 
or  two  ago." 

''I  don't  know,  Chasekepe/'  answered  Sr 
Lionel,  dreamily.  "  I  have  once  or  twice  thought 
— ^that — that — ^it  might  be  very  hot  there,  yon 
know.'' 

Lord  Chasekqpe  bnrst  into  a  hearty  langh  at  his 
friend's  lame  excuse,  and  the  vigorous  thrusts  be 
kept  making  at  the  fire  with  the  poker  he  seemed 
to  brandish  unconsciously. 

**  No,  no,  Beaufort ;  you  are  not  afraid  of  heat 
Come,  out  with  it ;  you  have  found  some  imex* 
pected  attraction,  and,  'gad,  you  have  too  mudi 
spoilt  yourself  by  over  self-indulgence  in  all  yoor 
whims,  to  allow  you  to  hide  anything." 

''  I  hate  deception,  Chasekepe." 

''  So  do  I,  man ;  the  world  will  have  it,  though, 
so  we  must  e'en  give  it  them  at  times.  Now  wkat 
shall  we  do? — shall  we  wait  and  see  what  Ae 
Major  does  in  this  confounded  bill  afiFair,  and  at 
the  same  time  see  which  way  your  whim  de- 
vdopes  itself?" 

''  It  is  no  whim,  Chasekepe." 
.  '^  What  is  it,  then?    It  makes  you  pull  a  longer 
face  than  usual,  and  yet  there  is  a  bright  look  in 
your  eyes  that  does  not  tell  alU^ethor  of  the 
disagreeable." 
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''  I  hardly  know  what  it  u,  Chasekepe/' 
"Oh!  the  wind  lies  that  way,  eh?    Well,  who 
ia  the  fair  one^  Beaufort  V* 

Sir  Lionel  did  not  relish  the  half-joking,  half- 
aerious  tone  of  his  friend,  but  the  entrance  of  the 
old  butler  with  a  note  prevented  a  reply.  He 
took  the  note — ^turned  over  the  address — tore 
open  the  paper,  and  read, — 

"  Sir  Lionel,  pardon  me ;  a  mother's  fear  must 
be  my  excuse  in  thus  addressing  you;  some 
strange  mistake  has  occurred  to  myself:  but 
before  everything — ^my  daughter  is  in  danger,  and 
I  throw  myself  on  your  pity : — ^hasten  to  her  aid, 
and  as  you  hope  for  mercy,  conduct  her  to  me 
here  in  safety.'' 

Sir  Lionel  Beaufort  passed  his  hand  rapidly 
across  his  forehead  as  he  read  the  trembling  cha- 
racters. The  hand  of  the  writer  appeared  to  have 
shaken  so  much,  that  the  words  " Police  Sta- 
tion" were  scarcely  legible  at  the  foot  of  the  note. 

" Police  Station !"  muttered  he  to  himself, 

— ''daughter  in  danger! — what  can  it  mean? 
Chasekepe,  read  this;  it  is  from  poor  Banner- 
ford's  lady — I  trust  you  as  a  friend." 

''  Tou  must  go,  Beaufort,  go  at  once,  and  let 
me  accompany  you*  No  one  knows  the  twisting 
ins  and  outs  of  the  Bannerfords'  story.  I  heard 
that  she  was  living;  but  how  did  you  stumble 
upon  her  and  her  daughter  ?" 

''  I  will  tell  you  that  as  we  go  along,  Chasekepe; 
come,  we  will  not  lose  a  moment" 
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"  Better  go  first  to  the  police  station^  Beaufort  * 

"  Noj  the  daughter  is  in  some  danger^  Qiase- 
kepe.  Ahl  you  do  not  know  her;  we  will  IbUow 
the  directions  her  mother  has  giyen  ns.  I  did  not 
like  the  looks  of  a  dark-looking  foreigner  I  met 
there  this  morning.^' 

''  Then  you  know  their  address^  Beaufort— eh? 
— ^this  morning?  But  what  did  you  say  of  a 
dark-looking  foreigner  V 

'*  A  tall  thin  man — old,  but  vamped-up — with 
coal-black  eyes,  and  a  sinister  malicious  looking 
face,  was  at  the  house  when  strange  drcumstanoes 
caUed  me  in  as  I  was  passing ; — ^but  come.  Chase- 
kepe,  there  is  your  hat." 

''I  wonder  if  it  can  be  Don  Esteban/'  thought 
Lord  Chasekepe,  as  he  followed  Sir  Lionel  into 
the  street.  *'I  will  ask  Beaufort  as  we  diiye 
along.  He  was  ever  mysterious  about  these  Ban- 
nerfords." 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

WfHM  BLiox  nnnioLni  idrh  vbok  hbk  hom  ■— «npHnr  black 

ABB  SIB  MABUB   BABBBBTOBB  HATB  A  LAST  BBOKOBIBQ. 

Edith  Bannekpobd  had  been  occupied  in  following 
her  mother's  directions  during  her  absence.  A 
little  stock  of  clothing  was  already  packed;  her 
own  bonnet  and  shawl  ready  set  out ;  a  few  com- 
forts were  provided  for  her  mother  and  her  father 
too ; — all  was  ready^  and  she  was  only  waiting  for 
her  mother's  return  to  follow  her  wherever  she 
decided  that  they  should  go.  Edith  had  finished 
aU  her  preparations,  and  sat  down  by  the  bedside 
of  her  father,  wondering  why  her  mother's  absence 
was  so  unusually  prolonged.  She  was  fearful  that 
her  father  might  be  roused,  and  her  anxiety 
increased  to  alarm,  as  night  came  on  without  her 
mother  making  her  appearance.  Again  and  again 
she  went  to  the  door  to  listen,  and  sent  good  old 
Alice  out  to  watch  if  she  could  see  any  one 
coming.  When  the  faithful  old  creature  came 
back  firom  watching,  she  tried  to  comfort  her 
trembling  young  mistress  by  saying  that  she 
heard  footsteps,  or  saw  at  a  distance  a  figure 
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resembling  that  of  Lady  Bannerford.  Bat  tbe 
footsteps  died  away,  the  figure  disappeared,  and 
still  she  did  not  come. 

"  Hark,  Alice,  I  hear  the  sound  of  footatepe,'' 
whispered  Edith,  starting  from  her  chair  at  her 
&ther*s  bedside.  ''  Oo  and  meet  my  dear  mother; 
say  I  am  ready.  Stay,  the  sound  haa  stopped. 
No,  they  are  approaching/' 

Edith  hastened  down  stairs  and  flung  open  the 
door,  starting  back  as  she  saw  with  some  snrpfise 
the  figure  of  a  man  enveloped  in  a  cloak,  instead 
of  meeting  the  embrace  of  her  mother. 

''  I  thought — ^I  did  not  know'' — she  stammered, 
falling  back  to  admit  Don  Esteban. 

''  You  expected  to  see  your  mother.  Lady  Ban- 
nerford," said  Don  Esteban,  speaking  quickly; 
''she  is  not  here,  Miss  Edith,  but  aomethiiig 
serious  has  happened  to  her,  and  she  wishea  to  see 
you." 

''My  mother  in  danger  1  Oh  1  Alice,  qnidi — 
my  bonnet— quick!    Let  me  fly  to  her.  Whore?" 

Without  waiting  for  a  reply,  she  sprang  up- 
stairs to  her  &ther*8  chamber,  and  without  thinking 
or  reflecting,  dasped  him  round  the  neck,  whik 
she  sank  on  her  knees  by  his  bedside  and  cried, — 

"  Father,  dear  father,  awake.  Come  and  hdp 
my  mother.    Oh  I  come  with  me." 

Don  Esteban  had  followed  the  girl  up  staix^ 
and  bit  his  lips  at  observing  the  imfbreseen  ton 
his  sudden  communication  to  Edith  had  caused 
matters  to  take.  He  stood  an  instant  at  the  door, 
undecided  how  to  act.    Sir  Martin  Banneifad 
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started  up^  and  rubbed  his  eyes  as  he  looked  round 
with  a  confused  stare^  first  at  Edith^  as  with 
trembling  hands  she  fastened  her  mantle,  then  at 
the  immoveable  figure  of  Don  Esteban,  as  he 
stood  by  the  door. 

"What — what  is  this?  Edith,  where  are  you 
going  ?**  exclaimed  Sir  Martin  in  his  most  queru-- 
lous  tones.  "  You  shall  not  leave  me.  You  are 
kind — ^you — ^take  oflF  your  things,  child.  What 
does  all  this  mean?  You  shall  not  leave  me, 
I  say.'' 

"  My  mother  I  I  am'  going  to  her.  Dear  father, 
come  with  me  too." 

''  It  means,''  said  Don  Esteban,  slowly  advancing 
to  the  bed  on  which  Sir  Martin  sat,  "it  means 
that  your  daughter  must  go  with  me  to — ^to — 
meet  her  mother.'* 

"  She  shall  not  leave  me,  I  say." 

"  She  must,  or  else  you  go  yourself  too  1  you 
know  where :  you  know  who  are  waiting  for  you." 

"  No,  no ! — save  me  1"  began  the  old  man  with 
piteous  whimpering.  "  Edith,  you  shall  not  go ; 
you  would  not  give  up  your  poor  old  father?"  And 
be  caught  hold  of  her  dress  in  his  shaking  grasp 
to  prevent  her  from  quitting  his  side. 

"  Oh  I  father,  I  will  come  back.  You  will  take 
me.  Sir,  to  my  mother,  and  we  will  both  return. 
Shall  we  not?" 

"Oh  I  Miss  Edith  I  don't  go  with  him.  There 
are  two  men  lurking  without,"  whispered  old 
Alice,  gliding  behind  her  young  mistress ;  ''  I  am 
gnre  they  mean  some  mischief." 

VOL.  m.  p 
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''Ton  will  bring  us  back.  Sir,  will  joa  Boi? 
Tou  will  bring  my  mother?  and  we  will  take  care 
of  my  poor  father  together/'  At  the  young  gid 
spoke,  she  looked  up  in  Don  Esteban's  dark  free 
with  half  firightened,  half  confiding,  innocence. 

''Edith!  you  shall  not  leave  me,''  cried  her 
father  on  one  side. 

''  Oh,  Miss !  don*t  go— don't  risk  yourselfl  No, 
your  mother  will  sure  be  here  directly;  wait  ftr 
her.  Miss, — for  God's  sake,  wait" 

Edith  looked  from  one  to  the  other,  undecided, 
while  Don  Esteban  stooped  down,  and  whispered 
something  in  her  &ther*8  ear.  He  seemed  to 
tremble,  and  shudder  in  every  limb.  Don  Esteban 
raised  himself  again  to  his  full  height. 

''Now  do  you  consent?  or  shall  I  fistck  them?" 

"  Oh  I  yes,  Edith,  go— go,  and  save  me !''  aobbed 
out  her  father. 

Don  Esteban  led  the  way  to  the  door,  bat  oU 
Alice  threw  herself  before  her  young  miatresa^ 

"No,  Miss,  for  heaven's  sake  1  This  dark  lugfat ! 
Ohl  don't— or  at  least— oh  I  who  will  take  cue  of 
master?  See,  MissI"  She  pointed  to  the  taUs^ 
on  which  Don  Esteban  had  left  an  open  bottle  of 
brandy,  which  Sir  Martin  had  clutched  inatamdy. 

Edith  stqiped.  "No,  I  dare  not  leave  Urn 
alone,"  she  cried,  as  her  thoughts  reverted  to  the 
scene  of  that  morning. 

"Oh  I  no,  Miss,  don't— don't.  I  ma  mm  my 
lady  will  be  back  soon." 

Don  Esteban  stopped  at  the  open  door.  "I 
will  stay,"  he  exclaimed,  glancing  at  hia  watd^ 
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'^  I  will  stay.  Miss  Edith,  with  your  father.  But  I 
have  my  servants  waiting,  who  will  conduct  you  to 
your  mother.  You  need  not  fear  for  him  now, 
Bor  entertain  suspidons  of  myself;  you  have  seen 
what  power  I  have  over  him.  I  will  call  my 
servants,  and  if  you  would  not  bring  sorrow  and 
danger  to  your  mother,  and  ruin  and  ^eath  upon 
your  father,  you  will  go  at  once/' 

''Let  me  come,  too.  Miss,*'  whispered  Alice 
imploringly,  while  Don  Esteban  went  to  the  door, 
and  spoke  some  words  to  two  men  who  were 
waiting  for  him  there. 

''You  would  not  deceive  me.  Sir?  Father, 
shafllgo?" 

Don  Esteban  darted  a  significant  look  of  menace 
at  Sir  Martin,  while  he  gulped  down  a  glass  of  raw 
spirit,  and  then  said, — 

'^  Go,  Edith ;  yes,  you  must  go.  I  have  promised 
him.  Go,  or  he  will  give  your  father  up,  and 
they  wiQ  come  and  take  him  away  for  ever.'' 

Edith  kissed  her  father's  forehead,  and  with  a 
lodk  of  determined  courage  that  she  had  not  worn 
before,  she  followed  Don  ij^steban  to  the  door. 

"  This  is  my  own  sei^ant.  Miss  Edith,  and  you 
catL  ferust  him  in  everything/'  said  Don  Esteban, 
poiidting  to  Francois. 

"  Let  ikie  coUie,  Miss  Edith ;  do,  for  God's  sake, 
lefr  me  come  too.  I  fear  them — I — Oh !  let  me 
come  with  you." 

"^Wo,  Alice,  1  aiii  not  a&aid.  You  stay  with 
this  gentleman  and  my  father.  I  am  not  afraid 
now.** 

p2 
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"  You  have  no  cansOj  lady/'  said  Don  Estebu. 
''My  servants  will  conduct  you  straight  to  tke 
river  side,  where  a  boat  is  waiting  to  cairy  you 
across.  On  the  other  side  a  carriage  will  take  you 
to  your  mother  in  safety,  and  bring  you  both  bsdL 
I  await  your  return,  so  you  have  no  cause  for 
alaim,  believe  me," 

''Do  no*t  be  afraid,  Alice.  Do  you  hear?  I 
shall  soon  come  back,''  said  Edith,  in  cheeifbl 
tones;  and  then,  turning  to  Don  Esteban,  she 
added, — 

"  Let  me  beg  you,  Sir,  to  return  to  my  father ! 
Lead,  I  pray,  fast  as  you  like.  I  can  walk  veiy 
fast/'  she  said  to  Fran9ois  and  his  companion,  as 
she  hurried  from  the  door. 

"  So  far  weU !"  muttered  Stephen  Black,  as  be 
closed  the  door,  and  prevented  old  Alice  firom 
following,  as  seemed  at  first  her  intention.  "  Now 
for  Bannarford.  It  was  a  masterly  stroke  to  stay 
behind  awhile,  and  give  them  a  fair  start;  beaidei^ 
it  will  be  an  extra  sweet  in  my  vengeance  to  let 
him  know  whose  hand  has  struck  the  blow,  hare 
and  revenge  I  Hum !  I  hardly  know  which  it  vl 
The  girl  is  beautiful — ^it  may  be  dangerous— bat 
then  gold,  gold  buys  all;  and  another  hour  woaU 
have  been  too  late  perhaps.  Augnste  has  served 
me  weU ;  thanks  to  his  information,  I  am  before- 
hand. Now  for  Bannerford  himself  and  my 
revenge  I " 

He  pushed  open  the  door,  and  found  Sir  Martin 
sitting  where  he  had  left  him  on  the  bed,  but  tbe 
contents  of  the  bottle  were  visibly  diminished. 
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The  spirit^  too^  had  worked  its  usual  effect  upon 
him^  and  the  fierce  tone  in  which  he  asked  Don 
Eateban  "  Where  is  my  daughter  ?"  half  startled 
him^  but  he  looked  upon  Sir  Martin's  shrunken 
form  and  shaking  limbs^  and  with  a  smile  of  scorn 
sat  down  at  the  table  without  condescending  to 
answer  the  question. 

''Your  draughts  seem  to  work  wonders^  Sir 
Martin." 

*'  They  give  life,  or  rather  they  keep  off  death, 
which  lays  his  cold  hand  upon  me  directly  they 
are  finished,"  replied  Sir  Martin  with  a  drunken 
leer,  and  then,  reverting  to  the  subject  of  his 
inquiry,  he  repeated  in  loud,  even  boisterous  tones, 
"  Tell  me  where  you  have  sent  my  daughter," 

"  She  is  safe.  There  are  no  police  hunting  for 
her.  There  are  no  prisons,  no  galleys,  no  guillotine 
waiting  for  her.  Sir  Martin,  trust  me,  she  is  safe. 
I  have  saved  you  from  your  pursuers,  and  you 
have  consented  to  let  your  daughter  go.  It  was  a 
fair  bargain,  was  it  not?** 

*'  You  promised  to  bring  her  back  safely,"  cried 
Sir  Martin,  again  draining  his  glass, ''  and,  hell  and 
fury !  you  shall,  or — " 

"Or  what,  Bannerford?  Do  you  think  one  is 
afraid  of  a  felon  hiding  for  his  life  ?" 

Sir  Martin's  eyes  were  beginning  to  glare  with 
thoir  drunken  mad  ferocity,  and  he  demanded 
more  fiercely,  and  still  occupied  with  the  one  idea 
of  his  daughter's  return, — 

"When  is  she  coming  back,  I  say?'' 

"When  I  choose.  Sir  Martin.    Aye,  when  I 
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have  done  with  her.  Did  you  never  hear  before 
of  a  daughter  taken  from  her  fiither?  Bid  jaa 
never  hear  of  a  man  who  on  a  winter's  night,  droie 
the  mother  of  hia  unborn  child  into  the  frosen 
fields^  to  lie  down^  and  die  ?  Did  you  never  hear  of 
a  father  asking  for  justice  upon  the  mnrderor  of 
his  child?  Did  you  never  hear  of  that  &tberi 
sick  with  fever,  being  thrust  away — worried  snd 
torn  by  dogs — spit  upon  and  beaten?  Ajaam^ 
me,  Martin  Bannerford.  Does  brandy  clear  your 
brain  ?     Do  you  remember  now  ?  " 

"  And  you — ^who  are  you  ?"  gasped  Sir  Martin, 
for  an  instant  half  sobered,  as  he  listened  and 
quailed  beneath  the  look  of  malignant  triamph 
darted  upon  him. 

''  Aye,  you  have  a  daughter  too,  Baimerford, 
and  she  is  beautiful,  innocent,  kind,  affectiooate— 
if  anything  could  touch  your  brutish  heart,  she 
could.  And  so  you  wish  to  know  when  she  will 
return?'^  His  Up  curled  with  a  deadly  sneer  as 
he  continued, — 

''  She  shall  wait  my  permission,  Martin !  miius- 
ter  to  my  pleasures — mine  ! — she  is  mine,  I  tdl 
you,  and  you  have  given  her  up  to  save  yourself! 
Oh !  you  are  safe.  Sir  MartiQ  Bannerford,  yoa 
are  safe  for  the  present  I  Only  this  I  warn  yon,— 
before  midnight  you  will  h^ve  a  visitor — nay,  two! 
Not  your  wife,  she  is  in  gaol !  —  aye,  Lady 
Bannerford  locked  up  in  a  common  gaol,  I  tell 
you  !  Your  daughter  is  in  a  worse  place  I  Aye, 
shake  and  tremble,  and  gasp ;  I  have  not  done 
yet,''  cried  the  tormentor,  hoarse  with  vindictiie 
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passion.  *'  You  would  like  to  know  the  names  of 
your  visitors^  whose  coming  I  announce  to  you 
before  I  go;  and  you  know  them  of  old,  numero 
strixante-nefif!  One  is  called  Bernard  Cruche  ! — 
ah,  you  start  I  The  other's  name  is  Lonsmore ;  we 
knew  him  once  as  Placet. — Ha  I  they  are  comings 
Martin  Bannerford,  and  I  wish  you  joy^  and  a 
good  night  I  I  go  to  see  your  daughter.'' 

Stephen  Black  rose  from  his  chair  as  he  spoke ; 
but  before  the  last  words  were  out  of  his  mouthy 
Sir  Martin  sprang  upon  him  from  behind,  and 
clutched  his  throat  with  the  iron  grasp  of  a  maniac  I 
Stephen's  hand  dived  into  his  breast,  as  he  tottered 
beneath  the  sudden  attack,  and  the  bright  blade 
of  a  knife  glittered  for  an  instant  in  his  hand,  and 
the  next  moment  was  crimson  with  blood  I  The 
drunken  man,  blind  in  his  mad  fury,  clutched  at 
the  keen  blade.  There  was  a  desperate  stru^le 
for  some  moments,  and  then  all  was  still ! 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

Tm  BOAT  OR  TBI  BITIR—AH  mnQUAl  MUOHBTBa — ^BDITH  AM»  EMB 
BBOTHUS  mSI  OVOI  MOBB — THE  80n  00  fO  SSIK  TBOOM  VAfBZB, 
An)  mBBIlL 

The  carriage  containing  Sir  Lionel  Beaufinrt  and 
hia  friend  carried  them  rapidly  through  the  noiae 
and  bustle  of  the  crowded  streets.  Soon  the  din 
grew  less;  the  streets,  more  deserted,  became  not 
a  wall,  but  a  string  of  houses,  connected  here  and 
there  by  gardens.  Then  came  a  field,  a  lawn,  and 
some  trees,  as  town  tapered  off  into  country.  Sir 
Lionel,  stretching  his  head  impatiently  from  the 
open  window,  saw  a  star  or  two  twinkle  in  the 
deep  blue  above  him. 

''  We  have  not  &r  to  go  now,  Chasekepe,"  he 
exclaimed,  drawing  his  head  in,  after  a  long  sor* 
vey,  as  the  horses  came  to  a  steep  hill,  which  they 
began  leisurely  to  ascend.  *'  See,  yonder  is  the 
river !  half-way  up  this  hill  we  are  there.''  Chaae- 
kepe  stretched  out  to  look  on  hia  side;  the  car- 
riage*lamps  flung  a  long  bright  stream  of  light 
before  them,  and  he  suddenly  called  his  friend's 
attention  to  an  object  in  the  road  before  them,  by 
exclaiming, — 
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''  Look^  Beaufort^  there  is  some  one  standing  in 
the  middle  of  the  road  I  Now  we  come  nearer^ 
it  seems  to  me  to  be  a  woman ;  but  no  young  one 
either." 

*'  By  heaven !  it  is  her  servant,  though !  I  re- 
member her  well ;  I  gave  her  my  card  this  morning 
— what  can  this  mean  ?'*  cried  Sir  Lionel ;  opening 
the  carriage-door,  and  jumping  out  without  wait- 
ing for  the  horses  to  pull  up,  he  ran  forward. 

*'  Oh,  Sir  I  is  it  you?  I  am  sure  you  at  least 
mean  them  well !  Sir,  my  young  mistress — ^they 
have  taken  her  away — oh,  save  her,  Sir,  save  her, 
for  God's  sake!" 

''  Where  is  she,  woman  ?" 

"  She  has  gone,  Sir !  she  thinks  they  have 
taken  her  to  her  mother,  but  I  do  not  trust  them. 
He  came'to  fetch  her  himself." 

"  Who  came,  woman  ?  speak  at  once — ^where  is 
your  young  mistress  ?  " 

*'  Miss  Edith  has  gone  with  them  down  there," 
replied  Alice,  pointing  to  a  narrow  steep  lane  that 
led  down  to  the  river. 

*'  Gone!  with  whom? — who  has  fetched  her? 
— speak,  and  tell  me  if  all  is  right !" 

''  I  fear  all  is  wrong.  Sir !  The  dark  gentleman 
came  and  said  my  mistress  wanted  Miss  Edith, 
and  they  have  persuaded  her  to  go  with  them 
down  that  dark  road  by  the  river.  I  was  going  to 
follow,  Sir,  for  I  am  sure  all  is  wrong,  but — " 

Sir  Lionel  did  not  wait  to  hear  more;  and 
Chasekepe  had  but  just  time  to  catch  a  glimpse 
of  him  and  Alice,  as  they  hurried  down  the  lane, 
p3 
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to  guide  him  in  fidlowing  theqi.  He  socm  ffer- 
took  poor  old  Alice,  but  Sir  Lionel  )ia4  ah(4  9MI^ 
and  it  wm  ovij  by  hearing  his  voice  (hiy^  h^  vas 
able  to  follow  him.  Sir  Lionera  voice  waa  niiei 
in  lond  and  n^enaging  tonea: — 

''  Come  b^ck,  I  aay !— by  beiMren,  the  boat  dwU 
not  leave  the  shore !'' 

Abud  aplash  in  the  water,  a  female  aoream^aad 
the  tumult  of  a  violent  straggle  qoidcened  Lord 
Chaaekepe's  headlong  pace.  He  aprang  to  his 
firiend'a  aide  just  in  time  to  find  him  engaged  in 
1^  unequal  contest  with  two  mo^  who  were  aim- 
ing forioas  blows  at  hia  head,  while  a  third  was 
trying  with  a  long  boat-hook  to  push  off  a  boat 
from  the  bank.  A  dark  object  floating  on  the  other 
side  of  the  boat,  told  that  a  fourth  had  been  sttm- 
marily  disposed  of  by  Sir  Lionel.  A  female  figure 
sat  in  the  stem  of  the  boat,  and  uttered  load 
screams,  as  it  was  rocked  from  side  to  side,  under 
the  efforts  of  the  combatants. 

"  The  boat— the  boat  1  Chasdi:epe— haul  it  op 
on  the  bank  I"  cried  Sir  Lionel,  divining,  afaaoit 
by  instinct,  the  presence  of  his  friend ; ''  they  most 
not  leave  the  shore.  Haul  her  up  higher ;  I  will 
deal  with  these  two  scoundrels  I  Sit  stiU»  W» 
fidith,  all  is  aafe;  you  ahall  not  be  injured,  I 
swear  itP'  he  cried,  vigorou^  brandiahing  a 
stretcher  with  which  he  had  armed  hinwel|^  and 
beating  down  the  furious  blows  his  adv^ssnea 
aimed  at  him  with  their  oars. 

Chasekepe  applied  all  his  strength  to  the  boat, 
and  in  spite  of  the  man  with  the  boat-hook,  polM 
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it  half  oat  of  th9  water;  but  at  the  same  inatant 
the  first  man  whom  Sir  Liooiel  had  strock  over- 
board  gained  the  shore,  and  coming  behind  Chaae- 
kqie,  as  he  was  springing  to  take  off  the  attention  of 
one  of  his  fiiend's  adversaries,  he  felled  him  to  the 
earth  with  ablowof  a  stone  on  the  bads  of  his  head. 

Hie  man  with  the  boat-hook  took  advantage 
of  Sir  liimel's  raised  arm  to  deal  him  a  blow  in 
the  chest  with  his  deadly  weapon;  it  caused  him 
to  stagger  back  a  score  paces,  and  fall  to  the  earth 
beside  his  friend. 

''  Now  is  our  time/'  cried  a  voice  frt)m  the  boat. 
''  Qmek !  push  her  off.  Five  pounds  a-pieoe  the 
moment  we  gain  the  other  side  !  You  sit  still.  Miss, 
and  do  not  cry  out,  or  it  will  be  worse  for  you.'' 

But  Edith  screamed  still  loader,  as  she  heard 
the  voice  of  Alice  on  the  bank ;  and  others  heard 
her  screams  too,  for  as  Sir  Lionel  sprang  onoe 
more  to  his  feet,  and  dashed  up  to  his  breast  in 
the  water,  after  the  fast  retreating  boat,  he  was 
joined  by  two  men,  whoi,  ranging  themselves  at 
onoe  on  his  side,  and  uniting  their  strength  to  his, 
dragged  the  boat  once  more  to  shore,  and  leaping 
in^  snatched  the  oars  from  the  rowers,  crying  out, 
aa  they  dealt  their  teUing  blows  upon  them, — 

"  Edith !  sister !  do  not  fear,  we  are  here, 
Harold — Edgar.  We  heard  your  screams,  we 
knew  your  voice ! " 

The  contest  was.  soon  ended.  Sir  Lionel  sprang 
into  the  boat  after  the  brothers,  and  the  next 
moment  they  three  and  Edith  were  its  only 
oocapants. 
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''  My  brothen — mj  dear  brothers — oh !  thank 
heaven  you  are  come  f  cried  Edith,  hanging  to 
their  necks  in  turns ;  ''  and  you.  Sir,  how  shall 
I  thank  you  ?  and  your  firiend,  he  is  hurt,  per- 
haps killed;  see,  he  does  not  stir!  oh,  go  to  him, 
help  him." 

'^  Not  quite  killed,''  rejoined  Lord  Chasekepe, 
rising  from  the  bank,  and  looking  round  in  the 
dim  starlight  for  his  adyersaries ;  "  but  where  are 
they,  the  villains  ?  " 

''  They  have  made  off,  fast  enough,  Chasekepe, 
thanks  to  the  help  of  these  gentlemen :  for  they 
were  too  much  for  us,  after  that  awkward  knoc^ 
they  gave  you." 

The  presence  of  the  brothers,  who  had  returned 
so  unexpectedly,  was  soon  explained,  while  brothers 
and  sister  mingled  tears  and  embraces.  On  being 
left  so  suddenly  by  their  unde,  they  had  hastened 
to  the  Post-ofiSce,  and  finding  there  the  letter  they 
expected  firom  their  mother,  had  driven  off  at  full 
speed  for  the  cottage,  leaving  the  address,  and 
a  message  for  their  uncle  to  follow.  On  climbing 
the  hill  the  sound  of  Alice's  )screams  attracted 
their  attention — ^they  recognised  the  voices,  and 
came  to  the  rescue  just  in  time  to  prevent  the 
boat  from  being  pushed  off  into  deep  water. 

The  first  question  of  the  brothers  was  after  their 
mother. 

''  I  was  going  to  her,  Edgar.  I  was  going  to 
fetch  her,  Harold,  for  I  fear  something  has  be- 
fallen her." 

"  She  is  not  with  you  here?"  cried  Harold. 
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"  Let  us  go  to  her.  Edgar,  take  EditVa  arm.  Our 
carriage  is  waiting.  Come,  Edith,  come." 

'^  But»  brother,  I  know  not  where  to  find  her. 
These  men  from  whose  violence  jou  saved  me, 
pretended  to  be  taking  me,  I  knew  not  whither,  to 
rejoin  her." 

''  I  can  conduct  you.  Miss  Bannerford.  Your 
mother  is  safe  herself,  and  had  informed  me  of  the 
danger  that  threatened  you,  and  requested  me  to 
lead  you  to  her  in  safety,"  interposed  Sir  Lionel. 

''  Thank  you.  Sir,  our  carriage  is  ready,  and  T 
saw  another  just  before,  which  I  suppose  is  yours," 
replied  Edgar;  "  let  us  all  enter  at  once.  We  will 
follow  yours.  Sir,  and  excuse  the  unceremonious 
haste  of  sons  seeking  their  mother." 

"  But  our  father,  Edgar  I  he  has  come  back, 
and  we  must  not  leave  him,  Harold." 

'^  He  has  come  back,  Edith  ! "  they  exclaimed, 
together.  "  When?  where  is  he?  here?  Heaven 
has  indeed  guided  us  mercifully." 

'^  He  is  in  the  cottage — perhaps  he  should  go 
with  us,  or  else  some  one  should  stay  with  him." 

*'  Oh,  do  come.  Master  Edgar — I  am  so  fearful 
of  that  horrid  man — it  is  but  a  step,"  broke  in  old 
Alice,  whose  joy  at  the  sight  of  her  young  masters 
had  been  almost  uncontrollable. 

"  Then  let  us  all  go,  and  this  gentleman  shall 
explain  these  circumstances  to  us,"  said  Edgar. 

''  This  note  from  Lady  Bannerford  will  tell  all 
I  know,"  said  Sir  Lionel. 

Edgar  took  it,  and  expressing  his  thanks,  hur- 
ried to  the  carriage  lamp  to  read  it.     He  hastened 
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after  bia  brother  and  sUter,  and  takiiig  Harold 
aside,  whispered  to  him  in  a  low  yoioe— 

'*  Ttm  is  indeed  very  strange ;  thank  Qui  we 
are  here/'  replied  Harold ;  "  but  what  think  yoa, 
brother — ^need  Edith  aceompany  us  7 '' 

*^  Let  us  first  see  our  father,  Harold,  and  then 
we  will  decide  what  should  be  done;  it  will  onl^ 
be  the  delay  of  a  few  moments,  Alioe  tells  me." 

They  were  not  l<mg  in  reaching  the  cottage,  and 
while  Sir  Lionel  and  his  friend  remained  below, 
Edith  and  her  brothers  proceeded  upstairs.  All 
was  quiet  and  still  when  they  entered. 

''  He  has  gone  I  ^'  exclaimed  Edith,  whose  fint 
look  was  directed  to  the  bed,  which  was  now  vacant 

''  Dear  Edith,  you  must  let  me  take  you  below  i 
this,  I  fear,  is  no  place  for  yon — ^you  must  not  stay, 
sister,  indeed  you  must  not,''  said  Edgar,  whote 
quick  eyes  had  detected  what  the  table  had  hidden 
from  his  sister's  view.  Handd,  too,  hastened  to 
place  himself  before  his  sister,  and  hide  from  her 
what  he  himself  soon  percrived. 

Edith  suffered  herself  to  be  led  down-«tairs. 

**  You  need  repose,  sister;  the  fright  and  alaim 
has  been  too  much  for  you.  Alice  will  remain 
with  you,  while  these  gentlemen  wilt  perhi^  a^ 
company  me  upHstairs^^  said  Edgar^  addiessing 
the  two  friends. 

*'  There  has  been  a  fearful  tragedy  enacted  in 
this  house,  I  fear,"  said  Edgar,  as  they  proceeded 
up-8tairs ;  '^  I  did  not  stay  to  investigate  it,  for  I 
was  anxious  that  my  sister  should  not  remain;  bat 
it  is  better  that  ail  of  us  should  be  present" 
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''  Mj  friend  Lord  Chasekepe  and  mjsdf  offer 
all  the  aid  in  our  power^  Mr.  Bannerford^  and  we 
do  so  heartily/^  observed  Sir  Lionel,  in  low  tones, 
as  thej  ascended  the  stairs. 

*'  Thank  you,  thank  you,"  said  Edgar;  "  but  I 
fear  we  shall  find  a  sad  welcome  for  us  to  our 
home;  but  come  in.  Ah,  Harold,  is  it  as  we 
feared?'' 

Harold  replied  by  pointing  to  two  bodies  that 
lay  upon  the  floor,  which  was  deeply  stained  all 
around  with  blood.  One  of  the  bodies  lay  upon 
the  other,  and  its  hand  was  twisted  tightly  in 
the  neckdoth  of  his  adversary,  whose  face,  as  it 
lay  upturned,  was  dark  and  discoloured. 

"  Perhaps  they  are  not  yet  quite  gone,  Harold." 

They  hastened  to  raise  the  uppermost — the  arms 
fell  heavily  to  its  side. 

''  My  father  i  my  fath^  I"  exclaimed  both  the 
brothers,  as  they  recognised  their  parent's  bleed- 
ing corpse. 

'^  He  has  been  murdered !  and  by  whom?  how?" 

A  knife  fell  upon  the  floor.  It  seemed  to  have 
been  the  instrument  of  the  double  slaughter,  and 
to  have  been  wrested  by  one  of  the  combatants 
from  the  other,  after  having  given  its  murderous 
blow. 

''  Harold — Harold,  do  you  not  recognise  him 
too?  "  cried  Edgar,  pointing  to  the  blackened  and 
swoUen  features  of  Stephen  Black. 

"  It  is  he,  brother !— I  know  him— it  is  the 
horse-thi^  of  the  Sacramento  I " 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

WALZn  BAVITEKIOID  ABO  RZ8  VIPHBWS  BBYZnT  TBI  BOMX  Of  fBIXB 
CHILPHOOD— TBI  BIATUM  VT  TBM  VOVmtAIM — TBB  WOODD  MX— 
TBB    LOOT  WILL    rOUVD— KB.  FLAOR   LOBBKOBB  «BOTBU   H  SII 

onooBnruBB. 

Many  a  long  day  had  passed  since  the  lodge- 
keeper  of  Bannerford  Park  had  been  sammoned 
to  open  its  gates  to  admit  visitors — ^he  iras  ahnost 
startled  at  the  hollow  mournful  sound  of  the 
rusted  bell^  as  it  was  pulled  somewhat  yiolentij 
on  the  evening  after  the  occurrences  related  in 
the  last  chapter.  He  hastened  to  the  gate,  and 
seeing  three  gentlemen  waiting  there,  while  a 
post-chaise  was  slowly  driven  down  the  road  to 
the  village  inn,  he  undid  the  creaking  bolts,  and 
admitted  them.  A  look  of  surly  surprise  was  de- 
picted upon  the  man's  sullen  countenance  as  they 
passed  through,  and  he  particularly  noticed  a  kind 
of  bag  which  one  of  them  carried  imder  his  arm. 

"  There  ain't  no  one  up  there  at  the  House  now," 
he  said;  "  it  is  no  use. going,  I  tell  you." 

^*  We  have  an  order  to  look  at  the  House,''  re- 
plied the  elder  of  the  three  comers,  showing  a  paper 
signed  by  Mr.  Lonsmore's  agent  in  W . 

"  All  right,  Sir — ^you  can*t  do  much  harm,  any 
how." 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


THE  VALLEY  OP  GOLD.  858 

"  A  strange  face,  Harold;  I  do  not  recognise  it." 

"  And  a  surl j  one  too,  Uncle ;  but  all  the  old 
faces  were  sent  away,  I  hear/' 

'*  Never  mind,  boy,  we  will  hunt  them  up  if  they 
are  to  be  found  anywhere.  The  sun  does  not  shine 
quite  so  brightly  on  our  return  as  we  had  hoped ; 
but  it  will  break  out  full  upon  us  all,  I  trust,  by* 
and-by/' 

''  It  was  a  sad  meeting  for  us  though,  Uncle,'' 
said  Edgar,  ''to  find  our  mother  a  prisoner,  and 
our  father ** 

"  Hush  !  Edgar ;  we  must  not  repine  and  com- 
plun,"  rejoined  Harold;  ''  our  mother  and  our 
dear  sister  are  spared  to  us ;  we  were  allowed  to 
return  in  time  to  save  them  from  want,  misery, 
and  perhaps  worse.  We  have  returned  blessed 
with  the  means  of  protecting  and  comforting  them 
beyond  our  most  sanguine  hopes,  and  we  have 
brought  back  our  good  uncle  here,  too,  to  com- 
plete our  happiness." 

The  young  men  each  pressed  a£fectionately  the 
arm  into  which  his  own  was  linked. 

''  Thank  you,  boys,  for  I  call  you  such,  and  as 
you  have  lost  a  father,  you  must  let  your  uncle  be 
one  to  you.  Thanks  to  Sir  Lionel  Beaufort, 
I  soon  got  out  of  my  scrape,  though  I  do  not 
regret  it,  except  for  Lady  Bannerford's  sake;  for 
the  rest,  time  will  do  much,  and  heal  the  wounds 
that  sudden  blow  has  dealt  us  aU  in  the  midst 
of  our  anticipated  happiness.  But  let  us  speak 
no  more  of  it;  we  must  press  forward  to  the 
House." 
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''Hark I  Unde,  do  yoa  hear  fche noiae  of 
riage- wheels  descending  the  hill?''  asked  Sdgar. 

All  listened  a  moment,  the  sound  increaaed,  aad 
then  stopped;  their  attention  was  drawn  off  br 
Harold's  exclaiming, — 

''  Ah,  there  is  the  dear  old  House ;  we  can  see  it 
now  between  those  £dlen  trees/' 

"  How  much  all  is  changed !"  said  Walter  Ban- 
nerford  with  a  sigh,  as  they  stood  in  the  wide  gap 
which  the  woodsman's  axe  had  made  in  that  glori- 
ous old  avenue — the  growth  of  ages,  the  pride  of 
centuries. 

All  was  indeed  dianged  since  Walter  Banner- 
ford  had  last  hurried  along  that  path  in  the  dead 
of  night,  and  the  remembrances  called  up  in  his 
mind  were  very  painful.  Bank  waving  grass  and 
slippery  mosses  now  grew  upon  the  uneven  and 
rutted  paths,  once  so  firm  and  smooth.  G^ing 
openings  had  been  cut  in  the  leafy  canopy  that 
once  arched  over  the  broad  drive,  and  hqge 
unsightly  stumps  stood  grinning  on  each  side 
in  the  dim  evening  light,  like  the  teeth  of  some 
huge  monster,  mocking  at  the  desolation  which 
had  fallen  on  all  around. 

They  passed  on  in  silence;  no  deer  now  started 
up  from  the  green  lawns  on  each  side  the  path. 
Staring  fences  railed  off  the  ploughed  fields,  that 
had  replaced  their  springing  pasturea  and  ferny 
lairs.  In  the  very  carriage-drive  tangled  rank 
weeds  clung  round  their  feet  as  they  walked  on, 
or  stumbled  in  the  deep  ruts.  They  reached  the 
entrance  to  the  House,  the  wide  steps  that  led  up  to 
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the  handsome  stone  portico  were  broken  and 
jagged,  and  dotted  over  with  damp  mosses.  The 
shutters  flapped  to  and  fro  in  the  wind,  as  it 
sighed  monmfnlly  round  the  crumbling  bi^tle- 
ments  of  Bannerford. 

^*  Yes]  all  is  indeed  changedj''  repeated  Walter 
Bannerford,  as  he  looked  up  at  the  home  of  his 
childhood;  ''  and  this  is  the  work  of  the  villain 
who  has  ruined  the  fortunes  of  our  family— who 
has  brought  misery  and  sorrow  where  all  should 
have  been  peace  and  happiness/' 

Walter  Bannerford  groaned,  for  bitter  were  his 
thoughts,  as  he  reflected  upon  the  blight  which 
had  been  thrown  over  his  life's  prospects  by  the 
acts  of  one  treacherous  scoundreL 

"We  will  undo  his  misdoing,  Uncle,''  said 
Edgar,  pressing  his  arm. 

"  Yes,  Uncle,  we  will  make  him  disgorge,"  added 
Harold,  "  and  there  will  be  some  consolation  in 
that.  Shall  we  enter  the  House  ?  We  shall  find 
some  door  open  behind ;  do  you  not  hear  how  the 
wind  howls  along  the  empty  passages,  and  how 
hollow  the  banging  of  the  doors  sounds  in  the 
deserted  rooms  7    It  is  very  mournful.'' 

"  Yes,  it  is  very  mournful,  Harold,"  replied  his 
uncle,  turning  away  from  the  hall*steps,  "and  it 
is  getting  dark.  Come,  let  us  finish  our  task ;  the 
chestnut-grove  is  on  the  left." 

"Yes;  it  leads  down  to  Lonsmore  Bridge," 
said  Harold,  "  and  the  fountain  and  two  statues, 
if  they  are  left  standing,  are  at  the  further  end." 

"  It  is  the  one  on  the  left  hand  we  want, 
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Harold^  and  if  our  infonnation  is  correct  we 
shall  find  buried  at  its  foot  what  we  are  going  to 
search  for/' 

"  Oh,  we  shall  find  it,  Unde,  we  shall  find  it ; 
and  then  yon  will  have  your  own  once  more/* 
said  Harold.  "  I  know  not  which  gives  me  most 
pleasure — ^to  see  you  righted,  or  for  that  vilLun 
to  be  defeated  after  alL'' 

"  We  will  not  seek  for  vengeance,  Harold/* 

'^  Oh,  Uncle,  you  cannot  forgive  him ;  think  of 
your  wrongs,  of  ours,  of  Edith's,  of  my  mothei^s!" 

•'  Ha  I  you  are  right,  Harold,"  muttered  Walter 
between  his  teeth,  "  I  cannot  forgive  him.'* 

"  Here  are  the  statues,  Unde !"  exclaimed  Ed- 
gar, who  had  hurried  on  before.  *'  See,  this 
figure  is  broken  down,  but  its  pedestal  is  yet 
standing,  and  the  fountain  is  all  choked  up  with 
weens  • 

All  hurried  forward,  and,  as  they  passed,  a  dark 
figure  stealthily  followed  them  from  tree  to  tree, 
evidently  dogging  their  movements.  The  bro- 
thers and  Walter  Bannerford  were  too  much 
occupied  in  getting  ready  their  digging  imple- 
ments, which  Harold  had  carried  in  his  bag,  to 
notice  that  they  were  watched  by  a  figure  peeping 
cautiously  firom  behind  the  next  tree. 

''  This  must  be  the  spot.  Uncle,"  said  Harold, 
wielding  the  spade  he  had  appropriated  to  himself. 

"  Yes,  it  tallies  exactly  with  what  he  told  us." 

The  dark  figure  watching  them  firom  behind 
the  tree  was  Mr.  Placet  Lonsmore,  who  had  fi>I- 
lowed  hard  upon  their  traces  as  soon  as  his  spies 
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had  given  him  infonnation  of  the  occurreiices  of 
the  previous  few  hours. 

''  What  can  they  be  searching  for?*'  he  mut- 
tered^ as  he  peered  from  behind  his  tree;  ''jfool 
that  I  was  to  come  alone :  with  help,  they  might 
have  been  apprehended  as  trespassers,  —  as 
poachers, — as  robbers.  Fool  I  idiot !  I  have  lost 
a  chance.  What  could  he  mean  by  saying,  '  that 
was  the  spot?' — ^Who  could  have  told  him  any- 
thing, and  what?  Ah!  that  cursed  foreigner! 
confound  this  gloom,  but  I  must  and  will  see 
what  they  are  about/' 

Harold  soon  turned  up  the  green  sods,  and 
raised  the  soft  soil — his  spade  struck  upon  some- 
thing hard. 

"  There  it  is,  Harold ;  quick,  before  it  grows  too 
dark  to  see  what  there  is  inside,"  said  Edgar. 

A  few  more  strokes  of  the  spade  laid  bare  what 
seemed  a  stout  wooden  box.  Edgar  stooped  and 
raised  it  upon  the  mound  of  earth  his  brother  had 
thrown  up.  It  was  a  wooden  box,  clamped  with 
iron,  and  firmly  secured  with  a  huge  padlock ;  the 
wood  was  soft  and  rotten.  Walter  Bannerford 
seized  a  spade,  and  using  it  as  a  lever  the  rotten 
wood  split  open,  leaving  the  padlock  still  hanging 
to  its  fastenings.  Before  he  could  plunge  his 
hand  into  the  box,  Mr.  Placet  Lonsmore,  unable 
to  restrain  himself,  started  forward  from  his  hiding- 
place,  and  catching  hold  of  his  arm,  stammered 
out  in  a  voice  broken  by  rage,  disappointment, 
and  terror, — 

"Who  are  you.  Sir?    and  by  what  right  do 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


858  BANIVSBfOKD;  OR, 

I  find  you  upon  my  property,  and  earrying  olF 
what  is  not  yours?  Take  care.  Sir;  I  warn  you; 
there  are  laws,  Sir, — ^laws  1 " 

"  Stand  back,  yillain, — ^hoaiy-headed  »^ue ! — 
we  have  met  at  a  good  time,''  replied  Walter 
Bannerford  in  hoarse  tones. 

''  You  are  more  in  number,  and  stronger,  but 
you  shall  not  rob  me  without  a  struggle.  Help! 
help !''  cried  Placet  Lonsmore,  raising  his  Toic^ 
and  clinging  with  a  desperate  grasp  to  the 
broken  box. 

''  Do  not  hurt  him ;  leave  him  to  be  dealt  with 
by  the  laws  he  speaks  of,''  exclaimed  Walter 
Bannerford,  as  his  nephews  bore  him  back,  stmg* 
gling  in  vain  against  their  vigorous  young 
strength.  He  himself  meanwhile  took  from  the 
box  a  heavy  packet  of  parchment,  wrapped  in 
cloth.  The  outer  wrappings  fell  off,  and  in  the 
dim  twilight  he  held  up  a  bundle  of  parchment 
skins  covered  with  writing,  and,  pointing  to  the 
red  seals,  said  in  a  low  calm  voioe,-^ 

"  It  is  here,  boys;  let  him  go  now.  It  is,  in- 
deed, my  poor  old  uncle's  will." 

''  The  will !  his  will  I",  gasped  out  Placet,  who 
with  all  his  worst  anticipations  had  not  expected 
this. 

'*  It  is  the  will,  villain,  and  you  are  the  vile 
cause  of  all  our  misery,  by  causing  it  to  be 
stolen." 

**  I  did  not  do  it,  so  help  me  heaven.  I  had  no 
hand  in  hiding  it,"  exclaimed  Placet,  thoroughly 
prostrated  by  this  unexpected    discoveiy,    an^ 
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coward  as  he  was,  losing  at  once  all  courage,  in 
proportion  as  his  cunning  told  him  the  production 
of  the  deed  would  totally  and  completely  foil  all  his 
deep-laid  schemes. 

''  Go,  Sir,  we  have  done  with  you,'*  said  Walter 
Bannerford  contemptuously ;  **  begone ;  we  want 
you  not.  Nay,  tremble  not,  entreat  not,  but  be- 
gone. Come,  Nephews,  we  have  found  what  we 
sought-^we  have  taken  what  is  ours ;  as  for  that 
villain,  leave  him ;  nay,  let  him  lie  if  he  wiU,  and 
pander  in  his  foul  mind  some  other  schemes  of 
roguery — they  will  serve  him  nothing  now." 

Walter  Bannerford  wrapped  up  the  parchments 
in  their  covering,  and,  as  he  strode  away  with  his 
nephews  on  each  side.  Placet  passionately  threw 
himself  upon  the  mound  of  earth,  muttering, — 

"  Then  my  schemes  hav0  failed, — foiled  by  the 
treachery  of  that  traitor !  Oh !  that  I  had  my 
vengeance  on  him ;  I  could  hang  him — I  would — 
but  now — aU  is  lost — all — ^all !  '^ 
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CHAPTER  XXIL 


OOVCLUnOH. 


One,  and  another  year  had  passed  away  I — ^again 
there  had  taken  place  great  changes  at  Lonsmore, 
and  there  had  been  still  greater  at  Bannerford.  Bat 
this  time  the  changes  had  been  from  clouds  to 
sunshine^  firom  the  darkness  of  sorrow  to  the 
brightness  of  joy ! — from  the  gloom  of  wrong  and 
crime^  to  the  light  of  hope  and  happiness  I 

It  was  night  I  and  such  a  night  of  quiet^  clear^ 
nipping  frost  as  makes  an  English  fireside  the 
most  homelike  and  enjoyable  place  of  refuge  that 
the  wide  world  can  furnish;  when  health  and 
happiness  hoTcr  round  the  brightened  hearth. 

It  was  night !  but  the  windows  of  Bannerford 
House  were  no  longer  dark  and  dreary — ^its  shutters 
no  longer  flapped  idly  in  the  howling  winds.  The 
damp  mosses  had  been  removed  from  its  entnmce, 
the  rank  grasses  from  its  paths.  The  dun  deer 
once  more  crouched  in  its  waving  thickets,  or 
skipped  lightly  over  its  smooth  broad  lawns.  Its 
gardens  once  more  began  to  smile,  and  acknow- 
ledge in  their  grateful  beauty  the  care  and  nurture 
they  receivedj  and  even  the  old  house  seemed  to 
respond  to  the  general  influence,  and  put  on  its 
most  cheerful  and  its  brightest  looks. 
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Health  and  happiness  did  hoyer  round  the  hearth 
at  Bannerford^  but  short  and  rapid  most  be  our 
survey  thereof— for  other  scenes  are  to  be  visited. 

Our  grey-goose  pinions  must  rival  the  mysterious 
power  of  the  magician's  carpet :  let  us  mount  aloft, 
and  guided  by  a  wish,  let  us  once  more,  and  for 
the  last  time,  visit  those  scenes  among  which  we 
have  so  long  lingered,  and  look  upon  those  faces 
which  we  have  so  often  described. 

Bright  and  cheerful  was  the  fireside  of  Banner- 
ford  !  The  returned  exile  sat  once  more  by  the 
hearth  round  which  he  had  played  in  childhood* 
No  longer  oppressed  with  the  weight  of  fearful, 
but  unintended  crime — no  longer  a  hiding  wan- 
derer, Walter  Bannerford  had  resumed  his  proud 
name,  and  regained  his  own  proud  position,  and 
nobly  he  became  it.  He  was  not  a  lonely  man ;  his 
fireside  was  not  solitary ;  for  a  happy  pair  sat  by 
his  side,  and  answered  his  fond  look  of  affection 
with  smiles  of  almost  filial  love. 

Harold  Bannerford,  (though  he  was  a  baronet 
now,  he  had  not  assumed  the  title)  and  the  dark- 
eyed  fair  one  whom  he  had  wooed  and  won  at  the 
foot  of  the  Sierra  Nevada,  were  as  handsome  and 
as  light-hearted  a  couple  as  England  could  pro- 
duce. How  could  the  old  house  be  otherwise  than 
gay,  when  it  echoed  to  the  cheerful  tones  of  his 
manly  voice,  or  rang  with  the  clear  soft  laugh  of 
the  bright-eyed  Merced? 

Besides,  the  brother  of  the  bride  was  there  too, 
and  Don  Antonio  de  Castro  and  Walter  loved  to 
talk  together  of  the  past ;  so  the  strangers  found  in 
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their  English  home  a  welooise  that  made  them  for- 
get that  they  were  in  a  atiange  and  foreign  land. 

"  You  are  all  my  family/'  Walter  Bannerfioid 
would  say,  ''  and  so  I  give  my  paternal  Ueamg 
and  welcome,  and  my  home  shall  be  yonr  home^ 
and  my  people  your  people.'' 

No  wonder  that  happiness  had  once  more  ra> 
▼isited  Bannerford. 

But  we  must  away — and  high  np  in  qiite  of  the 
biting  frost,  that  makes  even  the  bright  stairs  shut 
their  twinkling  eyes  more  frequently,  as  thou^ 
they  too  felt  its  nip,  we  must  soar  over  the  whiten- 
ing tree-tops,  and  cross  the  stream.  Not  ixp  to 
Lonsmore  yet  1  but  we  must  just  dip  down  behind 
the  copse  that  reaches  to  the  river-banks.  A  narrow 
foot-path  used  to  lead  from  the  bridge,  round  by 
the  copse,  to  an  ivyroovered  oottage*  Walter  knew 
it  welL  Now  a  broad  drive  had  usurped  the  plaoe 
of  the  narrow  path ;  broad  as  that  which  connected 
Bannerford  with  Lonsmore.  The  little  ivy-covered 
cottage  had  disappeared,  and  nestling  in  the  wooded 
valley  theiip  had  sprung  up  in  its  place  a  group  of 
quaint  gables  with  carved  pointa  innumerable,  and 
clusters  of  octagon  chimneys^  There  were  fretted 
porticos,  and  snug  little  paira  of  casementa  with 
diamond  panes,  above  them:  and  bulging  bow 
windows  on  each  side  below:  and  brightly  t 
the  warm  light  through  their  curtains  of  < 
silk,  as  we  approach. 

Let  us  peep  in,  and  take  refuge  firom  the  oold^ 
for  this  fireside  too  is  bright  and  enticing. 

More  old  faces ! — on  one  side,  Dicksoii'a  mu^y 
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form  has  lost  none  of  its  yigour^  and  in  the  fair 
soft  countenance  of  Pauline,  who  sits  opposite,  there 
is  an  air  of  resigned  content  that  soon  chases  away 
a  passing  shade,  when  thoughts  of  the  past  grow 
too  painful. 

As  for  Sandwich  Tom,  he  has  grown  a  downright 
fop,  so  careful  has  he  become  of  his  personal  ap- 
pearance ;  and  his  bronzed  face  has  settled  down 
into  an  expression  of  supreme  satisfaction  with 
everything  and  everybody.  He  looks  from  Dickon 
to  Pauline,  for  he  sits  between  them  and  faces 
bravely  the  roaring  fire,  and  then  directs  their 
attention  inquiringly  to  his  new  vest,  which  he 
has  just  put  on  for  a  visit  to  Sannerford  House, 
where  he  is  going  to  sup ;  and  satisfied  with  their 
approbation.  Sandwich  Tom  stretches  out  his 
legs  upon  the  hearth  and  surveys  them  compla* 
cently — thereby  disturbing  old  Oscar's  huge  out- 
stretched bulk:  but  he  only  turns  himself  lazily, 
and  blinking  at  the  red  fire  with  his  sleepy  eyes, 
he  sinks  his  black  muzsle  once  more,  waiting  until 
Kanacka  summons  him  to  accompany  him  on  his 
visit  to  the  "  House.'' 

There  was  one  face  that  we  would  willingly  have 
recognised  among  the  group ;  and  Dickon  would 
have  given  all  his  new  grandeur,  for  the  old  ivy 
cottage,  could  her  kind  honest  face  have  been 
there  to  smile  on  him  and  his  young  bride.  Sut 
the  widow  lies  at  the  foot  of  the  Snowy  Mountains, 
and  her  mortal  remains  mingle  with  the  dust  of 
a  foreign  and  distant  land ;  but  her  memory  lives 
in  the  hearts  of  those  who  admired  her  for  he^- 
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unflinching  fortitude,  and  loved  her  for  her  un- 
wearying devotion. 

Once  more  we  must  away, — one  other  visit  and 
we  have  done. 

A  more  extended  circle  is  gathered  round  ^ 
fireside  at  Lonsmore,  and  its  hearth  is  as  faright, 
and  their  faces  are  as  beaming,  as  any  we  have  left 
behind.  Lady  Bannerford  sits  in  her  fauteuil,  and 
screens  off  the  bright  glare  of  the  crackling  bhse, 
while  she  listens  to  Lord  Chasekepe's  (now  Earl  of 
Whistlove)  account  of  his  intended  travels;  and 
how  the  sudden  loss  (one  for  which  perhaps  not 
quite  inconsolable,)  of  his  late  unde  had  so 
changed  matters,  as  to  reconcile  him  to  Sir 
Lionel  Beaufort's  views,  that  !E!ngland  afforded 
greater  inducements  to  remain  than  Nimroud  did 
to  travel. 

He  had  come  down  on  a  visit  to  Beaufort  Court, 
for  his  friend  required  his  services;  not  being  aUe 
to  encounter  the  glance  of  Edith's  violet  eyes  on 
the  altar-steps,  without  having  a  groomsman  to 
support  him. 

He  had  dso  brought  down  a  further  reinfcffoe- 
ment  in  the  shape  of  his  spinster-aunt,  and  fair 
young  sister ;  the  latter  had  surprised  him,  as  he 
said,  one  fine  morning,  by  throwing  off  the  shackles 
of  schoolgirldom,  in  which  he  had  almost  left  her 
to  oblivion.    Agnes  merited  better  things. 

She  and  Edith  became  bosom  friends  at  sight; 
and  she  promised  the  same  support  to  the  &ir 
bride,  that  her  brother  offered  to  the  bridegroom. 
We  shall  come  to  her  by-and-by,  for  we  mean 
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to  go  Found  the  half-circle  that  shuts  in  the  warmth 
of  the  blazing  fire. 

Next  to  Lord  Chasekepe — ^we  hardly  know  him 
by  his  new  title^ — came  his  aunt.  There  is  nothing 
about  her  that  puts  us  in  mind  of  the  other  auntie^ 
though  we  cannot  help  mentioning  her^  just  to 
say,  that  it  is  reported  that  she  passes  her  time  in 
dragging  about  a  tall  drivelling  do-nothing  hus- 
band, from  one  continental  place  of  resort  to 
another ;  greatly  affecting  the  Rhenish  gambling- 
towns;  and  half-starved  between  the  periods  of 
the  reception  of  their  allowance,  (granted  by  those 
whom  they  had  tried  to  reduce  to  beggaiy  and 
want,)  owing  to  Auntie's  unconquerable  love  of 
the  green  cloth. 

Lady  Maud  Chaskepe  is  a  stout,  kind  old  soul, 
whose  every  word,  deed,  and  thought,  is  that  of  a 
gentlewoman.  She  is  fond  of  a  gossip,  fonder 
above  all  of  making  every  one  round  her  happy. ' 

She  sits  quite  contented,  slowly  rocking  herself 
backwards  and  forwards,  giving  a  nod  and  a  smile 
round  the  circle,  though  her  nephew  on  her  right, 
and  Sir  Lionel  Beaufort  on  her  left,  neglect  her 
shamefully.  Sir  Lionel  canH  help  it ;  he  has  so 
much  to  say  to  his  fair  neighbour,  and  Edith  has 
80  much  to  reply ;  but  this  they  manage  to  do  all 
in  the  most  proper  way,  and  without  calling  any 
attention  to  their  amiable  cooings,  as  is  becoming 
to  all  who  are  placed  in  similar  positions.  Edith 
and  her  inseparable  friend  Agnes  were  of  course 
not  disunited ;  but  Edgar  Bannerford  seemed  to 
find  her  quite  sufficient  occupation,  so  that  both 
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the  girls  were  able  to  spare  their  attmtioii  firom 
one  another,  for  awhile. 

Agnes  was  a  laughing;,  blue-eyed,  dimple-die^ed 
blonde,  evidently  rejoicing  vastly  at  her  recent 
emancipation  firom  schooldom.  A  delicate  roseste 
flash  mantled  in  her  cheeks,  deepening  to  pink  on 
occasions  of  excitement;  but  that  only  made  her 
more  beautiful,  especially  as  it  was  relieved  by  &e 
increased  brilliancy  of  her  sparkling  eyes.  Her 
light-brown  hair  was  parted  from  her  weU-ahaped 
forehead,  in  two  wavy  curves,  and  fell  upon  her 
snow-white  neck  in  a  shower  of  graceful  ringlets, 
while  a  luxuriant  knot  was  gathered  up  behind  in 
an  easy  but  neat  twist,  that  set  off  to  the  greatest 
advantage  the  contour  of  her  well-formed  head. 

It  was  difficult  to  say  whether  Agnes  was  most 
pleased  or  amused  at  Edgar's  attentions;  they 
were  something  novel,  but  as  she  gained  experi- 
ence, she  soon  made  up  her  mind  upon  the  subject. 
Lady  Maud  had  no  doubts  whatever  upon  the 
point,  and  she  rcksked  her  ample  person  widi  steady 
satisfaction,  as  she  looked  on  and  smiled  to  herself, 
(for  no  one  else  saw  it,)  her  own  hearty  smile  ci 
frank  good-natured  approbation.  For  she  was  not 
long  in  learning  that  Edgar  was  considered  as  Ae 
future  heir  to  Lonsmore,  just  as  Harold  was  to 
Bannerford,  though  it  would  have  been  hard  now 
to  define  exactiy  where  Lonsmore  ended  and  Ban- 
nerfcHrd  began.  All  day  long  pony  phaetons,  or  if  the 
weather  was  adverse,  little  dose  canriages,  (which 
Unde  Walter  had  sent  down  firom  London,  as  pre> 
sents  to  the  girls,  expressly  for  this  purpose,)were 
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Tolling  backwards  and  forwards  along  the  smooth 
gravel-drive^  occasionally  branching  off  at  the 
bridge,  towards  the  clustering  chimneys  and  many* 
pointed  roof  that  just  peeped  above  the  oopse* 

That  road,  too,  promised  soon  to  be  ev«n  more 
frequented,  for  the  broad  red  line,  after  passing 
the  copse,  had  of  late  taken  a  sweep  round  the 
side  of  the  hill,  and  firom  the  bridge  could  be  dis* 
tinctly  traced  in  its  windings  through  the  eme- 
rald lawns  of  the  park,  until  it  was  lost  amidst  the 
woods  of  Beaufort  Court. 

We  need  not  use  our  magic  power  to  visit  Beau- 
fort; we  have  perhaps  already  lingered  long  enough. 
But  Agnes,  though  a  new  acquaintance,  could  not 
be  passed  by,  since  Edgar  Bannerford,  who  at 
least  is  an  old  friend,  takes  such  evident  interest 
in  her.  This  interest  did  not  decline.  The  stately 
old  housekeeper  of  Beaufort  Court  rustled  majesti- 
cally in  her  «lks,  and  bustled  heart  and  soul  in 
putting  the  finishing  stroke  to  her  important  pre- 
parations, rejoicing  in  her  proud  old  heart  in  the 
thought,  that  Beaufort  Court  was  worthy  of  the 
fair  young  mistress  who  was  destined  to  adorn  it. 

I*or  the  present,  Lady  Maude  Chasekepe,  at  the 
earnest  solicitation  of  Sir  Lionel  Beaufort,  had 
consented  to  preside  over  the  household  of  her 
nephew's  friend*  The  warm-hearted  old  gentle- 
woman and  her  fair  young  niece  soon  won  the 
hearts  of  aU  at  the  Court,  and  even  the  housekeeper 
did  not  murmur  at  being  thus  superseded.  Hints 
too  began  to  be  dropped  that  that  year's  sun  would 
shine  upon  more  than  one  young  bride ;  and  it 
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was  generally  understood  that  when  Lady  Maude 
resigned  her  temporary  sway  at  Beaufort^  and  re* 
paired  to  her  nephew's  mansion  of  WhistloTe  in  the 
North,  to  prepare  it  for  the  reception  of  its  new 
lord,  she  would  not  make  any  arrangements  for 
the  permanent  residence  of  her  niece.  Lonsmore, 
Bannerford,  and  Beaufort,  all  hailed  with  satisfiu;- 
tion  the  prospect  of  receiving  Agnes  amongst  them 
as  one  of  them ;  and  every  heart  beat  with  thankful 
gratitude,  as  the  conviction  was  firmly  established 
in  the  minds  of  all,  that  the  night  of  adversity  which 
had  so  long  thrown  its  gloom  upon  the  scene  of  our 
history  had  passed,  and  that  the  day  of  rejoicing 
and  happiness  had  at  length  fairly  dawned,  and 
many  a  chastened  heart  prayed  earnestly  and  grate- 
fully that  their  day  might  prove  a  blessed  one. 

Away,  avayl  owe  task  is  done,  and  we  must 
leave  the  bright  firesides  at  which  we  have  been 
peeping,  and  say  farewell  to  the  happy  homes, 
which,  using  our  magic  licence  of  the  grey  goose 
quill,  we  have  visited  unseen.  We  must  away  to 
face  the  chilling  cold  and  nipping  firost,  and  bnflet 
again  the  sharp  wintry  winds  that  whistle  merrily 
over  the  scenes  among  which  we  have  lingered ; 
hoping  too,  that  we,  good  Reader, 

"  After  «n  our  t<u]. 
Far  iruid*riiigB,  Bojovnu^  timrds  up  and  down. 
May  meet,  from  hearty  frienda,  warm  welcome  home." 


THE  £ND. 


B.  CLAT»  PBIKTBB,  BaSAD  STaXBf  HILL. 
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